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THE ABBOT; 


BEING THE SEQUIL 10 


THE MONASTERY 


INTRODUCTION TO THE ABBOT 


Frost what is said in the Introduction to the Aonastery, it must 
necessarily be inferred that tho Author considered that romance 
as somothing very like a failure, It is true, the bookscllors cid 
not complain of the sale, because, unless on very felicitous 
pocasions, or on those which are cqually the reverse, literary 
popularity is not gained or lost by a single publication. Leisure 
must bo allowed for the tide both to flow and obb. But I was 
conscious that, in my situation, not to advance was in somo 
dogreo to recede, and being naturally unwilling to think that 
the principlo of decay lay in myself, I was at least desiious to 
know of a certainty whether the degreo of discountenanee which 
T had incurred was now owing to an ill-managed story or an 
ill-choson subject. 

T was nover, I confess, one of those who aro willing to sup- 
pose tho biains of an author to be a kind of milk, which will 
not stand abovo a singlo creaming, and who are clernally harp- 
ing to young authors to husband their offorts, and to be chary 
of their reputation, lest it grow hackueyed in the eyes of men, 
Porhaps Twas, and havo always boon, tho more indifforont to 
tho degroe of estimation in which I might bo held as an author 
because L did not put so high » value as many others upon 
what is Lormed literary reputation in tho abstract, or at least 
upon the specios of popularity which had fallon to my share ; 
for though it wore worse than affectation to deny that my vanity 
was satisfied at my success in tho department in which chanco 
had in some measure cnlisted me, I was, nevertheless, fav from 
thinking that the novelist or romance-writer stands high in the 
ranks of literature. But I spare the vendor farthor ogotism on 
this subject, as I have expressed my opinion yory fully in tho 
Introductory Epistle to tho Fortunes of Nigel, and, although it 
ba composed in an imaginary character, it is as sincoro and 
candid as if it had been written ‘without my gown and band.’ 
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In a word, when [ considered myself as having beon un- 
suocossful in tho Afonastery, 1] was tempted to try whether J 
could not restore, even at the risk of totally losing, my so- 
called reputation by a new hazard. £ looked vound my library, 
and could not but observe that, from the time of Chaucer to 
that of Byron, the most popular authors had boen tho most 
prolific. Even tho avistursh Johnson allowed that the quality 
of Ycadiness and profusion had a morit in itsolf, iIndopondent 
of the intrinsic value of the composition, ‘Tulling of Churchill, 
I bolieve, who had little merit in his projudiced oyes, ho 
allowed him that of fortility, with somo such qualification as 
this—‘A crab-applo can ben but crabs after all; but there 
is a groat differonce in favour of that which bears a largo 
quantity of fruit, howovor indifforent, and that which produces 
only a few.’ 

joking more attentively at tho patriarchs of literature, 
whose career wag a4 long as it was brilliant, 1 thought L 
poredived that in the busy and prolonged course of cxortion 
thoro were no donbt ocensional failures, but that still thoso 
who wore favourites of their ago triumphed over these mis- 
carriages, By the new offorts which thoy mado, their orrovs 
wore obliterated, they became identifled with tho litorature of 
their country, and after having long recoived law from tho 
critics, camo in some degree to impose it And whon auch wv 
writer was at longth called from tho scono, his death first mado 
the public sensible what a large share ho had ocewpicd in their 
attention. I recollected a passage in Grimm’s Correspondence, 
that, whilo tho unexhausted Voltaire sent forth tract after 
tract, to the vory close of a long lifo, tho first impression made 
by each as it appoared was that it was inforior to its pro- 
decossors—~an opinion adopted from tho general idea that the 
Patriarch of Fornoy must at last find tho point from which ho 
was to deolino, But tho opinion of the public finally ranked 
in secession the last of Voltaire’s Hssays on tho same footing 
with thoso which had formerly charmed tho French mtion, 
Tho inference from this and similar ficts seomed to mo to ho. 
that new works wore often judged of by tho public, not so 
much from their own intrinsic merit, us from oxtrinsio ideas 
which readers had previously formed with regard to them, and 
over which a writer might hopo to triumph by pationce and by 
oxortion. There is a risk in the attompt: 


Tf ho fall in, good-night, or sink or avin. 
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But this is a chanco incident to ovory litorary attempt, and by 
which mon of a seuguine temper are little moved. 

T may illustrate what I mean by the foclings of most mon 
in travelling, If wo have found any stage purticululy tedious 
or in an especial degree interesting, particularly short or much 
longer than wo expected, our imaginations aro so‘apt to exug- 
gorato the original improssion that, on repenting the journey, 
wo usually find that we havo considerably ovorrated tho, pre- 
dominating quality, and the yond appears to le duller or movo 
pleasant, shorter or moro tedions, than what we expected, and, 
consequently, than what is the actual case, It requires a third 
or fourth journcy to onable us to form an accurate jidgment of 
its beauty, its longth, or its other attributes. 

In the same manner, the public, judging of a new work, which 
it recoives perhaps with little expectation, if surprised into 
applause, becomes very often ecstatic, gives a great deal more 
approbation than is due, and elevates the child of its immediate ' 
favour to a rank which, as it affects the author, it is equally 
difficult to keep and paitfai to lose, Tf, ou this occasion, the 
author trombles at the height to which ho is raised, and becomes 
afraid of tho shadow of his own renown, ho may indeed retire 
from the lottery with the prize which ho has drawn, but, in 
future ages, his honour will he only in proportion to his labours, 
Tf, on the contrary, ho rushes again into the lists, ho is sure to 
be judged with severity proportioned to the former favour of 
the public, Ifho be daunted by a bad recoption on this second 
occasion, ho may again becomo a stranger to tho arena.’ If, on 
the ‘contrary, ho can keep his ground, and stand the shuttle- 
cock’s fate, of boing struck up and down, ho will probably, at 
length, hold with some cortainty the lovol in public opinion 
which he may bo found to doserve; and he may perhaps boast 
of arresting the general attontion, in tho samo mannor as the 
Tacholor Samson Carrasco of fixing tho weathercock La Giralda 
of Sovillo for wocks, months, or years, that is, for as long as the 
wing shall uniformly blow from one quartor, ‘To this dogreo 
of popularity the Author had the hardihood to aspire, whilo, 
in order to attain ‘it, he assumed the daring rosolution to keep 
himself in tho view of the public by frequent appearances 
before them, 

Tt must bo added, that the Author's incognito gave him tho 
greator courage to ronew his attompts to ploaso tho public, and 
an advantago similar to that which Jack the Giant-killer ro- 
coived from his coat of darkness, In sending the Adbdoé forth 
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go soon after the Afonastery, he had used tho woll-known prac- 
tice recommended by Bassanio : 


In my school-days, when I had lost ono shaft, 
I shot anothor ot tho self-same flight, 

The self-samo way, with moo advised watch, 
To find the other forth, 


And, to continue the simile, his shafts, like those of tho Lessor 
Ajax, were discharged more readily that the archar was ts inac- 
cessiblo to criticism, personally spoaling, wa tho Grooien archer 
under his brothor’s sovenfold shield. 

Should tho reader desire to know upon what principles the 
Abbot was expected to amond the fortune of tho Afonustery, I 
have first to request his attention 1o the Introductory Lpistle 
addressed to tho imaginary Captain Cluttorbuck—a modo by 
which, like his predecessors in this walk of fiction, tho real 
Author makes one of his dramatis persone the means of com- 
municating his own sentiments to tho public, somewhat mora 
artificially than by a dircot address to tho readors, A pleasing 
Fronch writer of fairy tales, Monsiour Pajon, author of tho Zs 
tory of Prince Soly, has sct a diverting oxample of tho samo 
machinory, whore he introduces the presiding Gonius of the land 
of Romance conversing with one of tho personages of tho Lalo. 

In this Introductory Epistle, tho Author communicators, in 
confidence, to Captain Clutterbuck his songo that the Whito 
Lady had not mot tho taste of the times, and his reason for 
withdrawing her from. the sceno, ‘The Author did not deom it 
equally necessary to bo candid meancouing: anothor alteration, 
The JJonastery was designed, at first, Lo havo contained somo 
supornatural agency, arising out of the fact that Molroso had 
eon the placo of doposit of the great Robort. Bruco’s heart, 
The writer shrunk, however, from filling up, in this particular, 
tho sketch as it was originally traced ; nor did he venture to 
resume, in the continuation, the subject which ho had left un- 
aliemptod in tho original work, ‘Thus, tho ingidont of, tho 
discovery of the heart, whieh occupies the greater part of tho 
Introduction to the Afonastery, is « myslory wonecessarily intro- 
dueed, and which remains at last vory imporfectly explained, 
In this particular, Iwas happy to shroud myself by tho oxamplo 
of tho author of Caleb Williams, who never condosconds to in- 
form us of tho actual contonts of that iron chest which makes 
such a figure in his interesting work, and gives tho nuno to Mr, 
Colman’s drama. 
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The public had some claim to inquire inte this matter, but 
il seemed indifferent policy in tho Author to give the explana- 
tion. For, whatevor praise may be duc to tho ingenuity which 
brings to a gencral combination all the loose threads of a narra- 
tive, like the knitter at tho finishing of her stocking, I am 
greatly deceived if in many cases a superior advantage is nob 
attained by the air of reality which the deficiency of explana- 
tion attaches to a work written on a differont systom. In" life 
itself, many things befall every mortal of which the individual 
never knows tho real causo or origin ; and wero we to point out 
the most marked distinction between a real and a fictitious 
narrative, wo would say, that the former, in reforenco to the 
remote causes of the events it relates, is obscure, doubtful, and 
mystorious ; whereas, in the latter caso, it is a part of the 
author’s duty to afford satisfactory details wpon the canses of 
tho separate events he has recorded, and, in a word, to account 
for everything. Tho reader, like Mungo in the Padlock, will 
net bo olan with hearing what ho ix not mado fully to com- 

wehend. 
I omitted, therefore, in tho Introduction to tho Abbot, any 
attempt to explain the previous story or to apologise for unin- 
telligibility. 

Noither would it have boon prudent to have endeavoured to 
proclaim, in tho Introduction to the Addot, the real spring by 
which I hoped it might attract a greater degreo of intorest than 
its immediate predecessor, A taking title, or the announcoment 
ofa popular subject, is a recipe for success much in favour with 
booksollors, but which authors will not always find efficacious. 
‘Tho cause is worth a momont’s examination. 

Thoro ocour in evory country somo poouliar historical char 
actors, which aro, liko a spoll or charm, sovorcign to excite 
ouriosity and ntlract attontion, since every ono in tho slightest, 
dogreo intovested in tho land which thoy bolong to has hoard 
rauch of them, and longs to hear more. A tale turning on tho 
fortunes of Alfred or Elizabeth in England, or of Wallace or 
Bruco in Scotland, is sure by tho very announcomont to excite 
public curiosity to a considerable degree, and ensure the pub- 
lishor’s heing relieved of the greator part of an impression, ovon 
boforo tho contents of the work aro known. This is of the 
last importance to tho booksoller, who is at onee, to uso a 
technical phrase, ‘brought home,’ all his outlay being repaid. 
But itis a diffent case with tho author, sines it cannot bo 
Aenied that wo are apt to fecl least satisfied with the works of 
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which wo havo beon indueed, by titles and laudatory advortixo- 
ments, Lo entertain oxaggerated expeatations, ‘ho intention of 
the work has been anticipated, and misconceived or misropro- 
sented, and although the difficulty of executing tho work 
again rominds us of [otspur's task of ‘o’erwalking a ourront 
rorving loud,’ yet the adventurer inust look for more ridicule 
if he fails than applause if ho oxeoutes his undortaling, 

Notwithstanding a risk which showld make authors pauso 
ere they adopb a theme which, caciting genoral inlorest and 
curiosity, is ofton tho proparativo for disappointmont, yet it 
would bo qn injudicious regulation which should dotor the poot 
or painter from attempting to introduco historical portraits 
merely from the difficulty of oxeouting the task in # satisfactory 
manner. Somothing must be trusted to tho gencrous impulso, 
which often thrusts an artist upon feals of which he knows tho 
difficulty, whilo he trusts courage and oxortion may afford tho 
means of surmounting it. 

Tt is especially whon ho is sensiblo of losing ground with the 
public that an author may bo justificd in using with address 
such solection of subject or title as is most likely to procure a 
rehearing. It was with those feclings of hope and apprehension 
that I ventured to awaken, in a work of fiction, tho momory of 
Queen Mary, so intoresting by her wit, hor beauty, her mis- 
fortunes, and the mystory which still doos, and probably always 
will, ovorhang her history. In domg so, I was aware that 
failure would be a conclusive disastor, so that my task was 
something like that of an enchantor who raises a spirit ovor 
whom he is uncertain of possessing an offectual control; and I 
naturally paid attention to such principles of composition as I 
conceived wore bost suited to tho historical novel, 

Enough has been alrondy said fo explain tho purpose of 
composing tho Abbot. ‘The historical roforonces are, as uanal, 
oxplained in the notes. ‘That which relates to Quoon Mary’s 
escape from Lochloven Castle is 2 more minuto account of that 
romantic adventure than is to be found in tho histories of tho 
period. 


ApBnorsForD, lst January 1881, 


INTRODUCTORY EPISTLE 


PROM 
THE AUTHOR OF WAVERLEY 


TO 


CAPTAIN CLUTTERBUCK, 


Or mis Masxsry’s —— Rearmenr or Inranrry 


Drar Carrain— 

Tam sorry to obsorve, by your last favour, that you dis- 
approvo of tho numerous retrenchments and altorations which 
L have beon undor tho necessity of making on the Manuseript 
of your friend, the Benedictine, and I willingly make you the 
medium of apology to many who have honoured mo more than 
I dosorvo. 

I admit that my retronchments have boon numerous, and 
leave gaps in the story, which, in your original manuscript, 
would have run wellnigh to a fourth volume, as my printer 
assures mo, I am sonsible, besides, that, in consequence of tho 
liberty of curtnilmont you have allowed me, some parts of the 
story havo beon tuuddled up without tho necessary details, 
But, aftor all, it is boltor that the travollors should have to 
slop over a ditch than to wado through a morass: that tho 
vondox should have to supposo what may easily bo inferred 
than bo obliged to croop through pages of dull explanation, 
I have struck out, for example, the wholo machinery of tho 
Whito Lady, and the poctry by which it is so ably supported 
in tho original manuscript. But you must allow that the 
public taste gives little encouragement to those legendary super- 
stitions which formed alternately the delight and the terror of 
our predecessors, In liko manner, much is omitted illustrative 
of the impulse of onthusiasm in favour of tho anciont religion 
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in Mother Magdalen and the abbot, But wo do nob feel doop 
sympathy at this period with what was ones the most poworful 
and animating principlo in Furopo, with tho oxception of that 
of the Reformation, by which it was succossfully opposed, 

You rightly observe that theso retwenchtnents have vendored 
tho title no longer applicable to tho subject, and that somo 
other would have beon moro suitable to the work in its present 
stato than that of tho abbot, who mado so much greator figure 
in tho original, and for whom your friend, tho Benedictine, 
sooms to have inspired you with wu sytupathetic respect. — | 
must plegd guilly to this accusation, observing, al the samo 
timo, in mannor of extonuation, that though the objection 
might havo beon oasily romoved by giving « now title Lo tho 
work, yot, in doing so, I should have destroyed the necessary 
cohesion between the presont history and its predecessor the 
Monastery, which I was unwilling to do, as tho poriod and sovoral 
of tho personages wore tho samo. 

After all, my good friond, it is of little consequence what 
the work is called, or on what intorest it tins, provided it 
catches tho public attention ; for the quality of tho wine, could 
wo but onsuro it, may, according to the old proverb, rendor tho 
bush unnecessary or of little consequence. 

I congratulate you upon your having found it consistent 
with prudenco to establish your tilbury, and approve of tho 
colour, and of your boy’s livery (subdued groen and pink), As 
you talk of completing your descriptive poom on tho uins of 
Kennaguhair, with Notes by an Antiquary, 1 hopo you have 
procured a steady horse. 

I vomain, with complimonts to all frionds, dear Cuptain, very 
much 

Yours, oto. otc. olo., 


Trm Avruor ov Varversny 
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THE ABBOT 


CHAPTER I 


Domum mansit, lanum feeit. 
Anoruxi Roman Besraci. 


Sho keepit close the hous, and bilit at the qnhele, 
Gawats Dovenas, 


Tu time which passes over our heads so imperceptibly makes 
the game gradual change in habits, manners, and character asin 
personal appearance. At tho rovolution of every five we 
find ourselves anothor, and yet the same: thore is a change of 
viows, and no less of the light in which wo regaid them, a 
chango of motives as well as of actions, Nearly twice that 
space had glided away ovor tho head of Halbort Glondinning 
and his lady betwiat the period of ow formor narrative, in 
which thoy played a distinguished part, and the dato at which 
our present tale commences. 

Two civeumstances only had embittored their union, whieh 
was othorwiso as happy ag mutual affection could render it, 
Tho first of thoso was indeed the common calamity of Scotland, 
being tho distracted stato of that unhappy country, whero 
ovory man’s sword was directed against his noighbour’s bosom. 
Glondinning had proved what Murray oxpected of him, a steady 
friend, strong in battle and wise in couneil, adhering to him, 
from motivos of gratituds, in situations where hy his own un- 
binssod will ho would cither haye stood neuter or have joined 
the opposite party. Tones, whon danger was near—and itwas 
seldom far distant—Sir Halbert Glondinning, for he now bore 
the vank of knighthoad, was perpetually summoned to attend 
his patron on distant oxpeditions, or on perilous cnterprises, or 
to assist him with his counsel in tho doubtful intrigues of a 
half-barbarous court, Ho was thus frequently, and for a long 
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space, absent from his castle and from hig Judy ; and to this 
ground of regret wo must add, that their mien had not beon 
blessed with childron, to ocoupy the attention of to Tady of 
Ayenel whilo sho was thus deprived of her hushan?s domestic 
society. 

On such oceasions she lived almost entirely scoluded from 
the world, within the walls of her paternal mansion. Visiting 
amongst neighbours was vw inatlor ontirely ont of tho question, 
wnloss on occasions of solainn festival, aud then it was ohiofly 
confined to near kindied. Of these tho Lady of Avenel had 
none who survived, aud the dames of tho noighbonring barons 
affected to rogard her loss as the hoiress of tho house of 
Ayonel than ag the wifo of & peasant, tho son of © church. 
vassal, raised up to mushroom ominonco hy the éxpricious 
favour of Murray. 

This pride of ancestry, which rankled in bho bosom of tho 
anciont gontry, was moro opoiily oxprossed by thoir Indios, and 
wag, moreover, ombittored not a little by tho political fouds of 
tho timo, for most of tho Southron chiefs wore friends to the 
authority of tho Queon, and yory jealous of tho power of 
Muay. ho Castlo of Avonol was, therefore, on wl theso 
accounts, ag molancholy and solitary o residence for its Indy 
as could well bo imagined. Still it had the ossontial recom- 
mendation of great scourity, "Tho reader is already awaro that 
the fortress was builf upon an islob fu & small lake, and was 
only accessible by a causeway, intorscoted by # double ditch, 
defended by two drawbridges, so that, without artillery, ib 
might in thosv days bo considored as imprognable, Tt was only 
necossary, therefore, to secure against surprise, nnd the sorvice 
of six able mon within tho castle was suifticlont for that purpose, 
If moro sorios danger threatoned, at ample garrison was sity 
plicd by tho malo inhabitants of a little hamlet which, uhder 
tho auspices of Talbort Glondinning, had arison an a small 
pieco of lovol ground, hebwixt tho lako Md the in, newly 
adjoining to the spot where the eausoway joined the mainland, 
Tho Lord of Avoncl had found it an easy matter to procnyo in- 
habitants, as ho was not only & kind and henoficont ovorlord, 
but well qualified, both by his oxperienco in arms, his high 
character for wisdom and integrity, and hig favour with tho 
powerful Marl of Muay, to protect and defond those who 
dwolp under his banner. In leaving his castle for any length 
of time, ho had, therefore, the consolation to reflect that thig 
villago afforded, on the slightest notice, » band of thirty stout 
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men, which was more Lhan sulliciont for its defonco; while the 
families of the villagers, as was usual on sueh occasions, fled ta 
the vocesses of the mountains, drove their cattle to the same 
places of sheltor, and loft the enemy to work their will on their 
miserable cottages. 

Ono guest only resided genorally, if not constantly, al the 
Castle of Avencl, ‘This was Honry Warden, who now felt him- 
solf less ablo for the stormy task imposed on tho Reforming 
clergy ; and having by his zeal given personal offence to many 
of the loading noblestand chiefs, did not consider himself as 
perfectly safo unloss when within the walls of the strong 
mansion of some assured fricnd. To ceased not, héwevor, to 
sorve his cause as eagerly with Is pen as ho had formerly 
done with his tongue, and had engaged in a furious and * 
acrimonious coutost concerning tho sacrifice of tho mass, as it 
was termed, with the Abbot Kustatius, formerly the sub-prior 
of Konnaquhair, Answors, replios, duplies, triplios, quadruplics 
followed thick upon each othor, and displayed, as is not unusual 
in controvorsy, fully as much veal as Christian charity. ‘The 
disputation very soon became as colebrated as that of John 
Knox and the Abbot of Urossraguol, raged nearly as fiorcely, 
and, for aught I know, the publications to which it gave rise 
may bo as precious in the oyes of bibliographors.* But tho 
ongrossing nature of his occupation rendered the theologian 
not tho most intoresting companion for a solitary female; and 
his grave, stern, and absorbed deportment, which soldom 
showed any interest except iu that which concorned his 
religious profession, mado his presonce rather add to than 
diminish tho gloom which Img over tho Castle of Avencl. 
To suporintond the {asks of numorous female domestics was 
tho principal part of tho lady’s daily employment ; hor spindlo 
and distaff, hor Biblo, and a solitary walle pon tho battlemonts 
of tho oastlo, or upon the causoway, or occasionally, but moro 
xoldom, upon the hanks of tho little Ialce, consumed the veat of 
the dyy. But so great was tho insecurity of the period that, 
whon she vontured to extond her walk beyond the hamlot, tho 
wardor on tho watch-towor was direcled to keop a sharp Jook- 
out in every diveation, and four or five men held themselves in 
yendiness io mount and sally forth from the castle on the 
slightest appearance of alarm. 

* Tho (acta which appeared in tho disputation betweon the Scottish Roformor and 


Quentiy Konnedy, Alibat af Crossraguct, ara among the soarcost in cottial bibliography, 
Seo DECrlo'n 146 of Knom, p, 258, 
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Thus stood affairs ab tho castle, whon, after an absonco of 
soveral wooks, the Knight of Avenel, which was uow the title 
most frequontly given to Sir Talbert Glendinning, was duily 
oxpocted to retwn home. Day after day, howover, passed 
away, and he returned not, Letters in those days wore rarely 
written, and the knight must have resorted Lo n seoretary bo 
express his intentions in that manner; besidos, intercourse of: 
all kinds was precavions and unsafe, and no man cared to givo 
any public intimation of the timo and direction of & jowney, 
sino, if his routo wore publicly Imown,"it was always likely ho 
might in that caso moot with move onemics than friends wpon 
the road. ‘ho preciso day, therofore, of Sir Talhert’s return 
was not fixed, but that whioh his lady’s fond oxpectalion had 
calculated npon in her own mind had long since passed, and 
hope delayed began to make the heart sick. 

Tt was upon tho ovoning of » sultry summer's day, whon 
the sun was half-sunk behind tho distant wostern mountains of 
Liddesdalo, that tho lady took hor solitury wall on tho battle- 
ments of a range of buildings, which formed the front of the 
castle, where a flat roof of Hagstones presented a Dron and 
conveniont promonade, Tho level suvfavo of tho Ivko, wnidis- 
turbed excopt by tho occasional dipping of a teal-duak or 
coot, was gilded with tho boums of tho sotting luninary, wd 
reflected, as if in a goldon mivroy, tho hills anongst which it 
lay ombosomed, ‘The sconc, otherwise so lonely, was ocen- 
sionally onlivoned by tho voices of the children in the village, 
which, softened by distance, reached the car of the Indy in hor 
solitary walk, or by tho distant call of the herdsman, rs ho 
guidod his cattle from tho glon in which thay had pasturved all 
day, to placo thom in groator security for the ‘dani, in tho 
mimediate vicinity of tho village, Tho deop lowing of tho 
cows scomed to domand tho attendance of tho milk-mmnidons, 
who, singing shvilly and morrily, strolled forth, cach with hey 
pail on her head, to rttond to the duty of the evening, ‘Cho 
Lady of Avonol looked and stoned; the sounds whieh sho 
heard reminded hor of former days, when her moat important 
employment, as woll as hor greatest delight, was to assixh amo 
Glendinning and Tibb Tackot in milking tho cows at Gloudourg. 
Tho thought was franght with molanholy, 

‘Why was I not,’ she said, ‘tho peasant gil which in all 
mon’s oyes I seomed to bo! albert and I had then spont our 
life peacofully in hig native glen, undisturbed by the phantoms 
either of foar or of ambition. Ilis groatesl prido had thon beon 
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to show tho fairest hord in the halidome; his greatest danger 
to repel some pilfering snatchor from the Border; and the 
utmost distance which would have diyided us would have beon 
tho chase of some out-lying deer, But, alas! what avails the 
blood which Halbert has shed, and the dangers which he 
encounters, Lo support a namo and yank, dear to him beeause 
ho has it from me, but which we shall never trausmit to our 
posterity? With me the name of Avenel must expire.’ . 

Sho sighed as thosq, reflections arose, and, looking towards 
the shore of the lake, her eye was ativacted by a group of 
children of various ages, assombled ta sco a little ship, con- 
structed by some village artist, perform its first voyage on the 
water, It was launched amid the shouts of tiny voices and tho 
clapping of little hands, and shot bravely forth on its voyage 
with a favouring wind, which promised to carry it to the other 
side of the lake, Some of the bigger boys ran round to receive 
and secure it on the farther shore, trying their speed against 
cach other as they sprang like young fawns along the shingly 
vorgo of tho Jake, ‘The vest, for whom such a journey scomed 
too arduous, remained watching tho motions of the fairy vessol 
from the spot whore it had beon launched. ‘The sight of their 
sports pressed on the mind of the childless Lady of Avenel. 

‘Why are none of theso prattlors mine?’ sho continnod, 
pursuing the tonor of her molencholy reflections, ‘Theiv 
parents can searco find them the coarsest food; and I, who 
could nurse thom in plonty—I am doomed neyer to hear # child 
oall me mathor |! 

Tho thought sunk on hor heart with a bitterness which 
rosembled envy, 60 deoply is the desire of offspring implanted 
in tho fomelo breast, She prossed hor hands together as if sho 
wore wringing thom in the oxtremily of hor desolate fecling, 
as ono whom (envon had written childless, A large staghound 
of the groyhound species approached at this moment, and, 
altraatod perhaps by the gesture, licked hor hands and pressed 
his largo head against thom, Ie obtained the desired caress 
iu return, but still the sad impression remained. 

‘Woll,’ sho said, as if the animal could have understoed her 
complaints, ‘thou art a noble and beautiful animal; but, alas! 
the love and affection that I long to bestow is of a quality 
higher than can fall to thy share, though T love thee much.’ 

And, as if she wero apologising to Wolf for withholding 
from him any part of hor regard, she caressed his proud head 
and orest, while, looking in her eyes, ho scomed to ask hor 
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what she wanted, or what he could do to show his attachment. 
At this moment a shrick of distros was heard on tho shore, 
from the playful group which had hoon Iatoly so jovial. ‘The 
lady looked, and saw the cause with grent agouy, 

The little ship, the object of the children’s dolightod atton- 
tion, had stuck among some tufts of the plant which hears tho 
wator-lily, that marked a shoal in the lake about an arrow-llight 
from the shore, A hardy litle hoy, whe had taken the lead 
in the race round tho margin of the Jake, did not hesitate te 
moment to strip off his ‘ wylic-coat,’ plunge into the wator, und 
swim towards the object of their common solicitude, The first 
movoment of tho lady was to call for holp; but she observed 
that the boy swain strongly and Jeurlessly, and as shoe su that 
ono or tivo villagers, who were distant spectators of the invident, 
seomed to give thomsclves no uneasiness on his account, sho 
supposed that he was accustomed to tho exercise, and thet 
thore was no danger, But whethor, in swimming, the boy had 
struck his breast against a sunken rock, or whethor ho was 
suddonly taken with cramp, or whether he had avor-cueuluted 
his own strongth, it so happoned that, whon he had disun- 
barrassod the litthe plaything from tho flags in which it was 
ontangled, and sent it forward on its course, he had scarce 
swam a fow yards in his way to tho shore, when ho raised bim- 
self suddenly from the water and screamed aloud, clapping his 
hands at the same time with an oxpression of fem and pain, 

The Lady of Avenel, instantly taking the alarm, ‘called 
hastily to the ationdants to gef tho boat yoady., But this was 
an affair of some timo. ‘Iho only bout pormilted to be used 
on tho lake was moored wilhin the kecond ont which indorseotod 
tho canal, and it was sevoral minutos ore if could jo unmoored 
and got under way. Meantime, the Lady of Avenul, with 
agonising auxioty, saw that the offorls which tho poor boy 
mada to keep himself afloat wore naw exchimped for ay felt 
straggling, which would soon have boon over, but for aid equally 
prompt and tunhoped-for, Wolf, who, like some of that large 
— of groyhound, was a practised wator-dog, hal marked 
the object of hor anxioty, aud, quitting his miatress’s sido, had 
sought tho nearest point from which he could with safely plungo - 
into the lake, With the wonderful instinet which these noble 
animals have s0 often displayed in the like ciroumstaneas, ho 
swam straight to the spot whore his assistanco was so much 
wanted, and soizing tho child’s under-dross in his mouth, ho 
nob only kept him afloat, but towed him towards the causeway. 
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Tho boat, having put off with » couple of men, mot tho dog 
half-vay, and relioyed him of his burden. ‘They landed on the 
cansoway, close by the gate of tho castle, with their yet lifeloss 
charge, and wero there met by the Lady of Avenel, attended 
by one or two of her maidens, cagerly waiting to administer 
assistance to tho sufforer, 

Ifo was borne into tho castle, doposited upon a hed, and 
every mode of recovery resorted to which tho knowledge’ of 
the timos, and the skill. of Menry Wardon, who professed some 
medical science, could dictate, For some timo it was all in 
vain, and tho lady watched with unspeakable carnostnoss the 
pallid countenance of the beautiful child, Ie seemed about 
ten years old. Tlis dvess was of the meanest sort; but his long 
curled hair, and tho noble cast of his features, partook not of 
that poverty of appearance. Tho proudest noble in Seotland 
might have heon yot proudor could he have called that child 
his heir, While, with breathless anxicty, the Lady of Avenel 
gazed on his well-formed and oxprossive features, a slight shade 
of colour returned gradually to tho cheok ; susponded mnima- 
tion becamo rostored by degrees, the child sighcd deeply, opened 
his oyos, which to the human countonance produces the effect 
of light upon the natural landscape, strotched his arms towards 
tho lady, and mutiered the word ‘Mother’—that epithot of all 
others which is dearest to tho female ear. 

‘God, madam,’ said the preachor, ‘has restored tho child to 
your wishos; it must bo yours so to bring him up thet ho 
may not one day wish that ho had perished in his innoconco,’ 

‘Tt shall bo my charge,’ said tho lady ; and again throwing 
her arma around the boy, sho overwhelmed him with kisses 
and carosses, so much was sho agitated by tho terrov arising 
fvom tho danger in which ho had been just placed, and hy joy 
ab his unoxpeoted deliverance, \ 

‘But you aro nol my mother,’ said the boy, recovering his 
vocollection, and cndeayouring, though faintly, to escape from 
tho edresses of tho Lady of Avonel—‘you are not my mother. 
Alas! I havo no mothor—only I have dreamt that I had one,’ 

‘T will read tho dream for you, my love,’ answered the Lady 
of Avenel; ‘and I will bo myself your mothor, Surely God 
has hoard my wishes, and in His own marvellous manner hath 
sont me an object on which my affections may expand thom- 
solves.’ Sho looked towards Warden as she spoke, "The preacher 
hesitated what he should reply to x burst of passionnte fecling 
which, perhaps, scomed to him more enthusiastic than tho acca- 
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sion domanded. In the meanwhile, tho large staghound, Wolf, 
which, dvipping wet ag he was, hud followed his mistress jute 
the apartment, and had sate by tho bedside, n patient and quict 
spectator of all tho means used for resuscitation of the heli 
whom ho had preserved, now became impatient of remaining 
any longer unnoticed, and hogan to whine and fawn upon the 
lady with hig great rough pans. 

“FY os,’ sho said, ‘good Wolf, and you shall bo remembered 
also for your day’s work ; and 1 will think the moro ef you for 
haying preserved tho life of a creature xo benntiful,’ 

But Wolf was uob quite satisfied with the shave af abcention 
which he thus attracted: ho porsisted in whining and prwing 
upon. his mistress, his carosses rondered still more tronblesome 
bY his long shaggy haix being so much and thoroughly watted, 
till sho desired ono of the domestics, with whom he was fonpilia., 
to call the animal out of the apartment. Wolf resisted overy 
invitation to this purpose, watil his mistress positively com- 
manded him to be gone, in an angry tone; whon, turning 
towards tho bed on which the boy stilt lay, hulf-awuko to 
sensation, half-drowned in the imewnders of a fluctuating 
delirium, ho uttered a decp and suvago growl, ourled up his 
noso and lips, showing his full ranga of whito and sharponed 
teoth, which might have matched thoso of an actual wolf, and 
thon, turning vound, sullonly followed the domostic out of the 
apartment, 

‘It is singular,’ said the lady, addressing Warden; ‘the 
animal is not only so good-natured to all, but so particularly 
fond of childyon. What can ail him at tho littl fellow whose 
lifo ho hay gaved ?’ 

‘Dogs,’ replied tho preacher, ‘are but too liko tho lnman 
raco jn their foibles, though their instinel be less orving Ghun 
the yonson of poor mortal man whon relying upon his own 
unassisted powers, Jealoury, ny good huly, is wv passion nob 
unknown to thom, and they ofton ovings it, vet only with 
rospeat to the preforencos which they seo given hy thety inluytors 
to individuals of their own spocior, but oven whon their rivals 
are childyon, You have varessed that child much and oxgerly, 
and the dog considorg himself ax a disenrded fuvaurite, 

‘It is a strange instinet,’ seid the lady; fund from tho 
gravity with which you mention it, my reverend friond, T would 
almost say that you supposed this singular jealousy of my 
favourite, Wolf, was not only wall founded dnt jnstifinbl, 
But porhaps you speak in jest ?? 
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‘1 seldom jest,’ answered the preacher ; ‘life was not lent to 
ua to be expended in that idle mirth which resembles the 
orackling of thorns under the pot. J would only have you 
derive, if it so please you, this lesson from what T have suid, 
that the best of our feelings, when indulged to excess, muy 
give pain to others, ‘There is but one in which we may indulge 
to tho utmost limit of yehomence of which our bosom is capable, 
seeure that excess cannot oxist in tho greatest intonsity to 
whieh it can be excited ; I mean tho love of our Maker,’ 

‘Surely,’ said tho Lady of Avenel, ‘wo aro commanded by 
the same authority to love our neighbour?’ . 

‘Ay, madam,’ said Warden, ‘but our love to God is to be 
unbounded ; we are to love Him with our whole heart, our 


whole soul, and our whole strength, Tho love which the 


precept commands us to bear to our neighbour has affixed to 
it a divect limit and qualification ; we are to love our neighbour 
as ourself; as it is clsowhere explained by tho great command- 
ment, that we must do unto him as we would that he should 
do unto us, Hero thore is a limit and a bound even to the 
Mov6 praiseworthy of our affections, so faras they aro tuned 
upon subhinary and torrestrial objects. We avo to render to 
our neighbour, whatever be his rank or dogree, that correspond- 
ing portion of affection with which wo could rationally expect 
wo should ourselves bo regarded by those stunding in the same 
relation to us. Hence, neithor husband nor wife, neither son 
nor daughter, neither friend nor relation, are lawfully to be 
mado tho objects of our idolatry. The Lord ow God is a 
jealous God, aud will not ondure that we bestow on the creature 
that oxtremity of devotion which He who mado us demands as 
Tlis own shave, I say to you, lady, that oven in tho fairest 
ant purost and most honourable feelings of om nature there 
is that original taint of sin which ought Lo make us pause aud 
hesitate ero wo indulgo thom to excess.’ 

‘T wderstand not this, revorend sir,’ said the lady; ‘nor 
do T gxcss whet T can have now seid or dono to draw down on 
me an admonition which has something a taste of repraot? 

‘Lady,’ said Warden, ‘I crave your pardon if I have urged 
aught beyond the limits of my duty, But considor whethor, 
in tho sacred promiso to bo not only a protectress but a mother 
to this yoor child, your purposa may mect the wishes of the 
noble knight your husband. ‘The fondness which you havo 
lavished on the unfortunate, and, I own, most lovely, child has 
mot something liko a reproof in tho bearing of your household 
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dog. Displeaso not your noble husband. Men, as woll as 
animals, are jealous of the aflections of thoso they love! 

‘This is too nmoh, revorond sin’ suid tho Lady of Avenol, 
greatly offended. ‘You have heen long our guest, and have 
reeoived from the Knight of Avonel end myself that honour 
and rogerd which your charactor and profession xo justly 
demand, Bnt T wn yot to learn that we have at any tino 
autthorised your interforenes in aur family arrangements, or 
placed you as u judge of our conduct fownrds each other, — | 
pray this may bo forborno in futuro.’ 

‘Lady,’ replied the preacher, with the boldnoss peculiar to 
the clorgy of his persuasion at that time, ‘when you weary of 
my admonitions, whon T see that my services are no lonyor 
neceptable to you and the nablo knight your husband, I shalt 
know that my Mastor wills me no longor to ebide hore; and, 
praying for «continuance of Tis best blessings on your family, 
Twill thon, wore tho scason the depth of winter, and the how 
midnight, walk out on yondor waste, and travel forth through 
theso wild mountains, as lonely and unaided, though far more 
helpless, than whon T first met your hushand in tho valley of 
Glendearg. But whilo T romain hore, I will nob seo you orr 
from the true path, no, not a haiv's-breadth, without mulking tho 
old man’s voice and remonstranco heard,’ ; 

‘Nay, but,’ snid the lady, who both loved and rospooted the 
good man, though somotimes a liltle offended at what sho eon- 
ceived to be an exuberant dogreo of zeal, ‘wo will not part this 
way, my good friend. Women aro quick and hasty in their 
foolings; but, beliove mo, my wishes and my purposes towards 
this child ave such as both my hughand and you will wpprove of 

‘Tho clergyman bowad, and retreated io his own apariinont. 


CHAPTER I 


Tlow steadfastly he fix’d his eyes on me— 
Mis dark oyes shining through forgotton tears— 
Thon stretch’d his little arms, and call’d mo mothor | 
What could Ido? I took the bantling home; 
I could not toll the imp he had no mother. 
Count Basil, 


Wu Warden had left the apartment, the Lady of Avenol gave 
way to tho foolings of tenderness which the sight of the boy, 
his sudden danger, and his recent escape had inspired ; and no 
longer awed by the stermness, as she deemed it, of the preachor, 
heaped with caresses tho lovoly and interesting child, Hoe was 
now in some measure recovered from the consequences of his 
accident, and reccived passively, though not without wonder, 
the tokens of kindness with which he was thus loaded. The 
face of the lady was strange to him, and her dvess differont and 
fer moro sumptuous than any ho remembered, But the boy 
was naturally of an undaunted tempor; and indeed childron 
aro gonorally acuto physiognomisis, and not only pleased by 
that which is beautiful in itsolf, but poculiarly quick in dis- 
tinguishing and replying to the attentions of Uhose who really 
love thom. If they see n person in company, though a perfect 
stranger, who is by native fond of children, the little imps seem 
to discover it by n sort of froemasonry, while tho awkward 
uttompts of those who mako advances to them for the purpose 
of recommonding themselves to the parents usually fail in 
attracting thoir veoiprocal attontion. Tho little boy, therefora, 
appeared in some degreo sonsible of the lady’s caresses, and it 
wag with difoulty sho withdrow herself from his pillow to 
afford him leisure for necessary repose. 

“To whom belongs our little resoued varlet?’ was the first 
question which the Lady of Avenel put to her handmaiden 
Tilias, whon thoy had rotired to the hall. 

‘To an old woman in the lnuulet,’ said Lilias, ‘who is oven 
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now come so far as the porter’s lodge to fuquire concorning his 
sifoty. Ig it your pleasure that she bo admitted 7? 

“Ts it my pleasure!’ said the Lady of Avenel, ochoing the 
question with a strong agent of displeasure and surprise; Scan 
you make any doubt of it? What woman bub must pity tho 
agony of the mothor whose heart is throbbing for the sufaty of 
a child so lovely !? : 

“Nay, but, madam,’ said Lilias, ‘this woman is too ald to be 
tho mother of the child; T rathor think she must bo his grand- 
mother, or some more distant relation.’ 

‘Be sho who sho will, Lilias,’ replied tho lady, ‘she must 
have an aching heart while tho safety of a creature so lovely is 
wicoritin, Go instantly and bring her hither, — Besides, 1 
would willingly learn something concerning his birth,’ 

Litas oft the hall, and presently afterwards returned, 
ushering in a tall fomale very poorly dressed, yeb with more 
pretonsion to decency und cleanliness thon wits ustelly com: 
biued with such coarse garmonts. ‘Tho Lady of Aeiniol know 
her figure the instant sho prosonted horsolf, {6 was tho fashion 
of tho family that, wpon overy Sabbath, und on two vyenings 
in the week besides, Henry Warden preached or looted in the 
vhapol at the castlo, Tho extension of tho Protostant faith was, 
npon pies as woll as in good policy, a primary object with 
the Knight of Avonel. ‘Tho inhabitants of tho villago woro 


therefore invited to attend upon the instructions af Tenry ’ 


Warden, and many of them wero speedily won to the doglrine 
which their master and protestor approved. ‘Thesa sermons, 
homilies, and Ieotnves had mado v great impression on the mind 
of tho Abbot Mustace, or Rastatins, and wore a audicions spur 
to the sevority and sharpness of his controversy with his old 
follow-colluginte ; and, ove Quoen Mary was dethroned, aud 
while the Catholics still had considerable authority in tho 
Border provineos, ho mora than onco thrertoued to lovy hin 
vasstls, and assuil and lovel with tho oarth that stronghold of 
horesy, tho Castlo of Avonol. But notwithstanding the dhbot's 
impotont resentment, and notwithstanding also tho disinglina- 
tion of the country to favour the now religion, Uenry Wardon, 
proceeded withont remission in his labours, uid mado weolly 
convorts from the faith of Rome to that of the Reformed church. 
Amongut those who gave most camnest and constant attoudance 
on his ministry was the aged woman, whose form, tall, aud 
otherwise too remarkable to he forgotten, the lady had of tate 
obyerved frequently as being conspicuous amongst thu little 
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audience, She had indeed moro than once desired to know 
who that stately -looking woman was, whoso appearance was so 
much above tho povorty of her vestments. But the reply had 
always becn that she was an Englishwoman, who was tarrying 
for a season at tho hamlet, and that no one knew moro con- 
cerning hor, She now asked her aftor her name and birth, 

‘Magdalon Grromo is my namo,’ seid tho woman; ‘T como 
of tho Gremes of Heathorgill, in Nicol Forest, a people ef 
anciont blood’ : 

‘And what malo yo,’ continued the lady, ‘so far distant 
from your home 4? : 

‘T havo no homme,’ said Magdalon Greomo: ‘it was burnt by 
your Border riders ; my husband end my son wero slain ; thera 
is not a drop’s blood left in the veins of any ono which is of 
kin to mine,’ 

‘That is no uncommon fate in these wild times, and in this 
wnsettled lund, said the Indy; ‘the English hands have been 
as deeply dyed in our blood as ever thoso of Scotsmen have 
been in yours,’ 

*You have right to say it, lady,’ answored Magdalen Grmme ; 
‘for men tell of a time when this castle was not strong enough 
to save your fathor’s life, or to afford your mother and her 
infant a place of refuge, And why ask ye ine, then, wherefore 
T dwell not in mine own home, and with mine own people?’ 

Tt was indeed an idlo question,’ answered the Jady, ‘where 
mivory so often makes wanderers ; but wherefore take refuge in 
® hostile country 1” 

‘My neighbours wore Popish and mass-mongers,’ said the 
old woman; ‘it has pleased Meavon to give mo a clearer sight 
of tho Gospel, and I have terricd hore to enjoy the ministry 
of that worthy man Ifynry Warden, who, to tho praise and 
comfort of many, teacheth the Evangel in truth and in 
sincerity,’ 

“Avo you poor?’ again demanded the Lady of Avenel. 

‘You hear mo ask alms of no one,’ avswored the English- 
womun, 

Nore there was a pause. The manuor of tho woman was, 
if not disrespectful, at least much less than gracious ; and she 
appeared to give no encouragement to farther communication. 
Tho Lady of Avenel renewed the convorsation on a difforent 
topic. 

*You havo heard of the danger in which your boy has been 
placed?’ ' 
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1 have, lady, and how by an especial providence ho was 
vesoued fromdeath. May [Heaven mule him thuuktul, and mo ? 

‘What relation do you bear to hin 9’ 

‘Tam his grandmother, lady, if it so please you; bho ouly 
relation ho hath left upon earth to take charge of hin’ 

“The burdon of his maintonance must necessarily be grievous 
to you in your dosorted situation?’ pursued tho lady, 

~ "1 hayo complained of it to no ono,’ sid Magdalen Creme, 
with the same unmoved, dry, and unconcerned tone of voicu in 
which she had answered all the forme? questions, 

"ie? said tho Lady of Avenel, ‘your grandchild coud bo 
received into a noble family, would it uot advantago both him 
and you?’ 

‘Rovoived into a noble family !’ said the old women, drawing 
horself up, and bonding her brows until hor forchead wes 
wrinklod into a frown of unusual soveriby ; ‘and for what pure 
pose, [ pray you ?—to bo my lady’s page, or my lord’y eee 
to cat broken victuals, and contend with othor menials for tho 
remnants of tha master’s moal? Would you huvo him to fan 
tho flies from my lady’s faco whilo sho sloop, to carry hor train 
while sho walks, to hand her tronchor when sho feeds, to rido 
hofore her on horseback, to walle after hor on foot, to sing when 
sho lists, and to be silent whon sho bids ?—-e vory weuthereook, 
which, though furnished in appoaranes with wings and plunge, 
cannot soar into the air—cannot fly from tho spot whore it is 
porched, but receives all its impulses, and performs all its rovolu- 
tions, obedient to tho changofi breath of a vain woman? 
When tho cago of Ielyellyn perches on tho tower of Tamer- 
cost, and turns and changos his place to show how tho wind pits, 
Roland Gromo shall bo what you would make hin.’ 

Tho women spoko with a rapidity and vehomence which 
soomed to havo in it a touch of insanity; and a sudden senso 
of tho dangor to which the child must necessarily bo exposed 
in the charge of such a kuopor inereasod tho lady's dosire lo 
keop him in tho castle, if possible. ¥ 

“You mistake re, dama,’ she gaid, addvossing the okt woman 
in a soothing manner ; ‘TI do not wish your hoy to bo in abtond- 
Anco on myself, but upon the good knight, my husband. Woro 
ho himself the gon of a beltod cart, ho conld not bottor ho trained 
to arms, and all that befits a gontloman, than by tho instruc 
tions and discipline of Siy Halbort Glendinning. 

‘Ay,’ answored tho old woman, in the samo atylo of bitter 
irony, ‘I know the wages of that sorvico- a curso whon tho 
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corslet is not sufficiontly brightened, a blow when the girth 
is not tightly drawn; to he beaton because the hounds are ab 
fault; to be reviled because the foray is unsuccessful ; to stain 
his hands for the master’s bidding in the blood alike of benst 
und of men; ta ha a buteher of harmless deer, a murderer and 
dofacer of God’s own image, not at his own pleasure, but at that 
of his lord; to live a bruwling ruffian, and # common stabber 
—exposed to hent, to cold, to want of food, to ull the privations 
of an auchoret, not for the love of God, but for the service of 
Satan; to dio by the gibbet, or in somo obscure skirmish ; to 
sleep out his brief life in carnal security, and to awake in tho 
otornal firo which is never quenched,’ 

‘Nay,’ said the Lady of Avenel, ‘but to such unhallowed 
course of lifo your grandson will not bo hero exposed. My 
husband is just and kind to those who live under his banner; 
and you yourself well know that youth havo here a strict as 
well as a ee preceptor in the person of our chaplain,’ 

Tho old woman appeared to pause. 

‘You havo named,’ sho said, ‘the only circumstance which 
can moyo mo, 1 must soon onwerd, tho vision has said it: 1 
must not tarry in the samo spot—I must on—I must on, it is 
my woird. Swear, then, that you will protect the boy as if he 
wore your own, until L return hither and claim, him, and I will 
consont for a spaco to part with him. But especially swear, 
ho shall not lack the instruction of tho godly man who hath 
placed tho Gogpel truth high above those idolatrous shavelings, 
tha monks and friars,’ 

‘Bo satisfied, dame,’ said tho Lady of Avonel; ‘tho boy 
shall havo as much caro as if ho were born of my own blood. 
Will you seo him now?’ 

*No,’ anawored tha old woman, sternly ; ‘to part is enough, 
T go forth on my own mission, TI will not soften my heart by 
useloss tears and wailings, as ono that is not called lo a duty. 

‘Will you not accopt of something to aid you in your pilgrim- 
ago? said the Lady of Avonol, putting into her hand two crowns 
of thosun, The old woman flung thom down on the table, 

_ ‘Am Tof the raco of Cain,’ sho said, ‘proud lady, that you 
« offer mo gold in oxchango for my own flesh and blood ?” 

‘Thad no such meaning,’ said the lady, gently ; ‘nor am T 
the proud woman you term me, Alas! my own fortunes might 
have taught mo hunility, oven had it not been born with me.’ 

Tho old woman scomed somowhat to relax hor tono of 
govority, 
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“You aroof gente blood, sho suid, ‘else we lind nob parteyed 
thus long together, You are of gentla blond, ancl to sttah, she 
added, drawing up her tall form a4 sho spoke, ‘pride iy as griwo- 
ful as is the plume upon tho bonnet. But for (hese pieces of 
gold, Indy, you must needs resmne thom, | need not money. 
1 am woll provided ; aud [ may not care for mysolf, nor Uhink 
how, or by whom, J shall bo sustained.  Marowoll, and keop 
your word. Cause your gates to be opened and your bridges 
to be lowered. I will set forward this very night. Whon 1 
come again I will demmnd from youn strict account, for [ linve 
loft with you the jowel of my life! Sleep will visit mo but in 
snatches, food will not refrosh me, rest will not restora my 
strongth, until I seo Rolend Greme. Oneo move, farewell?’ 

‘Make your obeisance, dane,’ said Lilias to Maydoten Grrome, 
as sho rotired—‘ make your obeisance to her ladyship, and thank 
her for hor goodness, as is but fitting and right” 

Tho old woman turned short round on the ollicious woiting- 
maid, ‘Lot her make her obeisance to me then, and [ will 
retin it. Why should £ bond to herd-—is it because her Icirtle 
ig of silk, and mino of bluc lockerum? — Go to, my hedy’s waiting. 
woman, Kuow that tho rank of tha man rates that of the 
wifo, and that she who marries a churl’s son, wero sho a King’s 
daughter, is bul a peasunt’s bride.’ 

Lilias was about to reply in great indignation, but her mis- 
tross imposed silonee on fe and commanded that the old 
woman should be sofoly conducted to the mainland, 

‘Conduct her safe!’ oxclaimed the incensed waitingwomuan, 
while Magdalon Greomo loft the apartment ; ‘T sey, duel her in 
tho loch, and then wo will sce whether sho is witch or not, as 
ovorybody in the villago of Loehside will say and syear | 
marvol your ladyship could hear so long with her insolonas? 

But the commands of the lady wore obeyed, and the old dame, 
dismissed from tho custle, was comunilted to hor forbune. Sho 
kop hor word, and did not Jong abido in Unt place, Iewving the 
hamlet on tho yory night succeeding tho intorviow, and syvander= 
ing no ono asked whithor, ‘Tho Lady of Avonel inquired undor 
what ciroumstancos sho had appenred among thom, lut could 
only learn that sho was believed to ho tho widow of some man 
of consequence among the Gremes who theu inhabited tho 
Debateablo Land, a name given tax certain portion of Lerritory 
which was the frequont subject of dispute hotwixt Scotland and 
England ; that sho had suffored great wrong in home of tho 
frequent forays by which that unfortunate district was wasted, 
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and had beon driven from her dwelling-place. She had arrived 
in tho hamlet no one know for what purpose, and was held by 
some to be a witch, by others  zcalous Protestant, and by 
others again a Catholic dovotee. ler language was mysterious, 
and her manners repulsive; and all that could be collected 
from hor conyorsation seemed to imply that she was under tho 
influcneo oithor of a spell or of a vow—thero was no saying 
which, since sho talked as ono who acted under a powerful and 
external agency. 

Such wore tho partieulars which tho lady’s inquiries wero 
whlo to collech concerning Magdalen Grewme, being far too 
meagre and contradictory to anthoriso any satisfactory dedue- 
tion, Tn tenth, tho misories of the time, and tho various tums 
of fate incidontal to a fronticr country, were porpetually chag- 
ing from their habitations thoso who had not tho means of 
Aofonce or protection, ‘Theso wanderers in tho land wero too 
often soon to excite much attention or sympathy. They re- 
coived the cold relief which was oxtorted by general feclings 
of humanity; a little excited in some breasts, and perhaps 
vather chilled in others, by the recollection that thoy who 
gavo tho charily to-day might thomsclycs want it tormorrow. 
Magdalen Greme, therefore, came and departed like a shadow 
from the neighbourhood of Avonel Castle. 

Tho boy whom Providence, as she thought, had thus strangely 
placed undor her caro, was at onco established a favourite with 
the Indy of tho castle. Low could it bo othorwiso? Ho became 
tho objoct of thoso affectionate feolings which, finding formerly 
no object on which to expand themsclyes, had increased tho 
gloom of tho castle, and ombittored tho solitudo of its mistrosa, 
To tenchhim reading and writing as far as her skill wont, to 
altend to his childish comforts, to watch his boyith aports, 
boonme tho lady’s favourite amusomont, [In her circumstances, 
whore tho car only heard the lowing of tho cattle from the dis- 
{ant hills, or tho hoavy stop of tho warder as ho walked upon 
his post, or tho half-onvied laugh of hor maiden as she turned 
hor whbol, tho apporvance of tho blooming and beautiful boy 
gavo an intorost which can hardly be concoived by those who 
livo amid gayor or busier scones. Young Roland was to the 
Lady of Avenel what tho flower which occupies the window of 
somo solitary captivo is to the poor wight by whom it is nursed 
and cultivated-—-something which at once oxcited and repaid 
her caro; and in giving the boy hor affection, sho felt, as it 
were, grateful to him for relensing her from the state of dull 
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apathy in which she had usually found herself during tho 
absonce of Sir Halbort Glondinning, 

But even the charms of this blooming favourite were unable 
to chase the recurring apprehensions which arose from her 
husband’s procrastinated return, Soon after Roland Gromo 
became a rosidont at tho castle, un groom, desputshed hy Sir 
Tlalbort, brought tidings that business of importance still 
delayed tho knight at the court of Tolyrood. Tho more dis- 
tant poriod which the moxsengor had assigned for his master’s 
arrival at length glided away, summer melted into autumn, 
and autumn was about to give place to wintor, and yot ho 
camo nét, 


CHAPTER IIT 


Tho waning haivest-moon shone Inoad and bright, u 
rT 


‘The warder’s horn was homd at dead of night, 

And whilo tho folding portals wide wero flung, 

With trampling hool§ the 1ocky pavement img. 
Lrypey, . 


‘Anp you, too, would bo a soldier, Roland?’ said tho Lady of 
Avenel to hor young charge, while, seated on a stone chair ab 
one end of tho battloments, sho saw tho boy attempt with a 
long stick to mimic tho motions of the warder as he alternately 
shouldered, or ported, or sloped pike. 

‘Yos, lady,’ said tho boy, for ho was uow familiar, and 
voplicd 10 her questions with readiness and mMacrity—‘a soldier 
will T bo; for there ne’er was gentleman but who belted him 
with the brand,’ 

‘Thou a gentleman!’ said Lilias, who, as usual, was in 
attondance; ‘such a gentleman as I would make of a beau- 
cod with a rusty knifo,’ 

Nay, chido him not, Lilias, snid tho Lady of Avenel, ‘for, 
beshrow me, but 1 think he cones of gentle blood; seo how it 
muators in his faco ab your injurious reproof.’ 

‘Ifad [£ my will, madam,’ answered Lilias, ‘a good birchon 
wand should make his colour muster to helter purpose still,’ 

“On my word, Lilias, said tho lady, ‘ono would think you 
had received harm from tho poor boy; or is ho so far on the 
frosty gide of your favour bocauso ho onjoys tho sunny sido of 
mine?’ 

‘Over Ieaven’s forbode, my lady!’ answered Lilias; ‘1 
have lived too long with gentles, I praiso my stars for it, to 
fight with cithor follios or fantasies, whether they relate to 
boast, bird, or boy.’ 

Lilias was a favowiite in her own class, a spoiled domestio, 
and often accustomed to take moro liconse than her mistress 
was at all timos willing to oncourage. But what did not pleaso 
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tho Lady of Avenel sho did not choose to hear, anid thus ib 
was on the prosont occasion, Sho resolved to leale moro close 
and sharply after tho hoy, who had hitherto been committed 
chiefly to the management of falas Jie must, she thought, 
bo born of gontlo blood ; 1 wore shamo {to think otherwise of 
a form so noblo and features so fair; the vory wildness in 
which ho occasionally indulged, fas contompt of dangor and 
impatience of rostraint, had in them something noble + assuredly 
tho child was born of high rank, Suh was her conelusion, nil 
sho acted upon it accordingly. ‘Tho domestics around her, loss 
jealous or loss serupulous than Lailias, nobtod ny servants uswully 
do, folldwing tho bias, and flatloring, for theit own purposes, tho 
humour, of tho lady; and the bey soon took on dim those viva 
of suporiority which the sight of habit doforence soldom 
fails to inspire, It soomed, in truth, as i! to command wore 
his natal sphoro, so easily did ho use himself to oxnet md 
receive compliance with his humours. Tho chaplain, indeod, 
might havo interposed to check tho aix of usstuaption which 
Roland Graeme so readily indulged, wid moxt probably would 
have willingly vondored him that favour; but the nevesrity of 
adjusting with his brothron somo disputotl points af chureh 
disciplina had withdrawn him for soma timo [vom the castle, 
and detamed him m # distant part of the kingdom, 

Matters stood thus in tho Castle of Avenol, when a winded 
bugle sent its shrill and prolonged notes from tha shove af tho 
Jako, and was replied to cheorily by tho.signal of tho wardor, 
Tho Lady of Avonol know the sounds of hor husband, and 
rushed to tho window of tha apartinont in which sho was 
sitting, A band of about thirty spearmon, with & ponnon 
displiyed before thom, winded along tho indented shores of the 
Inke, and approached the cansawny. A single horseman volo 
wu the head of the party, his bright arms evtehing a glance of 
tho October sun as he moved stentily along. Kven ab the 
distance, the lady voeopmed the lofty plume, bearing the 
mingled colours of hor own liveries and those af (londgnwyne, 
blended with the holly-braneh ; and the firm seat and dignified 
demeanour of tho udor, joined to the stately inmotion of tho 
dark-brown steed, suliciontly announced Talbert Glendinning, 

Tho Indy’s first thought was that of rapturous joy ab hor 
husbands rotum ; her socond was comocted with a fear which 
had sometimes intraded itself, that ho might not altoguthar 
approve tho poouliar distinction with which sho had treated her 
orphan ward, In this fear thero was implied a congoiousness 





“THMHAY 1O (AVI aH GXxv aia) q\riow 


rd 


, 


1 ellen BRAN 
Rey 
fysgte 
eb meat 


Af 


1 
A 
{ 
a 
4 
+ 








THE ABBOT 21 


that tho favour she had shown him was excessive; for Halbert 
Glendinning was at Icast as gentle and indulgent as he was 
firm and rational in tho intercourse of his houschold; and to 
hor, in particular, his conduct had ever been most affeetionatoly 
tonder, 

Yot she did fear that, on the present occasion, her conduct 
might incur Sir Tatbort’s censuro; and hastily resolving that 
sho would not mention the anocdote of tho boy until the neat 
day, sho ordored him to, be withdrawn irom the apartment by 
Lilias, 

‘IT will not go with Lilias, madam,’ answered tho spoiled 
child, who had more than once carried his point by persever- 
anco, and who, like his betters, delighted in the exercise of such 
authority—‘T will not go to Lilias’s gousty room ; I will stay 
and soo that brayo warrior who comes riding so gallantly along 
tho drawbridge’ 

‘You must not stay, Roland,’ said the lady, more positively 
than she usually spoko to hor little favourite. 

‘T will voiterated the boy, who had alveady felt his con- 
acquenco, and tho probablo chance of succoss. 

“You will, Roland |? answored the lady; “what mannor of 
word is that? I tell you, you must go.’ 

* Will,”? answored tho forward boy, ‘is a word for a man, 
and “must” is no word for a lady.’ 

‘You are saucy, sitrah,’ said the lady. ‘Lilias, take him 
with you instantly.’ ; 

‘F always thought,’ said Lilias, smiling, as sho seized the 
reluctant boy by tho arm, ‘that my young master must give 
placo to my old one,’ 

‘And you Loe aro malaporl, mistress,’ said the lady, ‘Hath 
tho moon changed, tbat ye all of you thus forgot yourselyos 4’ 

Lilias mado no reply, but led off the boy, who, too proud to 
offer unavailing vosistance, darted at his bencfaciress a glance 
which intimated plainly how willingly ho would have defied 
her authority had ho possessed tho power to make good his 

noint. 

: Tho Lady of Ayonel was vexed to find how much this trifling 
circumstance had diseomposed her at the moment when sho 
ought naturally to have beon entirely engrossed by her hus- 
band’s return. But we do not recover composure by the moro 
fecling that agitation is mistimed. Tho glow of displeasure 
had not left the Indy’s cheek, her ruffled deportment was not 
yot entirely composed, when her husband, unhelmeted, but still 
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wearing the rest of his arms, entered tho aparimont. Tis appear. 
auco banished the thoughts of everything else; she rashod 
to him, clasped his iron-shoathed frame in hor urns, wid Kissa 
hig martial aud manly face with an allection whieh was at once 
ovidont and sincoro, ‘ho warrior yoturned her embrace and 
her caress with tho sume fondness; for tho tine whieh Jind 
passed sinco their union had diminished its romantic ardour, 
revhaps, but it hud rather incrensed its rational tendorness, and 
Sir Halbert Glondinuing's long and frequent absences from his 
castle had provonted aliection from degouerating by habit inte 
indifferozce. 

When tho first cagor greotings wore paid and received, the 
lady gazed fondly on her hugbund’s fave as sho remarked. -. 
“You avo altored, Halhert: you have ridden Jud and fur 
to-day, or you have been ill?” 

£ Thaw been well, Mary,’ answored tho Inight—-* passing wall 
have I been; and a long rido is to me, thon woll knowost, but 
a thing of constant custom. ‘Chose who ary born noble may 
slumber out their lives within the walls of thoir castles and 
manot-houses ; buti he who hath achieved nobility by his own 
deods must ever bo in the saddlo, to show thit he mmorits his 
advancement,’ 

While ho spoke thus, tho Iady gazed fondly on him, as if 
oudeavouring to read his inmost soul; for the tone in whigh he 
spoke was that of molancholy depression, 

Sir Halbert Glendinning was tha same, yob x diMevent person 
from what ho had appeared in his enrly pone Tha flory 
freedom of the aspiring youth hed given place to the steuly 
and stern composure of tho approved soldior and skilful 
politician, hore were dcop tacos of care on those noble 
features, over which oh emotion used formorly to pass like 
light clouds acroys a summer sky. hab sky war now, nog 
porhaps clouded, but still and graye, like that of tho solo 
autumn evening, ‘Che forchoud was higher and more Dare than 
in carly youth, and tho looks whieh still clustored thick and 
dark on the warrior’s head were worn way ab tho Lomplos, nob 
by ago, but by the constant pressure of tho steol cap, or holmot, 
His bourd, according to the fashion of the limos, prow short 
and thick, and was turned into mustachios on the uppor lip, and 
peaked at the extremity, ‘ho cheok, worthor-enton and om 
browned, had lost the glow of youth, but showed tho vigorous 
complexion of active and confirmed manhood. Halbort Glen 
dinning was, in a word, a knight to ride at a king’s right hand, 
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to bear his banner in war, and to bo his counsellor in time of 
peace ; for his looks oxpressed the considerate firmness which 
can resolve: wisely and dare boldly. Still, over these noble 
features thore vow spread an air of dojection, of which, perhaps, 
tho owner was not conscious, but which did not eseupo the 
obsorvation of his auxious and affectionate partner. 

‘Something has happened, or is about to happen,’ said tho 
Lady of Avenel; ‘this sadness sits not on your brow without 
caugeo—misfortine, national or particular, must needs be at 
hand,’ 

“There is nothing new that I wot of,’ said Halbert Glendin- 
ning; ‘bué there is littlo of evil which can befall a kingdom that 
may not be apprehended in this unhappy and divided realm,’ 

‘Nay, then,’ said tho lady, ‘I seo thore hath really been 
some fatal work on foot. My Lord of Murray has not so long 
detained you at Holyrood, save that he wanted your help in 
somo woighty purpose.’ 

‘L have not been at Holyrood, Mary,’ answored the knight ; 
‘T have boon several weeks abroad.’ 

‘Abroad | and sont me no word !' replied the lady. 

‘What would tho knowledge have availed, but to have 
xondored you unhappy, my love?’ roplicd the knight; ‘your 
thoughts would have converted tho slightest breeze that ourled 
your own Jako into a tompost raging in the German Ocean.’ 

‘And haye you thon reully orossed the soa?’ said the lady, 
to whom tho vory idex of an cloment which she had never secon 
conveyed notions of tervar and af wouder—~ really left your own 
native land, and trodden distant shores, whore the Scottish 
tongue ix unheard and unknown 2” 

Ronlly, and really,’ seid tho knight, taking her hand in 
affoctionnty playfulness, ‘I have dono this marvellous deed— 
have rolled on the ocean for three days and threo nights, with 
the deep groon waves dashing by the sido of my pillow, and 
but a thin plank to divide me from it.’ 

‘Indocd, my Halbert,’ said the lady, ‘that was a tempting 
of Divine Providenco, I nevor bade you unbuekle the sword 
from. your side, or lay the lance from your hand; T never bade 
you sit still whon your honour called you to riso and rido ; but 
ave not blade and spear’ dangers cnough for one man’s life, and 
why would you trust rough waves and raging seas 7’ 

‘We havo in Germany and in the Low Countries, as thoy 
avo called, answored Glendinning, ‘mon who sve united with 
ws in faith, and with whom it is fitting we should unite in 
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alliance. ‘To somo of these T was despatched on business na 
important as it was secret, | wont in sufoly, and 1 roturned 
in security: hero ig move dangor to a muna Tifo botwiat thin 
and Tlolyrood than in all tho sorts thet wash tho lowlands of 
Holland.’ , 

‘And tho country, my Talbert, and tho people,’ said the 
lady, ‘are they like our kindly Scots? ov what bearing have 
thoy to strangors ?’ . : 

“Whey aro a people, Mary, strong, in thoir wealth, which 
venders wl other nations weak, ad weak in thoso arty of war 
by which othor nations aro strong.’ 

‘T do not undorstand you,' said tho lady, 

“Tho Ifollander and the Flaming, Mary, pour forth thoir 
spirit in trado, and nob in war; their wealth purchases thom 
the arms of foroign soldiors, by whose wid thoy dofend it. 
They oreet dikes on tho senshore to protect tho land which 
they have won, and they levy rogiments of tho sbubhorn 
Switzers and hardy Germans to protect the lreasures which they 
havo amassed. And thus thoy avo strong in thoir wealnens ; 
for tho yory wealth which tempts their mastors to doxpoil 
thom arms strangors in their behalf.’ 

“Sho slothful hinds!’ oxclaimed Mary, thinking uni fooling 
liko a Scotswoman of tho poriod; ‘havo they hands, and fight 
not for the land which boro them? Thoy should bo notuhed 
off at the elbow |’ 

‘Nay, that were but hard justico,’ answered hor husband ; 
‘for their hands serve their country, though not in battle, like 
ows, Look at these barron hills, Mary, and al that deop 
winding velo by which the enttle are oven now roburning fom 
thoir scanty browse, ‘Tho hand of tho industrious Moming 
would cover those mountains with wood, and raiso com whore 
We Now Bee A slarved and scanty award of heath and Hng. ft 
grioves mo, Mary, whon 1 look on that land, and think what 
henofit it might receive from such mon us J hve Intoly seo 
mou who seok not tho itlo fame dorivel from dond ancostors, 
or the bloody venown won in mode broila, iat trond along 
the land as preservors and improvors, nob as tyrants and 
dostroyors,’ 

‘those amondmonts would here bo bué a vain fanoy, wy 
Tlalbort,’ answered the Lady of Avonol: ‘the treos would ho 
burnt by the English foomen oro they ceased Lo bo alirubs, and 
the grain that you raiged would ho gathored in by tho first 
neighbour that possossed moro ridors than follow your train 
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Why should you repine at this? The fate that made you 
Scotsman by birth gavo you head, and heart, and hand to 
uphold the name as it must needs be upheld’ 

‘TL give me no namo to uphold,’ seid Malbort, pacing tho 
floor slowly ; ‘my arm has been foremost in ovory strife, my 
voico has been heard in every council, nor hayo the wisest 
rebuked mo, Tho crafty, Lethington, the deop and dark 
Morton, have held seoret council with mo, and Grange aid 
Lindesny have owned that in tho field I did the dovoir of a 
gallant knight; but let the omergonce be passed when they 
nocd my head and hand, and they only know me as son of 
the obsoure portionor of Glendearg.’ 

‘This was a thome which tho lady always dreaded; for the 
rank conferred on hor husband, the favour in which ho wag 
held by tho poworful Tar] of Murray, and the high telonts by 
which he vindicated his right to that rank and that favour, 
wore qualitios which rathor inoreased than diminished the onvy 
which was harboured against Sir Helbert Glendinning among a 
proud aristocracy, as a porson originally of inferioy and obscure 
ith, who had risen to his present eminenco solely by his 
personel merit, ‘The natural firmness of his mind did not 
cnable him Lo despise the idenl advantages of a higher pedigreo, 
which were hold in such univorsal esteem by all with whom he 
conversed ; and so opon are the noblest minds to jealous incon- 
sistencics, that there wore moments in which ho felt mortified 
that his Indy should possess those advantages of birth and high 
descent which ho himself did not enjoy, and regretted that his 
importance as the proprictor of Avencl was qualified by his 
possessing it only as the husband of the heiress. He was not so 
unjust as Lo pormit any unworthy feelings to retain permanent 
possession of his mind, but yot thoy veeurved from time to 
time, and did nob oscapo his Jady’s anxious observation, 

‘lad we boon blessed with children, she was wont on such 
aecasions to say to horself—‘had our blood been united in a son 
who might have joined my advantages of descont with my 
hnsband’s personal worth, those painful and irksomo reflec- 
tions had not disturbed our union even for a moment. But 
tho oxistonco of such an heir, in whom our affections, as 
woll as our protensions, might have centred, has been denied 
to us,’ 

With such mutual feelings, it cannot be wondered that it 
gave the lady pain to hear her husband verging towards this 
topio of mutual discontent, On the present, as on other similar 
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occasions, sha ondeayoured to divert tho knight’s thoughts from 
this prinful chanel. 

‘How can you,’ sho said, ‘suflor yoursolf to dwell upon things 
which profié nothing? [fave you indecd na same to uphold 4 
You tho good nnd the brave, the wise in couneil and tho strong 
in battle, huve you not to support the repulation your own 
deeds have won--. yoputetion moro honourable tlint more 
mcestry can supply? Goud mon love and honour you, the 
wicked fear and the turbulent obey you; aid is it nob necos- 
say you should oxert, yourself to enstve the onderanes of that 
Jove, that honour, thut wholesome fem, and that necossury 
obedionce 4? 

As sho thus spoke, the oyo of hor husband eanght from hors 
‘courage and comfort, and it lightoned as ho took her hand and 
replied, ‘[t is most true, my Mery, and £ doservo thy ralauka, 
who forget what T aim, in repining because 1 am not what | 
cannot bo, I am now what tho most famed ancestors af those 
T envy were, tho mean man raised into ominencs hy his own 
oxortions; and sure it is a boast as honourable to hayo thoxo 
capacities which aro novossary to tho foundation of a funily as 
to be descended from one who possossed them some centurios 
before, Tho Hay of Luncarty who bequeathed his bloody yoko 
to his lincage, the “dark groy man” who fhst founded tho 
house of Douglas, had yot less of ancostry to bans than | have. 
For thou knowest, Mary, that my mune dorives itself from a line 
of ancient warriors, although my immediate forofathors pro- 
ferred the humble station in which thou didst first find thom} 
and war and counsel are not less propor to the louse of Glon- 
donwyno,* oven in its most romote descendants, Uhan to the 
proudest of thoir baronnge.’ 

To strodo neroxs the hall ax he spoke; and tho Indy siniled 
intornally to obsorvo how much his mind dwelg upon the pro- 
vogntives of birth, and ondeayoured to oxtiblish his clvims, 
howover remoto, to a share in them, at the very moment whon 
he wfeated to hold thom in contompt. Lt will onsily ho guessud, 
howevor, that sho permitted no symptom lo eseapo her that 
could ghow sho was sonsible of the wealmess of hor hushand. a 
perspicacity which porhaps his proud spirib could nob vory easily 
havo brooked. 

As he returned from tho oxtremity of the hull, to which he 
had stalked whilo in the act of vindicaling the title of the 
house of Glondonwyne in its most remote branches to tho full 

* Seo Nota 1. 
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privileges of aristocracy, ‘Where,’ he said, (is Wolf? Ihave not 
seon him sinco my rotwn, and he was usually tho first to 
wolcomo my home-coming.’ 

‘Wolf, said the lady, with a slight degreo of embarrassment, 
for which, porhaps, she would have found it difficult to assign 
any reason even to horselfi—' Wolf is chained up for the present. 
He hath Leon surly to my page? : 

‘Wolf chained up—and Wolf surly to your pago |’ answored 
Sir Ualbort Glondinning, ‘Wolf never was surly to any one; 
and the chain will cithor brewk his spirit or render him savage. 
So ho, there—set Wolf frco diregtly.’ . 

Ho was obeyed; and tho huge dog rushed into tho hall, 

disturbing by his unwieldy and boisterous gambols the whole 
economy of recls, rocks, and distaffs with which the maidens of 
tho houschold were employed when the arrival of their lord was 
a signal to thom to withdraw, and oxtracting from Lilias, who 
was stummoned to put thom again in order, tho natural obgerva- 
tion, ; That tho leird’s pet was as troublesomo as tho Iady’s 
prego, 
. cet who is this page, Mary?’ said the knight, his atton- 
tion again called to tho subject by the observation of the waiting- 
woman—t who is this page, whom overy one seems to weigh in 
tho blanco with my old friend and favourite, Wolf? When 
did you aspire to tho dignity of keeping a page, or who is the 
hoy #? 

MT trust, my Halbort,’ said the lady, not without a blush, 
‘you will not think your wifo ontitled to less attondance than 
othor ladios of hor quality 7’ 

‘Nay, Damo Mary,’ angwored tho knight, ‘it is enough you 
dosito such an attondant, Yet I havo noyor loved to nurso such 
usoloss monints, A lady’s page—it may well suit tho proud 
Nuglish dames to havo a slondor youth to bear their trains from 
bower to hall, fan them whon thoy slumbor, and touch the luto 
for thom whon they please to listen ; but our Scottish matrons 
woro wont to be abovo such vanities, and our Scottish youth 
ought to he bred to the spoar and the stirrup.’ 

‘Nay, but, my husband,’ said the lady, ‘I did but jost when 
T called this boy my page; he is in sooth a little orphan whom 
we suved from porishing in the lake, and whom I havo sinco 
kept in tho cnstle out of charity. Lilias, bring little Roland 
hither,’ 

Roland entered accordingly, and, flying to the lady's side, 
took hold of the plaits of her gown, and then turned round and 
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geved with an attention, not unminglod with fear, upon tho 
stately form of the knight, ‘Roland,’ svid tho lady, ‘ pto kiss 
tho haud of the noble knight, and ask bin to be thy protector? 
Bub Roland oboyed not, and, keaping his station, continuod to 
gavo fixedly and timidly on Sir Ualbort Glondinning, ‘Go to 
tho knight, boy,’ suid tho lady; ‘whut doxb thou four, child ? 
Go kiss Sir Halbort’s hand’ 

+ 1 will kiss no hand save yours, lady,’ auswored the hoy, 

‘Nay, but do as you are commended, child, replied the huly. 
‘Te is dashod by your prosoncy,’ sho #aid, apologising: la her 

husband; ‘but is ho not a handsomo boy 1? 

‘And so is Wolf, said Siv Talbert, as ho patled his hugo 
fourfootod favourite, n handsome dog; but ho has this double 
advantage over your new favourile, twé he does what ho is 
commanded, and hears not when he is praised.’ 

‘Nay, now you ave displeased with me,’ replied tha lady 5 
‘and yet why should you be so? ‘Mhoro is nothing wrong th 
rolieving tho Cistrossed orphan, or iu loving thet which is in 
itsolf lovoly and deserving of aflection, — Bat you have seon 
Mr. Wardon at Mdinburgh, and ho has sob you against the poor 
boy.’ 

‘My doar Mary,’ answered hoy husband, ‘Mx, Warden bottor 
knows his placo than to presto to intorfero vithor in your 
affairs or in mine. T neithor blame your relieving this boy nar - 
your kindness for him, But J think, considoring his birth and 
prospects, you ought not to treat him with injudivions fondness, 
which can only end in rendoring him unfit for tho himuble 
situation to which Heavon has designed him,’ 

‘Nay, but, my Ifalbort, do but look at the boy,’ sid the 
lady, ‘and soo whether ho has not tho air of boing intonded hy 
Hoaven for somothing nobler than a mere peasant. May ho 
not be designed, as others have heen, to rive out of wv humble 
situation into honour and ominenco 7? 

Thus far had kho proceeded, whon the vonsgiousnoss that sho 
was treading upon dolicate ground at once ogourred to her, wud 
induced hor to take the most natural but the worst of all courses 
on such occasions, whothor in conversation or in an actaal bog, 
namely, that of stopping suddenly short in tho iMustratiol 
which she had commenced. Her brow erimgoned,.and that of 
Sir Halbort Glondinning wea slighély overcast, Bit ib was only 
for an instant; for ho was incapable of mistaking his lady's 
ee or supposing that sho meant intontional disrespect 

‘o him, 
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‘Bo ib as you please, my love,’ he replied ; ‘1 awe you too 
much to contyadics you in aught which may rendor your 
solitary mode of life moro ondurable. Make of this youth what 
you will, and you have my full authority for doing so; but 
remember hoe is your charge, not mine, Romember he hath 
libs to do man’s service, a soul and a tongue to worship God ; 
broed him, thorofore, to ho trne to his country and to Heaven; 
and for the rost, dispose of him ag you list. It is, and shall rest, 
your own inattor.’ 

This conversation dedided the fate of Roland Greme, who 
from thencoforward was little noticed by tho master of the 
mansion of Avonel, but indulged and favoured by its mistress. 

This situation led to many important consequences, and, in 
truth, tonded to bring forth tho character of tho youth in all 
its broad lights and deep shadows, As tho knight himself 
soomed tacitly to disclaim aliko intorest and control over tho 
immediato favourite of his lady, young Roland was, by circum- 
stances, exempted from the strict discipline to which, as the 
rotuiner of a Scottish man of rank, ho would othorwise haye 
boon subjected, according to ll the rigour of the age, But the 
stoward, or niaster of tho houschold—such was the proud title 
assumed by tho head domestic of cach petty baron—deemed it 
not adyisablo to interfore with the favourite of the lady, and 
especially sinco sho had lrought tho estate into the present 
family. Master Jasper Wingate was a man experienced, as ho 
often boasted, in the ways of great familios, and knew how to 
koop the stecrago evon, when wind and tide chanced to be in 
contradiction, 

This prudent personage winked at much, aud avoided givin, 
opportunity for further offence, by requesting little of Rotan 
Grwmo beyond the degrev of attention which he was himself 
disposed La pay; rightly coujecturing that, however lowly the 
placo which the youth might hold in the favour of the Knight 
of Avenel, still to mako an ovil report of him would make an 
onomy gf tho lady, without seow'ing the favour of her husband. 
With thoso prudential considorations, and doubtless not without 
an oyo to his own case and convonisnes, he taught the hoy as 
much, and only as much, as ho choso to learn, readily admitting 
whatever apology it pleased his pupil to allego in excuse for 
idloness or negligence, As the other porsons in the castle to 
whom such tasks wore delegated rondily imitated tho prudential 
conduct of the majordomo, there was little control used towards 
Roland Greme, who, of course, learned no more than what a 
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very active mind, and a total impationco of absolute idleness, 
led him to acquire upon his own account, and by dint of his 
own exertions. The latler wero especially earnest whon tho 
lady herself condescended to be his tutoress or to examine 
his progress. 

Tt followed also, from his quality as my lady’s favourite, that 
Roland was viewed with no peculiar good-will by the followers 
of tho knight, many of whom, of the same age, and apparently 
similar origin, with the fortunate page, woro subjected to severe 
observance of tho anciont and rigorous discipline of a feudal 
retainer, ‘To these, Roland Gramo was, of course, an object of 
envy, tnd, in congequence, of dislike and detraction ; but the 
youth possossed qualities which it was impossible to depreciate. 
Pride and a sense of carly ambition did for him what severity 
and constant instruction did for others. In truth, the youthful 
Roland displayed that ealy flexibility both of body and mind 
which rondors oxerciso, cithor montal or bodily, rather mattor 
of sport than of study; and it seomed as if ho acquired acci- 
dentally, and by starts, thoso accomplishments which carnest 
and constant instrnotion, enforced by frequent roproof and 
occasional chastisemont, had taught to others. Such military 
exorcises, such lessons of the period, as he fonud ib agreeablo 
or conveniont to apply to, ho learned so porteoily as to con- 
found those who were ignorant how often the want of constant 
application is compensated by vivacity of talent and ardent 
enthusiasm, Tho lads, therefore, who woro more regularly 
trained to arms, to horsemanship, and to othor necossary 
exercises of tho poriod, whilo thoy onvied Roland Gramo tho 
indulgenco or nogligonce with which he seomed to bo treated, 
had little reason to boast of their own superior acquirements : 
a few hours, with tho poworful oxortion of a most onorgotic will, 
soomed to do for him moro than tho rogular instruction of 
weeks could accomplish for othors, 

Under theso advantages, if, indeed, thoy wore to be tormed 
such, the charactor of young Roland began to doyolop itsolf. 
It was bold, peromptory, decisive, and overbearing ; onorous 
if neither withstood nor contradicted; vehement and passionate 
if censured or opposed. He seemed to consider himself as 
attached to no one, and responsible 10 no one, oxcopt his 
mistrogs ; and even over her mind ho had gradually acquired 
that species of ascendency which indulgence is go apt 10 occasion. 
And although the immediate followers and dependants of Sir 
Halbert Glendinning saw his ascendency with jealousy, and 
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often took occasion to mortify his vanity, there wanted not 
those who were willing to acquire the favour of the Lady of 
Avenel by humouring and taking part with the youth whom 
she protected ; for although a favourite, as the poet assures us, 
has no friend, he seldom fails to have both followors and 
Antterers. 

The partizans of Roland Greme wore chiefly to bo found 
amongst tho inhabitants of the little hamlet on the shore of 
the lake ‘These villagers, who were sometimes tempted to 
compare thoir own situation with that of the immediate and 
constant followers of the knight, who attended him on his 
frequent journeys to Edinburgh and elsewhere, delighted in 
considering and representing themselves as more properly the 
subjects of the Lady of Avenel than of her husband. It is true, , 
her wisdom and affection on all occasions discountenanced tho 
distinction which was here implicd ; but the villagers persisted 
in thinking if must bo agreeable to her to enjoy their peculiar 
and undivided homage, or at least in acting as if they thought 
so; and ono chiof modo by which they evinced their sentiments 
was by the respect they paid to young Roland Gremo, the 
favourite attendant of the descondant of their ancient lords, 
This was a mode of flattery too pleasing to encounter rebuko 
or consus; and the opportunity which it afforded the youth to 
form, as it were, a party of his own within tho limits of tho 
ancient barony of Avencl, added not a little to the audacit; 
and decisive tono of a character which was by nature bold, 
impetuous, and incontrollablo. 

Of the two mombers of tho houschold who had manifested 
an carly jealousy of Rolaud Graeme, tho projudices of Wolf wore 
easily overcome ; and in procoss of time the noble dog slept 
with Bran, Luath, and the eolobrated hounds of ancient days, 
But Mr, Warden, the chaplain, lived, and rotuined his dislike to 
the youth. That good man, single-minded and benevolent as 
ho really was, entertained rathor moro than a reasonablo idea 
of the respect due to him as a minister, and exacted from tho 
inhabitaitts of the castle more deforonce than tho haughty young 
page, proud of his mistress’s fayour, and potulant from youth 
and situation, was at all times willing to pay. His bold and 
free demeanour, his attachment to rich dress and decoration, 
his inaptitude to receive instruction, and his hardening himself 
against robuke, were civoumstances which induced tho good old 
man, with more haste than charity, to set the forward page down 
as a vessel of wrath, and to presage that the youth nursed that 
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prido and hanghtinoss of spirit which goes before ruin and do- 
struction. On the other hand, Roland evineed at times a marked 
disliko, and even something liko contempt, of the chaplain, 
Most of the attendants and followers of Sir Halbert Glendinning 
entertained the same charitable thoughts as the reverend Mr, 
Warden ; but whilo Roland was favouréd by their lady, and 
endured by their lord, they saw no policy in making their 
epinions public, 

Roland Greome was sufliciontly sensible of tho unpleasant 
sitnation in which he stood ; but in tho haughtiness of his heart 
he retorted upon tho other domestics tho distant, cold, and 
saroastic mannor in which they treated him, assumed an air of 
superiority which compelled the most obstinate to obedience, 

, and had tho satisfaction at least to bo dreaded, if he was heartily 
hated. 

Tho chaplain’s marked dislike had tho effect of recommend- 
ing him to tho attontion of Sir Halbort’s brothor, Hdward, who 
now, under the conventual appellation of Fathor Ambrose, 
continued to be ono of the fow monks who, with the Abbot 
Eustatius, had, notwithstanding the nearly total downfall of 
their faith under tho regency of Murray, been still permitted to 
linger in the cloistors al Kennaquhair. Rospoct to Sir Halbert 
had provented their being altogether driven out of the abbey, 
though their ofder was now in a great measure suppressed, and 
thoy wore intordicted the public oxercise of their ritual, and 
only allowed for thoir support a small pension out of their onco 
splendid vevenuos, Father Ambrose, thus situated, was an 
occasional, though vory ravo, visitant ab the Castlo of Avenel, 
and was at such times observed to pay particular attention to 
Roland Gremoe, who seemed to return it with moro dopth of 
fooling than consisted with his usual habits. 

Thus situated, years glided on, during which the Knight of 
Avonol continued to act w fréquont and important part in the 
convulsions of his distracted country; while young Crome 
anticipated, both in wishes and personal accomplishments, tho 
ago which should onablo him to emerge from the obscurity of his 
presont situation. 


CHAPTER IV 


Amid their cups that freely flow'd, 
Their revelry and mirth, 
A youthful lod tax’d Valentine 
With base and doubtful birth. 
Valentine and Orson. 


Wuen Roland Greemo wasa youth about seventeen years of age, 
he chanced one summer morning to descend to the mew in which 
Sir Halbert Glendinning kept his hawks, in order to superintond 
the training of an eyas, or yong hawk, which ho himself, at 
the imminent risk of neck and limbs, had taken from a celebrated 
eyrie in the neighbourhood, called Gledscraig. As he was by no 
means satisfied with the attention which had been bestowed on 
his favourite bird, he was not slack in testifying his displeasure 
to tho faleoner’s lad, whose duty it was to have attended upon it, 

‘What, ho! sir knavo,’ exclaimed Roland, ‘is it thus you 
feed the eyas with unwashed meat, os if you were gorging tho 
foul brancher of a worthless hoodie-crow? By the mass, and 
thou hast noglected its castings also for these two days! 
Think’st thou I ventured my neck to bring the bird down from 
tho orag that thou shouldst spoil her by 2 neglect?’ And to 
add force to his romonstrancos, ho conferred a cull or two on the 
nogligent attendant of the hawks, who, shouting rather louder 
than was necessary under all tho circumstances, brought tho 
mastor falconer to his assistance. 

Adam Woodcock, the falconer of Avonel, was an Englishman 
by birth, but so long in the service of Glendinning that he had 
lost much of his national attachment in that which ho had 
formed to his master. He was a favourite in his department, 
jealous and conocited of his skill, as mastors of the gamo usually 
ave; for the rest of his character, he was a jester and a parcel 
poet (qualities which by no means abated his natural conccit), 
a jolly fellow, who, though a sound Protestant, loved a flagon 
of ale better than a long sermon, a stout man of his hands when 
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need required, true to his master, and a little presuming on his 
interest with him. 

Adam Woodcook, such as we have described him, by no means 
rolished tho freedom used by young Greme in chastising his 
assistant, ‘Hey, hoy, my lady’s page,’ said he, stopping between 
his own boy and Roland, ‘fair and softly, an it hko your gilt 
jacket—hands off is fair play—ii my boy has done amiss, I can 
beat him myself, and thon you may keep your hands soft.’ 

‘I will beat hin and thee too,’ answered Roland, without 
hesitation, ‘an yo look not botter after your business, Sco how 
tho bind is cast away between you. I found the careless luidane 
feeding*hor with unwashed flesh, and she an oyas,’ * 

‘Go to,’ said the falconer, ‘thou art but an oyas thyself, 
child Roland. What knowest thou of feeding? I say that the 
cyas should havo her meat unwashed wntil she becomes a, 
brancher: ’twere tho ready way to give her the frounce, to 
wash her meat sooner, and so knows overy one who knows a 
gled from a falcon,’ 

‘Tt is thine own laziness, thou falso English blood, that dost 
nothing but drink and sleop,’ retorted the pago, ‘and leavos 
that lithor lad to do the work, which hoe minds as little as 
thou.’ 

‘And am I so idle then,’ said the falconer, ‘that havo three 
cast of hawks to look after, at perch and mew, and to fly them 
in tho field to boot t—and is my lady’s pago so busy a man 
that ho must take mo wp shot ?—and am I of falso English 
blood? I marvel what blood thou art—neither Englander nor 
Scot—fish nor flesh—a bastard from the Dehateable Land, with- 
out cither kith, kin, or aly! Marry, out upon thee, foul kite, 
that would fein bo a tercol gontlo !? 

Tho reply to this sarcasm was a box on tho eax, so woll 
applied that it overthrew the fnleoer into the cistern in which 
water was kept for tho benefit of the hawks. Up started Adam 
Woodcock, his wrath nowise appeased hy tho cold immorsion, 
and soizing on a truncheon which stood by, would hayo soon 
yequited tho injury ho had received, had nob Roland “laid his 
hand on his poniard, and sworn by all that was sacred thet, if 
he offered a stroke towards him, ho would sheath the blade in 
his bowels. Tho noiso was now so great that more than ono 
of the houschold camo in, and amongst others tho major-domo, 
@ grave porsonago, already mentioned, whose gold chain and 
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white wand intimated his authority. At the appearance of 
this dignitary, tho strifo was for tho present appeased. Tle 
embraced, howevor, so favourable an opportunity to read 
Roland Graeme a shrewd Iecturo on the impropricty of his 
deportment to his follow-monials, and to assure him that, 
should he communicate this fray to his master (who, though 
now on ono of his frequent expeditions, was specdily expected 
to return), which but for respect to.his lady he would mast 
cortainly do, the residence of the oulprit in tho Castle of Avenel 
would bo but of briof duration. ‘But, howover,’ added the 
prudent master of tho houschold, ‘T will report tho mattor first 
to my lady,’ ‘ 

‘Vory just—vory right, Master Wingate,’ exclaimed several 
voices together; ‘my lady will consider if daggers aro to bg 
drawn on us for evory idle woud, and whether wo are to live in 
a well-ordored household, where there is the fear of God, or 
amongst drawn dirks and sharp knives,’ ‘ 

The object of this gonoral resontment darted an angry glance 
around him, and suppressing with diffieulty tho desire which 
urged him to reply in furious or in contemptuous language, 
returned his dagger into the scabbard, Tockod disdainfully 
around upon the assembled menials, turned short upon his 
heel, and pushing aside those who stood betwixt him and the 
door, left the apartment. 

‘This will be no treo for my nest,’ said the falconer, ‘if this 
cock-sparrow is to crow over us as he seems to do,’ 

‘He struck mo with his switch yestorday,’ said ono of the 
grooms, ‘because tho tail of his worship’s gelding was not 
trimmed altogether so as suited his humour,’ 

‘And I promise you,’ said tho laundveas, ‘my young master 
will stick nothing to call an honest woman “slut” and “quean” 
if there be but a speck of soot upon his band-collax,’ 

‘If Master Wingato do not his errand to my lady,’ was tho 
genoral result, ‘thore will bo no tarrymg in the same houso 
with Roland Greome.’ 

'The*mastor of the houschold heard them all for some time, 
and then, motioning for universal silenco, he addressed them 
with all tho dignity of Malvolio himself—‘ My masters—not 
forgetting you, my mistresses—do not think the worse of mo 
that I proceed with as much care as haste in this matter, Our 
master ig a gallant knight, and will hava his sway at homo and 
abroad, in wood and field, in hall and bowor, as the saying is. 
Our lady, my benison upon her! is also a noble person of long 
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descont, and rightful hoir of this place and barony, and sho 
also loves her will; as for that matter, show me the woman who 
doth not. Now, she hath favoured, doth.favour, and will favour 
this jackanapes, for what good part about him I know not, 
save that as ono noble lady will love a massan dog, and another 
a sorcaming popinjay, and a third a Barbary ape, so doth it 
please our noble dame to sot her affections upon this stray olf 
of a pago, for nought that I can think of, save that sho was tho 
cause of his boing saved—the more’s the pity—from drowning,’ 
And hero Master Wingato mado a pattse, 

‘I would havo been his caution for a groy groat, against salt 
water or frosh,’ said Roland’s adversary, the falconer ; ‘marry, 
if he evack not a rope for stabbing or for snatching, I will be 
content never to hood hawk again.’ 

‘Peace, Adam Woodcock,’ said Wingate, waving his hand— 
‘I pritheo, peace, man. Now, my lady, liking this springald, 
as aforesaid, differs therein from my lord, who loves never a 
bone in his skin. Now, is it for me to stir up strife betwixt 
them, and put as ’twere my finger betwixt the bark and the 
troo, on account of a pragmatical youngster, whom, nevortholess, 
I would willingly seo whipped forth of the barony? Have 
patience, and this boil will broak without our meddling, T have 
been in sorvico since I woro a beard on my chin, till now that 
that beard is turned grey, and I have seldom known any one 
better thomselves even by taking the lady’s part against tho 
lord’s ; but never one who did not dirk himself if he took tho 
lord’s against tho lady’s.’ 

‘And so,’ said Lilies, ‘wo aro to bo crowed oyor, every 
ono of us, men and womon, cock and hon, hy this little up- 
staré? I will try titles with him first, T promise you. 1 
fancy, Mastor Wingate, for as wise as you look, you will bo 
pleased to toll what you havo seon to-day, if my lady com- 
mands you? i 

*To speak the truth when my lady commands mo,’ answored 
tho prudential major-domo, (is in some measure my duty, 
Mistross Tilias; always providing for and excepting those 
casos in which it cannot bo spoken without breeding mischiof 
and inconvenience to myself or my follow-servants; for the 
tonguo of a tale-bearer breaketh bones as well as a Jeddart 
staff’ 

‘But this imp of Satan is none of your friends or fellow- 
servants,’ said Lilias ; ‘and I trust you mean not to stand up 
for him against the whole family besides?’ 
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“Credit me, Mrs. Lilias,’ replied the senior, ‘should I see the 
time fitting, I would with right good-will give him a lick with 
tho rough side of my tongue.’ 

‘Enough said, Master Wingate,’ answered Lilias; ‘then trust 
me, his song shall soon be laid. If my mistress docs not ask me 
what is the matter below stairs bofore she be ten minutes of 
time older, sho is no born woman, and my name is not Lilias 
Bradbourne.’ . 

In pursuance of her plan, Mistress Lilias failed not to present 
herself before her mistress with all the exterior of one who is 
possessed of an important seoret-—that is, she had the corners 
of her mouth turned down, her eyes raised up, her lips pressed 
as fast togother as if thoy had been sewed wp, to prevent her 
blabbing, and an air of prim mystical importance diffused over 
her whole person and demeanour, which scomed to intimate, 
‘I know something which I am resolved not to tell you!’ 

Lilias had rightly read her mistress’s temper, who, wise and 
good as she was, was yet a daughter of grandame Live, and 
could not witness this mysterious bearing on the part of her 
waiting-woman without longing to ascertain the secret causc. 
For « space, Mrs, Lilias was obdurate to all inquiries, sighed, 
turned her eyes up higher yot to Heaven, hoped for the best, 
but had nothing particular to communicate, All this, as was 
most natural and propor, only stimulated the lady’s curiosity ; 
ueither was her importunity to be parried with—‘Thank God, 
Tam no makebate—no tale-bearer—thank God, I never envied 
any one’s favour, or was anxious to propale their misdemeanour 
—only, thank God, there has been no bloodshed and murder in 
tho house—-that is all,’ 

‘Bloodshed and murder!’ oxclaimed tho lady, ‘what does 
the quean mean? If you speak not plain out, you shall have 
something you will searce be thankful for,’ 

‘Nay, my lady,’ answored Lilies, cager to disburdon her 
mind, or, in Chaucer's phrase, to ‘unbuekle her mail,’ ‘if you 
bid mo speak out the truth, you must not bo moved with 
what might displeaso you: Roland Greomo has dirked Adam 
Woodcock—that is all,’ 

‘Good Heayon |’ said the lady, turning pale as ashes, ‘is 
the man slain?’ 

‘No, madam,’ replied Lilias, ‘but slain he would have been 
if there had not been ready help; but maybe it is your Iady- 
ship’s pleasure that this young esquire shall poniard the 
servants, as well as switch and baton them?’ 
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‘Go to, minion,’ said the lady, ‘you aro saucy; Loll tho 
master of the houschold to attend me instantly.’ 

Lilias hastened to seek out Mr. Wingate, and hurry him to 
his lady’s presence, speaking as ® word in season to him on the 
way, ‘I havo set the stone a-trowling, look that you do not let 
it stand still? 

Tho steward, too prudentiul a person to commit himself 
othorwise, answered by a sly look and a nod of intelligence, 
and presently after stood in the presence of the Lady of 
Avonol, with a look of great respect for his lady, partly real, 
partly affected, and an air of great sagacity, which inferred no 
ordinary conceit of himself. 

‘Tlow is this, Wingate,’ said tho lady, ‘and what rule do 
you keep in tho castle, that the domestics of Sir Halbert Glen- 
dinning draw the dagger on each other as ina cnvern of thieves 
end murderers? Is tho wounded man much hurt? and what 
what hath become of the unhappy boy?’ 

‘There is no one wounded as yet, madam,’ replied ho of the 
golden chain; ‘it passes my poor sill to say how many may 
be wounded before Pasche, if some rule be not taken with this 
youth ; not but the youth is a fair youth,’ he added, correcting 
himself, ‘and ablo at his exerciso; but somewhat too ready 
with the ends of his fingers, the butt of his riding-switch, and 
the point of his dagger.’ 

‘And whoso fault is that,’ said tho lady, “but yours, who 
should have taught him better discipline than to brawl or to 
draw his daggor 7? 

‘If it pleaso your ladyship so to impose the blame on me,’ 
answered the steward, ‘it is my part, doubtless, to benr it; only 
T submit to your consideration that, unless T nailed his weapon 
to tho seabbard, T could no more keep it still than [ could fix 
quioksilyor, which defied oven the skill of Raymond Lullius.’ 

‘Tell me not of Raymond Laullius, said tho lady, losing 
patience, ‘but send mo the chaplain hither. You grow all of 
you too wiso for mo during your lord’s long and ropeatod 
absences, I would to God his affairs would pormit him to 
remain at home and rulo his own household, for it passes my 
wit and skill!” 

‘God forbid, my lady!’ said the old domestic, ‘that you 
should sincerely think what you are now pleased to say; your 
old servants might well hope that, aftor so many years’ duty, 
you would do their service more justice than to distrust thoir 
grey hairs, because they cannot rule the peevish humour of a 
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green head, which the owner curries, it may be, a biace of 
inches higher than becomes him.’ 

‘Leave me,’ said the lady; ‘Sir Halbert’s return must now 
be oxpected daily, and he will look into theso matters himself— 
leave me, I say, Wingate, without saying moro of it, I know 
you are honest, and I beliovo the boy is potulant; and yet 1 
think it is my favour which hath set all of you against him,’ 

The steward bowed and rotired, after haying been silenced 
in a second attempt to cxplain the motives on which he acted. 

The chaplain arrived; but neither from him did tho lady 
receive much comfort. On the contrary, she found him dis- 
posed, in plain terms, to lay to the door of her indulgence all 
the disturbances which the fiery temper of Roland Greeme had 
already occasioned, or might hereafter occasion, in the family. 
‘T would,’ ho said, ‘honoured lady, that you had deigned to be 
ruled by me in tho outset of this matter, sith it is easy to stem 
evil in the fountain, but hard to struggle against it in the 
stream, You, honoured madam—a word which I do not use 
according to the vain forms of this world, but because I havo 
over loved and honoured you as an honourable and an elect 
lady-—-you, I say, madam, have been pleased, contrary to my 
poor but carnest counsel, to raise this boy from his station into 
one approaching to your own,’ 

6y st mean you, reverend sir?’ said tho lady. ‘I have 
made this youth a page ; is there aught in my doing so that docs 
not become my character and quality ?’ 

‘I dispute not, madam,’ said tho pertinacious preacher, 
‘your benevolent purpose in taking charge of this youth, or 
your title io give him this idlo character of page, if such was 
your ploasure; though what tho education of a boy in tho 
train of a fomalo can tend to, savo to ingraft foppory and 
effeminacy on conceit and arrogance, it passos my knowledgo 
to discover. But I blame you more dircetly for having taken 
little cave to guard him against the porily of his condition, ox 
to tame and humble a spirit naturally haughty, overbearing, 
and impatient. You haye brought into your bower a lion’s 
cub; delighted with the beauty of his fur, and the graco of 
his gambols, you havo bound him with no fotters befitting the 
fierceness of his disposition, You have let him grow up as 
unawed as if he had been still a tonant of tho forest, and now 
you are surprised, and call out for assistance, when he begins to 
yamp, vend, and tear, according to his proper nature.’ 

‘Mr, Warden,’ said the lady, considerably offended, ‘you 
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aro my husband’s ancient friond, and I believe your love sincera 
to him and to his houschold. Yet let me say, that when J 
asked you for counsel, I expected not this asperity of rebuke, 
If I have done wrong in loving this poor orphan lad more than 
others of his class, I scarce think the error merited such severe 
censure; and if stricter disciplino wero required to keep his 
fiery temper in order, it ought, I think, to be considered that 
Tam a woman, and that, if I have erred in this matter, it, be- 
comes & friond’s part rather to aid than to rebuke mo, I would 
these evils were taken order with befdre my lord’s return, He 
loves not domestic discord or domestic brawls; and I would 
not willingly that he thought such could ariso from one whom 
T have favoured. What do you counsel mo to do?’ 

‘Dismiss this youth from your service, madam,’ replied the 
preacher, 

‘You cannot bid me do so,’ said the lady—you cannot, as 
a Christian and a man of humanity, bid mo tum away an 
unprotected creature against whom my fayvour—my injudicious 
favour, if you will—has reared up so many encmies.’ 

‘Tt is not necessary you should altogether abandon him, 
though you dismiss him to anothor service, or to a calling bettor 
suiting his station and character,’ said the preacher ; ‘elsewhere 
he may be an useful and profitable momber of tho common- 
weal; hero he is but a makebate and a stumbling-block of 
offence. The youth has snatchos of sonse and of intolligence, 
though ho lacks industry, I will myself give him letters com- 
mendatory to Olearius Schinderhausen, 2 learned professor at 
the famous university of Loyden, where they lack an undor- 
janitor ; whore, besides gratis instruction, if God give him tho 
grace to seck it, he will enjoy five marks by the year, and the 
professor's cast-off suit, which he disparts with biennially.’ 

‘This will nover do, good Mz, Wardon,’ snid tho lady, searco 
able to suppress a smile; ‘wo will think more at large wpon 
this matter. In tho meanwhile, J trust to your romonstrancos 
with this wild boy and with the family for restraining these 
violont and unscomly jealousies and bursty of passion; and I 
ontreat you to press on him and thom their duty in this respoot 
towards God and towards their master,’ 

‘You shall bo obeyed, madam,’ said Warden, ‘On tho next 
Thursday I exhort the family, and will, with God’s blessing, so 
wrestle with the demon of wrath und violence which hath 
entored into my little flock that T trust to hound the wolf out 
of the fold, as if he were chased away with ban-dogs.’ 


TIT ABBOT 41 


This was tho part of the conference from which Mr, Warden 
derived the greatest pleasure, The pulpit was at that time the 
same powerful ongine for affecting popular feeling which the 
press has since become, and he had been no unsuccessful 
preacher, as we have already seen. It followed as a natural 
consequence that he rather ovor-estimated the powers of his 
own oratory, and, like some of his brethren about the period, 
was glad of an opportunity to handle any mattors of importanco, 
whother public or private, the discussion of which could bo 
dragged into his discourse. In that rude age the delicacy 
was unknown which prescribed timo and place to personal 
exhortations; and as the court preacher often addressed tho 
king individually, and dictated to him the conduct he ought 
to observe in matters of state, so the nobleman himself, or 
any of his retainers, were, in the chapel of the foudal castle, 
often incensed or appalled, as the case might be, by the dis- 
cussion of their private faults in the ovening exercise, and by 
spiritual censures directed against thom specifically, personally, 
and by name, 

Tho sermon by means of which Honry Warden proposed to 
restore concord and good order to the Castle of Avenel bore 
for text the well-known words, ‘He who strikoth with tho sword 
shall perish by tho sword,’ and was a singular mixture of good 
sense and powerful oratory with pedantry and bad taste. [Ho 
enlarged a good deal on the word ‘striketh,’ which he assured 
his hearers comprehended blows given with the point as well as 
with the edgo, and more genorally shooting with hand-gun, 
cross-bow or long-bow, thrusting with a lanco, or doing any- 
thing whatever by which death might be oceasioned to the 
adversary, In the game mannor, he proved satisfactorily 
that tho word ‘sword’ comprehended all descriptions, whothor 
backsword or baskot-hilt, cut-end-thrust or rapier, falchion or 
scimitar, ‘ But if, he continued, with still greater animation, 
‘the text includeth in its anathome thoso who strike with any 
of those weapons which man hath devised for the exercise of 
his open hostility, still more doth it comprehend such as from 
their form and sizo are dovised rather for the gratification of 
privy malice by treachery than for the destruction of an enemy 
prepared and standing upon his defence. Such,’ ho proceeded, 
looking sternly at the place where the page was seated on a 
cushion at the fect of his mistress, and wearing in his crimson 
belt a gay dagger with a gilded hilt—‘such, more eapcoially, 
T hold to be those imploments of death which, in our modora 
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and fantastic times, are worn not only by thieves and cut- 
throats, to whom thoy most proporly belong, but even by those 
who attond upon women, end wait in the chambors of honowsbla 
ladies, Yes, my friends, every species of this unhappy weapon, 
framed for all evil and for no good, is comprehended undor this 
deadly denunciation: whether it bo a stilet, which we have 
borrowed from the treacherous Italian, or a dirk, which is 
bérne by the savage Highlandmen, or a whinger, which is 
carried by our own Border thicves and cut-throats, or 6 dudgeon- 
daggor, all are alike engines invented by the dovil himself, for 
yeady implements of doadly wrath, sudden to execute, and 
difficult to be parried. Even the common sword-and-buckler 
brawler despises the use of such a treacherous and malignant 
‘instrument, which is therefore fit to be used, not by men or 
soldiors, but by thoso who, trained under fomale discipline, 
become themsclvos effominate hermaphrodites, having femele 
spite and female cowardice added to tho infirmities and evil 
passions of their masculine nature,’ 

The effect which this oration produced upon the assembled 
congregation of Avonel cannot very casily be described. ‘Tho 
lady scomed at once ombarrassed and offended; tho monialsy 
could hardly contain, under an affectation of deop attention, the 
joy with which they heard the chaplain launch his thunders at 
the hoad of the unpopular favourite, and the weapon which 
they considered as a badge of affectation and finery. Mars, 
Lilias crested and drew up hor head with all tho deep-folt pride 
of gratified resentment; while tho steward, observing a strict 
neutrality of aspeot, fixed his eyes upon an old soutcheon on tho 
opposite sido of the wall, which ho scomed to oxamine with tho 
utmost accuracy, more willing, perhaps, to inour the censure of 
being inattentive to the sermon than that of seeming to listen 
with marked approbation to what appeared so distasteful to his 
mistress, 

The unfortimate subject of tho harangue, whom nature had 
endowed with passions which had hitherto found no cfeetual 
restraint, could not disguise tho resentment which ho folt at 
being thus directly hold up to the scorn, as well as the consure, 
of tho assembled inhabitants of the little world in which ho 
lived. His brow grew red—his lip grow pale—ho set his teoth 
~—he clenched his hand, and then with mechanical readiness 
grasped the weapon of which the clorgyman had given so 
hideous a charactor ; and at length, as the preacher heightoned 
the colouring of his invective, he felt his rage become so wm- 
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governable that, fearful of being hurvicd into some deed of 
desporate violence, he rose up, traversed the chapol with hasty 
steps, and left the congregation. 

The preacher was surprised into a sudden pause, while the 
fiery youth shot across him like a flash of lightning, regarding 
him as he passed, as if he had wished to,dart from his oyes tho 
samo power of blighting and of consuming. But no sooner had 
he crossed the chapel, and shut with violonco behind him tlio 
door of the vaulted entrance by which it communicated with 
the castle, than the impropriety of his conduct supplicd 
Warden with ono of those happier subjects for eloquence, of 
which he know how to take adyantage for making a suitable 
impression on bis hearers. Ie paused for an instant, and then 
pronounced, in a slow and solemn voice, the deep anathema: 
‘He hath gone out from us because he was not of us; the sick 
man hath becn offended at the wholesome bitter of the 
medicinc—the wounded patient hath flinched from the friendly 
knife of the surgeon—tho shoop hath fled from tho sheepfold 
and delivered himself to the wolf, because he could not assume 
tho quiet and humble conduct domanded of us by the great 
Shepherd, Ah! my brethren, beware of wrath—beware of 
pride—boware of tho deadly and destroying sin which so often 
shows itself to our frail oyes in tho garments of light! What 
is ow earthly honour? Pride, and pride only. What ow 
earthly gifts and graces? Prido and vanity, Voyagers speak 
of Indian men who deck themselves with shells, and anoint 
themselves with pigments, and boast of their attixe as we do of 
ow: miserable carnal advantages, Prido could draw down the 
morning-star from Heayon oven to the verge of the pit. Pride 
and solf-opinion kindled the flaming sword which waves us 
off from Paradise. Prido mado Adam mortal, and a weary 
wandoror on the faco of the carth which ho had elso been at 
this day the immortal lord of. Pride brought amongst us sin, 
and doubles overy sin it has brought. It is the outpost which 
the devil and the flesh most stubbornly maintain against the 
assaults of grace; and until it bo subdued, and its barriors 
lovalled with the vory carth, thore is more hope of a fool than 
of the sinnor, Rend, thon, from your bosoms this accursed 
shoot of the fatal apple: tear it up by the roots, though it be 
twisted with tho chords of your life. Profit by the example of 
the miserable sinner that has passed from us, and embrace the 
means of grace while it is called to-day—ere your conscionce is 
seared ag with oa firebrand, and your cars deafened like thoso of 
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tho addor, and your heart hardened like the nether millstone. 
Up, thon, and be doing: wrestle and overcome ; resist, and the 
cnomy shall flee from you. Watch and pray, lost yo fall into 
temptation, and let the stumbling of others be your warning 
and your example. Above all, rely not on yourselves, for such 
self-confidence is even the worst symptom of tho disorder itself, 
The Pharisce perhaps deomed himsolf humble while he stooped 
it the Tomple, and thanked God that ho was not as other mon, 
and eyen as the publican. But while his knees touched tho 
marble pavemont, his head was as high as tho topmost pinnacle 
of the Temple. Do not therefore decoive yourselves, and offor 
false coin, where the purest you can prosont is but as dross: 
think not that such will pass the assay of Omnipotent Wisdom. 
‘Yot shrink not from the task because, as is my boundon duty, 
T do not disguise from you its difficultics. Solf-searching can 
do much—meditation can do much—grace can do all,’ 

And ho concluded with a touching and animating oxhortation 
to his hearers to seok Divino grace, which is perfected in human 
wealtness, 

The audience did not listen to this address without being 
considorably affected; though it might bo doubted whether 
the feelings of triumph eacited by the disgraceful retreat of 
tho favourite page did not greatly qualify in the minds of 
many the exhortations of tho preacher to charity and to 
humility. And, in fact, the expression of their countonances 
much resembled the satisfied, trinmphant air of a sot of children, 
who, having just soon a companion punished for a fault in 
which they had no share, con thoir task with double glee, both 
because thoy themselves aro out of the sorape and because the 
oulprit is in it. 

With very difforent feolings did the Lady of Avenel scok hor 
own apartment. Sho folt angry ab Warden having mado a 
domestic matter, in which she took a personal intorost, tho 
subject of such public disoussion. But this she know tho good 
man claimed ay a branch of his Christian liberty as a preuchor, 
and also that it was vindicated by the universal custom of his 
brethron, But tho self-willed conduct of her protégé afforded 
her yet deeper concern, That he had broken through, in so 
remarkable a degree, not only the respect due to hor presenco, 
but that which was paid to religious admonition in those days 
with such pesuliar reverence, argued a spirit as untameable as 
his enemies had represented him to possess, And yet, so far as 
he had been under hor own eye, she had scon no more of that 
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fiery spirit than appeared to her to become his years and his 
yivacity. This opinion might be founded in some degree on 
partiality ; in some degree, too, it might be owing to the kind- 
ness and indulgence which she had always oxtended to him; 
but still sho thought it impossible that sho could be totally 
mistaken in the estimate she had formed of his character, 
The extreme of violonce is scarce consistent with » course of 
continued hypocrisy (although Lilias charitably hinted that in 
some instances they were happily united), and thercforo sho 
could not exactly trust the report of others against her own 
experience and observation, The thoughts of this orphan boy 
elung to her heartstrings with a fondness for which she herself 
was unable to account, He had seemed to have been sent to 
her by Heaven to fill up those intervals of languor and vacuity: 
which deprived her of much enjoyment. Perhaps ho was not 
less dear to her because sho well saw that ho was a favourite 
with no one else, and because she felt that to give him up was 
to afford the judgmont of her husband and others a triumph 
over her own—a circumstance not quite indifferent to tho best 
of spouses of cither sox. 

n short, the Lady of Avonel formed the internal resolution 
that she would not desort her pago while her page could bo 
rationally protected ; and, with the view of ascertaining how 
far this might be dono, sho caused him to be summoned to her 
presence. 


CHAPTER V 


- In the wild storm, 
‘The seaman hows his mast down, and the morchant 
Heaves to the billows waios he once deem’d precious ; 
So prince and peer, ’mid popular contentions, 
Cast off their favourites. 
Old Play, 


Tw was some time ero Roland Gramo appeared. Tho messengor 
(his old friend Lilias) had at first attempted to opon tho door of 
his little apartmont, with the charitable purpose, doubtless, of 
onjoying the confusion, and marking the domcanour, of the 
culprit. But an oblong bit of iron, yclopt a bolt, was passed 
across the door on tho inside, and provented her bonign in- 
tentions. Lilias knocked, and called at intorvals, ‘Roland— 
Roland Greme—JAfaster Roland Graeme (an emphasis on the 
word ‘Master’), will you bo pleased to undo the door? What 
ails you ?—are you at your prayors in private, to comploto tho 
devotion which you left unfinished in public? Surely wo must 
have a screened seat for you in the chapol, that your gontility 
may bo free from the eyes of common folks |? Still no whisper 
was heard in voply, ‘Woll, Master Roland,’ said tho waiting- 
maid, ‘I must toll my mistress that, if sho would havo an 
answer, she must eithor como herself or send thoso on errand 
to you who can beat the door down,’ 

‘What says your lady ?’ inquired tho page from within, 

‘Marry, open the door and you shall hear,’ answgred tho 
waiting-maid. ‘I trow it becomes my lady’s mossago to bo 
listonod to faco to faco; and I will not, for your idle pleasure, 
whistle it through a key-hole.’ 

‘Your mistress’s namo,’ said the page, opening tho door, 
‘is vn fair a covor for your importinence. What says my 
lady?” 

‘That you will be pleased to come to her dircstly, in the 
withdrawing-room,’ answered Lilias, ‘I presume sho has some 
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directions for you concerning the forms to be observed in 
leaving chapel in future.’ 

‘Say to my lady that I will directly wait on hor,’ said the 
page; and, returning into his own apartment, ho onco moro 
locked the door in the face of the waiting-maid. 

‘Rare courtesy!’ muttered Lilias; and, returning to her 
mistress, acquainted hor that Roland Grame would wait on 
her when it suited his convenience. ; 

‘What! is that his phrase or your own addition, Lilias?’ 
said tho lady, coolly. id 

‘Nay, madam,’ replied the attendant, not directly answering 
the question, ‘he looked as if he could have said mucli more 
impertinent things than that, if I had been willing to hear 
thom. But hore he comes to answer for himself,’ ; 

Roland Greme entered tho apartment with a loftier mien 
and somewhat a higher colour than his wont; there was 
embarrassment in his mannor, but it was neither that of fear 
nor of penitence. . 

‘Young man,’ said tho lady, ‘what trow you am I to think 
of your conduct thia day ?’ 

‘Tf it has offended you, madam, I am deeply grieved,’ said 
the youth. 

‘Vo have offended mo alone,’ said tho lady, ‘wore but little. 
You have been guilty of conduct which will highly offend your 
master—of violence to your fellow-servants, and of disrespect 
to God Himself, in the person of His ambassador.’ 

‘Permit mo again to reply,’ said tho page, ‘that, if I havo 
offended my only mistress, friend, and benefactress, it includes 
tho sum of my guilt, and doserves the sum of my ponitenco, 
Sir Halbort Glendinning calls mo not servant, nor do I call 
him mastor: ho is not ontitled to blame me for chastising an 
ingolent groom; nor do £ foar tho wrath of Tleaven for trent 
ing with scorn tho unauthorised intorferenco of a meddling 
preacher.’ 

The Lady of Avenel had before this seon symptoms in hor 
fevourité of boyish petulanco and of impationce of censure or 
reproof, But his presont demeanour was of & graver and moro 
determined charactor, and sho was for a moment at a loss how 
she should treat the youth, who seemed to have at onco 
assumed the character not only of a man, but of a bold and 
determined one, Sho paused an instant, and then assuming 
the dignity which was natural to her, she said, ‘Is it to me, 
Roland, that you hold this language? Is it for the purpose of 


48 WAVERLEY NOVELS 


making mo repent the favour I have shown you that you 
declare yourself independent both of an earthly and a Heavenly 
master? Ilavo you forgotten what you were, and to what the 
loss of my protection would speedily again reduce you?’ 

‘Lady,’ said the page, ‘I have forgot nothing: I remember 
but too much. I know that, but for you, I should havo 
porished in yon blue waves,’ pointing, as he spoke, to the lake, 
which was seon through the window, agitated by the western 
wind, ‘Your goodness has gone farther, madam: you havo 
protested me against the malice of others, and against my own 
folly. .You aro free, if you aro willing, to abandon tho orphan 
you have reared. You have left nothing undone by him, and 
he complains of nothing, And yet, lady, do not think T have 
beon ungratoful : I have endured something on my part, whirl’? 
T would have borne for the sake of no one but my bene- 
factress,’ 

‘For my sake!’ said the lady; ‘and what is it that T can 
have subjected you to enduro, which can bo remombored with 
other feclings than thoso of thanks and gratitude?’ 

“You are too just, madam, to require mo to be thankful for 
the cold nogleet with which your husband has uniformly 
treated mo—neglect not unmingled with fixed aversion, You 
are too just, madam, to require mo to be grateful for the con- 
stant and unceasing marks of scorn and malevolence with 
which I have boon treated by others, or for such a homily as 
that with which yowr reverend chaplain has, ab my oxponse, 
this very day vogaled the assembled household, 

‘TIeard mortal cars the like of this!’ said the waiting-maid, 
with her hands expanded, and hor oyes twned up to THoavon ; 
tho spenks as if ho wore son of an carl, or of a belted knight 
the loast ponny !’ : 

Tho page glanced on her a look of suprome contempt, but 
vouchsafed no other answor, ITis mistross, who bogan to feol 
horsolf seriously offended, and yet sorry for tho youth's folly, 
took up the same tone. - 

‘Indeed, Roland, you forgot yourself so strangely,’ swid sho, 
‘that you will tempt mo to take sorious measures o lower you 
in your own opinion by reducing you to your proper station in 
socioty.’ 

‘And that,’ added Lilias, ‘would be best dono by twning 
him out tho same beggar’s brat that your Indyship took 
him in, 

‘Lilias speaks loo rudely,’ continued the lady, ‘but sho has 
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spoken the truth, young man ; nor do I think I ought to spare 
that pride which hath so completely turned your head. You 
have been tricked up with fino garments, and treated like the 
son of a gentleman, until you havo forgot the fountain of your 
churlish blood.’ 

‘Craving your pardon, most honourable madam, Lilias hath 
not spoken truth, nor does your ladyship know aught of my 
descent which should entitle you to treat it with such decided, 
scorn, Tam no beggar’s brat: my grandmother begged from 
no one, here nor elsewhere ; she would have perished sooner 
on the baro moor, We were harried out and driven from our 
home—a chance which has happed elsewhere, and to dthers. 
Avenel Castle, with its lake and its towers, was not at all 
times able to protect its inhabitants from want and desolation.’ 

‘Hear but his assurance!’ said Lilias; ‘ho upbraids my * 
Indy with the distrosses of her family !? 

‘It had indeed been a thome more gratefully spared,’ said 
the lady, affected nevertheless with tho allusion. 

‘It was necessary, madam, for my vindication,’ said the 
page, ‘or [ had not evon hinted at a word that might give you 
pain. But beliove, honoured lady, I am of no churl’s blood. 
My propor descent I know not; but my only relation has said, 
and my heart has echoed it back and attested tho truth, that I 
am ee of gontle blood, and desorve gentle usage.’ 

‘And upon an assuranco so vague as this,’ said the lady, 
‘do you propose to expect all the rogard, all the privileges, 
befitting high rank and distinguished birth, and become a 
contender for concessions which are only due to tho noble? 
Go to, six, know yourself, or tho master of the hougchold shall 
make you know you aro liable to tho scourgo as a malapert 
boy. You have tasted too little the discipline fit for your age 
and station.’ 

‘Tho master of tho houschold shall taste of my dagger ore 
Ttasto of his discipline,’ said tho page, giving way to his re- 
strained passion. ‘Lady, I have been too long the vassal of a 
pantouile,and the slavo of a silver whistle. You must hence: 
forth find some other to answer your call; and lot him bo of 
birth and spirit mean enough to brook the scom of yow menials 
and to call a church vassal his master,’ 

‘T have deserved this insult,”said the lady, colouring deoply, 
‘for so long enduring and fostering your petulance. Begone, 
sit, Leave this castle to-night. I will sond you the means of 
subsistence till you find some honest modo of support, though 
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T fear your imaginary grandeur will be above all others savo 
those of rapino and violenco, Bogone, sir, and sec my faco no 
more.’ 

The pago throw himself at her fect in an agony of sorrow. 
‘My dear and honoured mistress ho said, but was unable 
to bring out another syllable. 

‘Arise, sir,’ said the lady, ‘and let go my mantle: hypocrisy 
is a poor cloak for ingratitude,’ 

‘IT am incapable of cither, madam,’ said the page, springing 
up with tho hasty start of passion which belonged to his rapid 
and impotuous tompor. ‘Think not I meant to implore por- 
missién to resido here; it has beon long my dotermination to 
leave Avonel, and I will never forgivo mysolf for having por- 
_ mitted you to say tho word “begono” ero I said, “T loavo you.” 

Tdid but kneel to ask your forgiveness for an ill-considored 
word used in tho height of displeasure, but which ill becamo 
my mouth as addressed to you. Other grace I asked not; you 
have done much for me, but I ropeat, that you better know 
what you yourself have done than what I have suffered,’ 

‘Roland,’ said the lady, somewhat appeased, and relonting 
towards hor favourite, ‘you had mo to appenl to when you 
wore aggricved. You were neither called upon to suffer wrong 
nor entitled to resent it when you wero under my protection.’ 

‘And what,’ said the youth, ‘if [ sustained wrong from those 
you loved and favoured, was T to disturb your peaco with idlo 
talo-bearings and ctornal complaints? No,,madam; I have 
borne my own burden in silence, and without disturbing you 
with murmurs; and tho respect which you accuse mo of want- 
ing furnishes the only reason why I have neither appealed to 
you nor taken vongeanco at my own hand in a mannor far 
more offectual. It is woll, howovor, that wo part. I was not 
born to bo a stipondiary, favoured by his mistress until ruined 
ay the calumnies of others. May Ioavon multiply its choicest 
blessings on your honoured head; and, for your sake, upon all 
that aro dear to you!’ 

To was aboué to leave the aparimont, whon the lhdy called 
upon him to retwn, Ho stood still, while she thus addvossed 
him: ‘It was not my intention, nor would ib bo just, even in 
the height of my displeasuro, to dismiss you without tho means 
of support: take this pursa of gold.’ i 

‘Yorgive me, lady,’ said tho boy, ‘and let me go honco with 
the consciousness that J have not been degraded to tho point 
of accopting alms, If my poor sorvices can be placed against 
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the expense of my apparel and my maintenance, T only remain 
debtor to you for my lifo, and that alono is a debt which I can 
never repay ; put up then that purse, and only say instead that 
you do not part from me in anger,’ 

‘No, not in anger,’ said tho lady, ‘in sorrow rather for your 
wilfulness; but take the gold—you cannot but necd it,’ 

‘May God overmore bloss you for the kind tone and the 
kind word! but the gold IT cannot take, T am able of body, 
and do not Jack friends so wholly as you may think; for the 
time may como that T tay yot show mysolf moro thankful 
than by mero words.’ Ho throw himself on his knees, kissed 
the hand which sho did not withdraw, and thon hastily Joft the 
apartment, 

Lilias for 4 moment or two kept her eyo fixed on her mistress, . 
who looked so unusually pale that she seemed about to faint ; 
but the lady instantly recovered horself, and declining the 
assistance which her attondant offered hor, walked to her own 
apartment. 


CHAPTER VI 


Thow hast each seciot of the houschold, Francis. 
I dare be sworn thou hast beon in the buttery 
Steoping thy curious humour in fat ale, 

And in the butlor’s tattle—ay, or chatting 
With the glib waiting-woman o’er her comfits— 
Those bear the key to each domestic mystory. 

Old Play. 


Uron tho morrow succeeding the scene wo have doseribed, tho 
disgraced favourite loft the castle; and at breakfast-time the 
cautious old steward and Mys. Lilias sat in tho apartment of 
the latter personage, holding grave converse on tho important 
event of the day, sweetened by a small treat of comfits, to which 
tho providence of Mr. Wingate had added a little flask of racy 
canary, 

i He is gono at last,’ said tho abigail, sipping her glass; ‘and 
here is to his good journcy.’ 

‘Amon,’ answered the steward, gravely; ‘I wish tho poor 
deserted lad no il.’ 

‘And ho is gono liko a wild duok, as ho camo,’ continued Mrs, 
Lilias; ‘no lowering of drawbridgos or pacing along causeways 
for him, My mastor has pushed off in tho boat which thoy call 
tho “Little Herod” (more shame to thom for giving the namo 
of a Christian to wood and iron), and has rowed himsolf by 
himself to the furthor sido of tho loch, and off and away with 
himself, and loft all his finery strowed about his room. J wondor 
who is to clean his trumpery out after him—though the things 
are worth lifting too.’ 

‘Doubtless, Mrs, Lilias,’ answored tho mastor of the house- 
hold; ‘in the which case I am freo to think thoy will not long 
cumber the floor.’ 

‘And now tell mo, Mr. Wingate,’ continued the damsol, ‘do 
nob the very cockles of your heart rojoico at tho houso boing 
rid of this upstart whelp, that flung us all into shadow 1’ 
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‘Why, Mrs, Lilias,’ replied Wingate, ‘as to rejoicing—those 
who have lived as long in great families as has beon my lot 
will be in no hurry to rejoice at anything, And for Roland 
Greme, though he may be 2 good riddance in the main, yet 
what says the very sooth proverb, “Seldom comes a better,”? 

‘Seldom comes a better, indeed!’ echoed Mrs, Lilias. ‘T 
say, never can come a worse, or one half so bad. He might 
haye been the ruin of our poor dear mistress (here she use 
her kerchief), body and soul, and estate too; for she spent 
more coin on his apparel than on any four servants about the 
house,’ ‘ 

‘Mrs, Lilias, said the sage steward, ‘I do opine that our 
mistress requireth not this pity at our hands, being in all 
yespects competent to take care of her own body, soul, and ' 
estate into the bargain.’ 

‘You would not mayhap have said so,’ answered the waiting- 
woman, ‘had you scen how like Lot's wifo she looked when 
young master took his leave. My mistress is a good lady, and 
a virtuous, and a well-doing lady, and a well-spoken of—but I 
would, not Sir Halbert had seen her last evening for two and a 

lack. 
ane Oh, foy! foy! foy!’ reiterated the steward ; ‘servants should 
hear and see, and say nothing. Besides that, my lady is utterly 
devoted to Sir albert, as woll she may, being, as he is, the 
most renowned knight in theso parts,’ 

‘Well—woll,’ said the abigail, ‘I mean no more harm ; but 
they that seek least renown abroad are most apt to find quict 
at home, that’s all; and my lady’s lonesomo situation is to be 
considered, that mado hor fain to take up with the first beggar’s 
brat that a dog brought her out of the loch.’ 

‘And, therefore,’ said the steward, ‘T say, rojoice not too 
much or too hastily, Mrs, Lilias; for if your lady wished a 
favourite to pass away the time, depend upon it, tho time will 
not pass lighter now that he is gone. So she will havo arrothor 
favourité to choose for horself, and be assured, if she wishes 
such a toy, she will not lack one.’ 

‘And where should she choose one, but among her own tried 
and faithful servants,’ said Mrs. Lilias, ‘who have broken her 
bread and drank her drink for so many years? I have known 
many « lady as high as she that never thought either of a friend 
or favourite beyond their own waiting-vwoman—always having 
& proper respect, at the same time, for their old and faithful 
master of the household, Mr. Wingate.’ 
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‘Truly, Mys.. Lilias,’ replied the steward, ‘I do partly see 
the mark at which you shoot, but I doubt your bolt will fall 
short, Matters being with our lady as it likes you to suppose, 
it will neither be your crimped pinners, Mrs. Lilins—speaking 
of them with duc respect—nor my silver hair or golden chain, 
that will fill up the void which Roland Greme must needs 
leave in our lady’s leisure. Theyre will be a loarned young 
divine with some new doctrine ; a learned leeoh with some new 
drug ; a bold cavalicr, who will not be refused the favour of 
woaring her colours at a running at the ring ; a cunning harper 
that could harp the heart out of woman's breast, as thoy say 
Signor David Rizzio did to our poor Queen—these aro the sort 
of folk who supply the loss of a well-favoured favourite, and not 

* an old steward or a middle-aged waiting-woman.’ 

‘Well,’ replicd Lilias, ‘you have experionce, Master Wingate, 
and truly I would my master would leavo off his pricking hither 
and thither, and look better after the affairs of his household. 
Thoro will bo a Papistric among us next, for what should 1 seo 
among master’s clothes but a string of gold beads? T promise 
you, aves and credos both! TI seized on thom like « falcon,’ 

‘I doubt it not—I doubt it not,’ said the stoward, sagaciously 
nodding his head; ‘T havo ofton noticed that the boy had 
stvange observances which savourod of Popory, and that ho was 
vory jealous to conceal them, But you will find the Catholi« 
under the Presbyterian cloak as often as the knayo under the 
friar's hood—what then ? we are all mortal, Right proper beads 
they are,’ ho added, looking attentively, at them, ‘and may 
weigh fowr ounces of fine gold’ 

‘And I will hayo them molted down presently,’ sho said, 
‘before they be tho misguiding of some poor blinded soul.’ 

‘Vory cautions, indeed, Mrs, Lilias,’ said the steward, nod- 
ding his head in assont, 

‘IT will havo them made,’ said Mrs, Lilias, ‘into a pair of 
shoe-buoklos ; I would not wear tho Pope's trinkots, or whatover 
has once borne the shape of thom, ono inch above nly instep, 
wore they diamonds instead of gold. But this is what has come 
of Fathor Ambrose coming about tho castlo, as demure as a cat 
that is about to steal cream,’ . 

‘Father Ambroso is ow master’s brothor,’ said the steward, 
gravely. d 

‘Very true, Master Wingate,’ repliod the dame ; ‘but is that 
a good reason why he should pervert the king’s liege subjects 
to Papistrie 4’ 
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Heaven forbid, Mrs. Lilias,’ answered the sententious major- 
domo ; ‘but yet there are worse folk than tho Papists.’ 

‘I wonder where they are to be found,’ said tho waiting- 
woman, with some asperity ; ‘but I believe, Master Wingate, if 
one were to speak to you about the devil himself, you would 
say there were worse pooplo than Satan.’ : 

* Assuredly I might say so,’ veplied the steward, ‘supposing 
that I saw Satan standing at my olbow.’ ‘ 

The waiting-woman started, and having exclaimed, ‘God 
bless us!’ added, ‘I wonder, Mx. Wingate, you can take pleasure 
in frightoning one thus’ 3 

‘Nay, Mrs, Lilias, I had no such purpose,’ was the reply; ‘ but 
look you hore--the Papists are put down for the present, but 
who knows how long this word “present” will last? There aro « 
two great Popish earls in the north of England that abominate 
the very word “ Reformation”: I mean the Northumberland and 
* Westmoroland carls, men of power enough to shake any throne 
in Christendom. Then, though our Scottish King be, God bless 
him, a truo Protestant, yet ho is but a boy; and here is his 
mother that was our Queon—I trust there is no harm to say 
God bless her too—and she is a Catholic; and many bogin to 
think she has had but hard measure, such as the Hamiltons in 
the west, aud some of our Border clans hore, and the Gordons 
in the north, who aro all wishing to sce a new world; and if 
such a now world should chance to come up, it is like that the 
Queen will take back her own crown, and that the mass and 
the cross will como up, and thon down go pulpits, Geneva gowns, 
and black sille skull-caps.’ 

‘And have you, Mr, Jaspor Wingate, who havo heard tho 
‘Word, and listoned unto pure and precious Mr. Honry Warden— 
have you, I say, tho patience to speak, or but to think, of Popery 
coming down on us like a storm, or of the woman Mary again 
making tho royal seat of Scotland a throne of abomination? 
No marvol that you are so civil to the cowled monk, Father 
Ambroses when he comes hithor with his downcast oyes that he 
never raises to my lady’s face, and with his low sweot-toned 
voice, and his benedicttes, and his benisons; and who so ready 
to take them kindly as Mr. Wingate 2? 

‘Mrs, Lilias,’ replied the butler, with an air which was 
intended to close the debate, ‘there are reasons for all things. 
Tf I received Father Ambrose debonairly, and suffered him to 
steal a word now and thon with this same Roland Greme, it 
was not: that’ I cared a brass boddle for hia benison or malison 
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cither, but only because I respected my master’s blood. And 
who can answer, if Mary come in again, whether ho may not 
be as stout a tree to lean to as evor his brother hath proved 
to us? For down goes the Earl of Mwray when tho Queon 
comes by her own again; and good is his luck if he can 
keep the head on his own shoulders. And down gocs our 
knight with the Earl, his patron; and who so like to mount 
into his empty saddle as this same Iather Ambrose? The 
Pope of Rome can soon dispense.with his vows, and thon 
we should have Sir Edward the soldior, instead of Ambrose 
the priost,’ 

Anger and astonishment kept Mys. Lilias silont, while her 
old friend, in his self-complacent manner, was making known 
to her his political speculations. At length hor resoniment 
found utterance in words of great iro and scorn. ‘What, 
Master Wingate! have you caton my mistrosy’s bread, to say 
nothing of my master’s, so many years, that you could live to 
think of her being dispossessed of her own Castle of Avenel 
by a wretched monk who is not a drop’s blood to her in the 
way of relation? J, that am but a woman, would try first 
whether my rock or his cowl wore the hetter metal. Shame 
on you, Master Wingate! If T had not held you as s0 old 
an acquaintance, this should have gone to my lady's ears, 
though I had heen called pickthank and talo-pyct for my 
pains, as when I told of Roland Gramo shooting tho wild 
swan,’ 

Master Wingate was somewhat dismayed at percoiving that 
the detail which he had givon of his far-sighted political viows 
had produced on his hearor rathor suspicion of his fidelity 
than admiration of his wisdom, aud ondeavoured as hastily as 
possible to apologise and to oxplain, although intornally ox- 
tremely offended at tho unreasonable view, us he deomed it, 
which it had pleased Mistross Lilias Bradbourno to tako of his 
oxpreasions ; and mentally convineed that her disapprobation 
of his sontimonts aroso solely out of the considoration that, 
though Fathor Ambrose, supposing him to bevome tho master 
of tho castle, would cortainly require tho sorvices of a staward, 
yot those of a waiting-voman would, in the supposed oiroum- 
stances, be altogether superfluous, 

After his explanation had beon reccived as oxplanations 
usually are, the two friends separated; Lilias to attond the 
silver whistle which called her to her mistress’s chambor, and 
the sapient majordomo to the duties of his own departmont. 
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Thoy parted with less than their usual degree of reverence and 
regard; for the sieward felt that his worldly wisdom was 
yebuked by the more disinterested attachment of the waiting- 
woman, and Mistress Lilias Bradbourne was compelled to 
consider hor old friond as something litile better than a 
time-server, 


CHAPTER VII 


Whon I hac a saxpence undor my thumb, 
Then I get orcedit in ilka town ; 
But when I am poor, they bid me gac by. 


O poverty parts good company | : 
se aa 7 Old Song. 


Wau the departure of the pago afforded subject for tho 
conversation which wo have detailed in our last chapter, the 
late favourite was far advanced on his solitary journey, without 
well knowing what was its object, or what was likely to be its 
end. He had rowed tho skiff in which ho loft the castlo to the 
side of tho Inke most distant from tho villago, with tho desire 
of escapmg from tho notico of the inhabitants. His pride 
whispored that he would be, in his discarded stato, only tho 
subjeot of their wonder and compassion; and his gonorosity 
told him that any mark of sympathy which his situation should 
excite might be unfavourably reported at the castle. A trifling 
incident convinced him he had little to fear for his frionds 
on the latter score, Ile was met by a young man somo years 
older than himsolf, who had on formor oceasions beon but too 
happy to be permitted to share in his sports in tho subordinate 
charactor of his nasistant. Ralph Fisher approached to greot 
him with all tho alacrity of an humble friend. 

‘What, Master Roland, abroad on this side, and without 
cither hawk or hound 9’ 

‘Hawk or hound,’ said Roland, ‘T will never perltaps halloo 
to again, I have boon dismissed—that is, I have loft tho 
castle,’ 

Ralph was surprised, ‘What! you aro to pass into tho 
knight's sorvico, and take tho black-jack and the lanco?’ 

‘Indeed,’ replied Roland Graome, ‘I am not; I am now leav- 
ing the sorvice of Avenel for evor.’ ’ 

‘And whithor are you going then?’ said the young peasant, 

‘Nay, that is a question which it craves time to answer: 1 
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have that matter to dotormine yet,’ replied tho disgraced 
favourite. 

‘Nay, nay,’ said Ralph, ‘T warrant you it is the samo to you 
which way you go: my lady would not dismiss you till she 
had put some lining into the pouches of your doublet.’ 

‘Sordid slave!’ said Roland Grame, ‘dost thou think I 
would haye accepted a boon from one who was giving me ovor 
a prey to detraction and to ruin, at the instigation of a canting’ 

riest and a meddling serving-voman? The bread that I had 
bonght with such an alms would have choked me at the first 
mouthful.’ , 

Ralph looked at his quondam friend with an air of wonder 
not unmixed with contempt. ‘Well,’ ho said at longth, ‘no 
occasion for passion—ench man knows his own stomach best; 
but, were I on a black moor at this time of day, not knowing 
whither I was going, I should be glad to have a broad pices or 
two in my pouch, como by them as I could. But perhaps you 
will go with me to my fathor’s—that is, for a night, for to- 
morrow wo oxpect my unclo Monelaus and all his folk ; but, as 
T said, for one night—— 

The cold-blooded limitation of the offered shelter to one 
night only, and that tondored most unwillingly, offended the 
pride of the discarded favourite. 

‘I would rather sleop on the frosh heather, as I have done 
many a night on less occasion,’ said Roland Grame, ‘than in 
the smoky garret: of your fathor, thet smells of peat-smoko and 
usquebaugh like a Highlander’s plaid’ 

‘You may choose, my master, if you are so nice,’ replied 
Ralph Fishor; ‘you may be glad to smoll a poat-fire, and 
wsquebaugh too, if you journey long in tho fashion you propose, 
You might have said “ God-a-morey for your proffer,” though ; 
it is not évory ono will put themselves in tho way of ill-will by 
harbouring a discarded sorving-man,’ 

‘Ralph,’ said Roland Gaveme, ‘I would pray you to remember 
that I have switched you before now, and this is the same riding- 
wand which you have tasted” ; : . 

Ralph, who was o thickset clownish figure, arrived at his 
full strength, and conscious of the most complete personal 
superiority, laughed contemptuously at the threats of the 
slight-mado stripling. 

‘It may bo the same wand,’ ho said, ‘but not the same hand ; 
and that is as good rhyme as if it were in a ballad. Look you, 
my lady’s page that was, when your switch was up, it was no 
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feur of you, but of your betters, that kept mine down; and I 
wot not what hinders me from clearing old scores with this 
hazel rung, and showing you ft was your lady’s livery-cout 
which I spared, and not your flesh and blood, Mastor Roland.’ 

In the midst of his rage, Roland Grwme was just wise onough 
to sce that, by continuing this altercation, he would subject 
himself to very rude treatment from tho boor, who was so much 

“older and stronger than himself; and while his antagonist, with 
a sorb of jeering laugh of defianceyseemed to provoko tho con- 
tost, he felt tho full bittormness of his own degyaded condition, 
and burst into a passion of tears, which ho in vain ondeavoured 
to conceal with both his hands, 

Even the rough churl was moved with the distress of his 
quondam companion. 

‘Nay, Master Roland,’ ho said, ‘1 did but as ’twero jest with 
thee; 1 would not harm thee, man, were it but for old acquaint- 
anco sake, But over look to a man’s inches ore you talk of 
switching ; why, thino arm, man, is but like o spindle compared 
to mine, But hark, I hear old Adam Woodcock hallaoing to 
his hawk, Come along, man, wo will have a morry aftornoon, 
and go jollily to my father’s, in spito of the peat-smoko and 
usquebaugh to boot. Maybe we may put you into some honest 
way of winning your bread, though it’s hard to come by in these 
broken times.’ 

The unfortunate page made no answer, nor did ho withdraw 
his hands from his face, and Fisher continued in what ho 
imagined a suitable tone of comfort. 

‘Why, man, when you were my lady's minion, mon hold 
you proud, and some thought you a Papist, and I wot not what ; 
and go, now that you havo no one to bear you out, you must 
bo companionable and hearty, and wait on tho ministor’s ox- 
aminations, and put these things out of folks’ heads ; and if ho 
says you aro in fault, you must joule your head to tho stream ; 
and if a gontleman, or a gentloman’s gontloman, gives you a 
rough word, or a light blow, you must only say, “Thank you 
for dusting my doublet,” or the like, as I have dono by you, 
But hark to Woodcock’s whistle again, Come, and I will tench 
you all the trick on’t as wo go on.’ 

‘I thank you,’ said Roland Greemo, endeavouring Lo assume 
an air of indifforonca and of superiority ; “but I have anothor 
path bofore me, and were it otherwise, I could not tread in 

ours. 

‘Very true, Master Roland,’ replied the clown; ‘and every 
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man knows his own matters best, and so I will not keep you 
from the path, as you say. Give us a grip of your hand, man, 
for auld lang syne. What! not clap palms ere we part }—well, 
so be it—a wilful man will have his way, and so farewell, and 
the blessing of the morning to you.’ 

‘Good-morrow-—good-morrow,’ said Roland, hastily ; and 
the clown walked lightly off, whistling as he went, and glad, 
apparently, to be rid of an acquaintance whose claims might , 
be troublesome, and who had no longer tho means to be service- 
ablo to him. ‘ 

Roland Graeme compelled himsolf to walk on while they were 
within sight of cach othor, that his former intimate might not 
augur any vacillation of purpose, or uncertainty of object, from 
his remaining on tho same spot; but the effort was a painful one. 
He seomed stunned, as it were, and giddy; the earth on which 
he stood folt aa if unsound, and quaking under his feet like the 
surface of # bog ; and he had once or twico nearly fallen, though 
the path ho trode was of firm greensward. Ie kept resolutely 
moving forward, in spite of the internal agitation to which these 
symptoms belonged, until tho distant form of his acquaintance 
disappeared behind the slope of a hill, whon his heart failed at 
once ; and, sitting down on the tw, remote from human ken, 
he gavo way to the natural expressions of wounded pride, grief, 
and fear, and wept with unrestrained profusion and unqualified 
bitterness, 

When tho first violent paroxysm of his feelings had subsided, 
tho deserted and friendless youth felt that mental relief which 
usually follows such discharges of sorrow. ‘Tho tears continued 
to chase each other down his cheeks, but they were no longor 
accompanied by the see senso of desolation : an afflicting yet 
mildor sontimont was awakened in his mind by the recollection 
of his boncfactress, of the unwearicd kindness which had attached 
her to him, in spito of many acts of provoking petulanco, now 
recollected as offences of a deop dyo, which had protected him 
against the machinations of othors, as well as against the con- 
soquonces Of his own folly, and would havo continued to do so, 
had not the oxcess of his presumption compelled her to withdraw 
her protection, 

‘Whatever indignity I have borne,’ he said, ‘has been the 
just reward of my own ingratitude. And have I dono well to 
accept the hospitality, the more than maternal kindness, of my 
protectress, yet to detain from her the knowledge of my religion 4 
But she shall know that a Catholic has as much gratitude as 
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a Puritan; that I have been thoughtless, but not wicked ; that 
in my wildest moments I have loved, respected, and honoured 
hor; and that the orphan boy might indecd bo heedloss, but 
was never ungratoful |” 

Ue turned, as these thoughts passed through his mind, and 
began hastily to retread his footsteps towards tho castle, But 
he checked the first engorness of his ropontant haste whon ho 
reflected on the scorn and contempt with which tho family wero 
likely to seo tho return of the fugitive, humbled, as thoy must 
necessarily suppose him, into a supplicant, who requested pardon 
for his fault, and pormission to rettwn to his service. Io 
slacKoned his pace, but ho stood not still, 

‘T care not,’ ho resolutely determined ; ‘lot thom wink, point, 
nod, sneor, spoak of tho conceit which is humbled, of the pride 
which has had a fall—T exvo not; it is a ponanco duo to my 
folly, and I will onduro it with pationco. But if sho also, my bene- 
factross—if sho also should think mo sordid and weal-spirited 
enough to bog, not for hor purdon alone, but for a vonewal of 
the advantagos which I derived from hor favour—her suspicion 
of my meanness ! cannot—T will not. brook.’ 

Ie stood still, and his pride, rallying with constitutional 
obstinacy against his moro just fecling, wed that he would 
incur the scorn of the Lady of Avonol rathor than obtain her 
favour by following tho course which tho first ardour of his 
repentant feelings had dictated to him, 

‘Tf I had but some plausible pretext,’ he thought—‘ somo 
ostensible voason for my roturn, some excuse to allege which 
might show I camo not as a dograded supplicant or a discarded 
monial, [ might go thithor; but as 7 am, T cammob: my heart 
would loxp from its place and burst,’ 

As those thoughts swept through his mind, something passed 
in the air so near him as to dazzle his eyes, and almost to brush 
tho plumo in his cap. [To looked up-—it was tho favourite faleon 
of Sir Halbort, which, flying around his head, scemed to claim 
his attontion, ag that of a well-known friond, Roland extondod 
his arm, and gavo the accustomed whoop, and. the falcon instantly 
sattled on his wrist, and began to pruno itself, glancing ab the 
youth from time to'time an notte and brilliant beam of {ts hazel 
oye, which scomod to ask why he caressed it not with his usual 
fondness. 

‘Ah, Diamond |’ he said, as if the bird understood him, ‘thou 
and I must bo strangers honcoforward, Many a gallant stoop 
have I seon thoo make, and many a brave horon strike down ; 
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but that is all gone and over, and thero is no hawking more 
for me!” 

‘And why not, Mastor Roland, said Adam Woodeosk, the 
falconer, who came at that instant from behind a few aldor 
bushes which had concealed him from view—‘ why should there 
be no more hawking for you? Why, man, what were our life 
without onr sports? Thou know’st the jolly old song— 


And rathor would Allan in dungeon lie, 

Than live at large wherg the faleon cannot fly ; 

And Allan would rather lis in sexton’s pound, 

Than live where he follow'd not the merry hawk and hound.’ 


Tho voice of the falconcr was hearty and friendly, and the 
tone in which he half-sung, half-recited his rude ballad implied 
honest frankness and cordiality. But remembrance of their 
quarrel, and its consequences, embarrassed Roland, and pre- 
vented his reply. Tho falconer saw his hesitation, and guessed 
the cause. 

‘What now,’ said he, ‘Master Roland? do you, who are half 
an Englishman, think that I, who am a whole one, would keep 
up anger against you, and you in distress? That wove like some 
of tho Scots—my master’s reverence always excepted—who can 
be fair and false, and wait their time, and keep their mind, as 
they say, to thomselves, and touch pot and flagon with you, 
and hunt and hawk with you, and, after all, when time serves, 

ay off somo old foud with the point of the dagger, Canny 

orkshire hag no memory for such old sores. Why, man, an 
you had hit mo a rough blow, maybo I would rather have takon 
it from you than a rough word from anothor; for you have a 
. good notion of falconry, though you stand up for washing tho 
mowt for the eyases. So give us your hand, man, and bear no 
malice, 

Roland, though ho felt his prond blood rebel at the famili- 
arity of honest Adam’s address, could not resist its downright 
frankness. Covoring his face with the one hand, he held out 
the othor’ to the falconer, and retwned with readiness his 
friendly grasp. 

‘Why, this is hearty now,’ said Woodcook ; ‘I always said 
you had a kind heart, though you have a spice of the devil in 
your disposition, that is certain, I came this way with the 
falcon on purpose to find you, and yon half-bred Iubbard told 
mo which way you took flight. You ever thought too much 
of that kestril-kite, Master Roland, and ho knows nought of 
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sport, aftor all, but what he caught from you. T saw how it 
had been betwixt you, aud I sent him out of my company with 
a yanion; I would rather have 4, rifler on my perch than a falso 
knavo at my elbow. And now, Master Roland, tell mo what 
way wing yo?’ 

‘That is as God pleases,’ replied the page, with a sigh which 
he could not suppress, 

_ ‘Nay, man, never droop a feather for being cast off,’ suid 
tho falconer; ‘who knows but you may soar tho botter and 
faiver flight for all this yet? Look at Diamond thero; ’tis a 
noblo bird, and shows gallantly with his hood and bolls and 
jesses; but there is many # wild falcon in Norway that would 
not clango propertics with him. And that is what I would 
say of you. You aro no longer my lady’s pago, and you will 
not clothe so fair, or feed so well, or sleop so soft, or show so 
gallant, What of all that? if you aro not hor pago, you are 
your own man, and may go whore you will, without minding 
whoop or whistle. Tho worst is the loss of the sport, but who 
knows what you may come to? Thoy say that Sir Halbort 
himsolf—I speak with roveronco—was once glad to be tho 
abbot’s forester, and now he has hounds and hawks of his own, 
and Adam Woodcock for a faleoncr to the boot.’ 

‘You aro right, and say woll, Adam,’ answored the youth, 
the blood mantling in his cheeks: ‘tho falcon will soar higher 
without his bolls than with thom, though the bolls bo mado of 
silvor. 

‘That is cheerily spoken,’ replied tho falconor ; and whither 
now ? 

‘T thought of going to the Abbey of Konnaquhait,’ answered 
Roland Graeme, ‘to ask the counsel of Father Ambrose.’ 

‘And joy go with you,’ srid the falconer, ‘though it is likely 
you may find the old monks in somo sorrow: they say the 
commons are threatening to turn them out of thoir colls, and 
taako a dovil’s mass of it in the old church, thinking thoy have 
forborno that sport too long; and troth T um clear of tho samo 
opinion,’ ‘ 

“Thon will Father Ambrose be tho better of having a friond 
beside him !’ said the page, manfully. 

‘Ay, but, my young fearnought,’ replied tho falconer, ‘the 
friend will scarce be tho better of being beside Father Ambrose: 
he may come by tho redder’s lick, and that is over the worst 
of the battle,’ 

‘I care not for that,’ said tho pago; ‘tho dread of a lick 
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should not hold me back; but I fear I may bring trouble 
betwoen the brothers by visiting Father Ambrose. I will tarry 
to-night at St, Cuthbert’s cell, where tho old priest will give 
mea night’s sheltor; and I will sond to Father Ambrose to 
ask his advice before I go down to the convent.’ 

‘By Our Lady,’ said the falconer, ‘and that is a likely plan! 
And now,’ he continued, changing his frankness of manner for 
a sort of awkward cmbarrassment, as if ho had somewhat tor 
say that ho had no ready means to bring out—‘and now, you 
wot well that T wear a pouch for my hawks’ meat,* and so forth, 
but wot yo what it is Imed with, Master Roland ?’ . 

‘With leather, to be sure,’ replied Roland, somewhat sur- 
prised at tho hesitation with which Adam Woodcock asked a 
question apparently so simple, 

‘With leather, lad?’ said Woodcock ; ‘ay, and with silver to 
the boot of that. Sco horo,’ he said, showing a secrot slit in 
the lining of his bag of office—horo they are, thirty good Harry 
groats as over wero struck in bluff old Hal’s time, and ten of 
them aro right heartily ab your service; and now the murder 
is out. 

Roland’s first idea was to refuse this assistanco; but he 
recollected the vows of humility which ho had just taken upon 
him, and it cocurred that this was the opportunity to put his 
new-formed resolution to tho test. Assuming a strong com- 
mand of himself, he answered Adam Woodcock with as much 
frankness as his nature permitted him to wear, in doing what 
wag so contrary to his inclinations, that ho accepted thankfully 
of his kind offer, while, to soothe his own reviving pride, he 
could not holp adding, ‘Ife hoped soon to requite the obligation.’ 

‘That os you list—that as you list, young man,’ said the 
falooner, with gleo, counting out and delivering to his young 
friend tho supply ho had so generously offered, and then adding 
with great cheorfulnoss—‘ Now you may go through the world ; 
for he that can back ® horse, wind a horn, halloo a groyhound, 
fly a hawk, and play at sword and buckley, with a whole pair 
of shoos, x grcon jacket, and ten lily-white groats in his pouch, 
may bid Fathor Care hang himsolf in his own jesses. Farewell, 
and God be with youl’ 

So saying, and as if desirous to avoid the thanks of his 
companion, he turned hastily round, and left Roland Greeme to 
pursue his journey alone, 

* Seo Bag for Hawks’ Meat, Noto 2 


xt 5 


CHAPTER, VIII 


The saried tapers’ lights avo gone, 
Groy moss has clad tho altar stone, 
The holy mago is o’erthnown, 

‘The bolt has ceased to toll, 
‘The long rbb’d aisles aio burst and sluunk, 
‘The holy shrines to inin sunk, 
Departed is the pious monk, 

od’s blessing on his soul | 
Rediviva. 


{ue coll of St. Cuthbert, as it was called, marked, or was 
supposed to mark, ono of thoso resting-placos which that 
yonorable saint was ploased to assign to his monks, when his 
convont, being driven from Lindisforn by tho Danes, became a 
poripatotio socioty of roligionists, and, bearing thelr patron’s 
body on their shoulders, transported him from place to place 
through Scotland and the bordors of Hngland, until ho was 
pleasad at longth to spare thom the pain of carrying him farther, 
and to choose his ultimate placo of rest in the lordly towers of 
Durham, ‘Tho odour of his sanctity romainod bohind him at 
each place whero he had granted tho monks a transiont rogpito 
from thoi labours; md proud were thoso who could assign 
as his temporary resting-placo any spot within thoir vicinity, 
Thoro were few calls moro celebrated and honoured thay that 
of St, Cuthborl, to which Roland Gremo now bent hia way, 
situated considorably to the north-wost of the groab Abboy of 
Kennaquhair, on which it was dopondont. In the noighbour- 
hood wero some of those recommendations which weighed with 
the oxperienced priesthood of Romo in choosing their sites for 
places of religion, 

Thoro -was a woll, possessed of somo medicinal qualities, 
which, of course, claimed the saint for its guardian and patron, 
and occasionally produced some advantage to the revluso who 
inhabited his cell, since none could reasonably expect 1o bonofit 
by the fountain who did not oxtend their bounty to the saint’s 
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chaplain, A fow roods of fortilo land afforded the monk his 
plot of garden ground; an eminence well clothed with trees 
rose behind the coll, and sholtoret it from tho north and the 
cast, while the front, opening to the south-west, looked up a 
wild but pleasant valloy, down which wandered a lively brook, 
which battled with every stone that interrupted its passage. 

Tho coll itsolf was rathor plainly than rudely constructed— 
2 low Gothio building with two small apartmonts, one of whiclr 
served the priest for his dwplling-place, the other for his chapel. 
As thero were fow of tho secular clergy who durst venture to 
reside so near tho Border, tho assistanco of this monk in spiritual 
affhirs had not been useless to the community while the 
Catholic religion retained the aseendency, as be could marry, 
christen, and administer the other sacraments of the Roman 
Church. Of late, howovor, as the Protestant doctrines gained 
ground, he had found it convenicnt to livo in close retirement, 
and to avoid, as much as possible, drawing upon himself obser- 
vation ov animadyersion, The appearance of his habitation, 
however, when Roland Grame came bofore it in the close of 
tho evoning, plainly showed that his caution had been finally 
ineffectual, 

The pago’s first movement was to, knock at the door, when 
he observed, to his surprise, that it was open, not from being 
left unlatched, but because, beat off its upper hingo, it was only 
fastened to the door-post by the lower, and could therefore no 
longer perform its functions. Somewhat alarmed at this, and 
reoaiving no answor whon he knocked and called, Roland began 
to look more at Icisure upon the oxterior of the little dwelling, 
before he yontured to onter it. The flowers, which had been 
trained with caro againsL tho walls, seemed to have been 
yecontly torn down, and trailed their dishonoured garlands on 
the carth; tho latticed window was broken and dashed in, 
Tho garden, which tho monk had maintained by his constant 
labour in the highest ordor and beauty, bore marks of having 
beon lately trod down and destroyed by tho hoofs of animals 
and the feot of men, 

Tho saintod spring had not escaped. It was wont to rise 
beneath a canopy of ribbed arches, with which the devotion of 
eldor times hed secured and protected its healing waters. 
These archos were now almost entirely demolished, and the 
stones of which they were built were tumbled into the well, as 
if for the purpose of choking up and destroying the fountain, 
which, as it had shared in other days the honour of the saint, 
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was, in tho present, doomed to partake his unpopularity. Part 
of the roof had boon pulled down from tho house itself, and an 
attempt had beon made with crows and levors upon ono of tho 
angles, by which sevoral largo cornor-stones had boon forced out 
of their place; but the solidity of ancient masonwork had 
proved ton great for tho timo or pationce of tho assailants, and 
they had rolinguished their task of destruction. Such dilapi- 
-dated buildings, after tho lapse of years, during whieh nature 
has gradually covered the offects of yiolenco with creoping plants 
and with woather-siaing, oxhibit, amid thoir decay, a melancholy 
beauty, But when tho visible effects of violence appear raw 
and rocont thore is no focling to mitigate tho sonse of dovasta- 
tion with which they impress tho spectators ; aud such was now 
the seone on which tho youthful page gazed, with the painful 
feelings it was qualified to oxcite. 

When his first momentary surprise was over, Roland Greomo 
was at no loss to conjecture tho cause of thexo ravages. Tho 
destruction of tho Popish edifices did not inko placo at onco 
throughout Scotland, bul at difforont times, and according to 
the spirit which actuated tho Reformed clergy, some of whom 
instigated their hearers to these acts of demolition, and others, 
with bettor taste and fooling, endeavoured to protect tho anciont 
shrines, whilo thoy desired to seo thom purified from the objccts 
which had attracted idolatrous dovotion, Irom time to time, 
therefore, the populace of tho Scottish towns and villages, whon 
instigated either by their own feclings of abhorrence for Popish 
suporstition or by tho doctrines of tho moro zealous preachers, 
resumed the work of destruction, and exercised it upon somo 
sequestered church, chapel, or cell, which had aesve tho first 
burst of thoir indignation against tho religion of Rome, In 
many places, tho vices of the Catholic clorgy, arising out of 
tho woalth and tho corruption of that tremendous hicrarchy, 
furnished too good an apology for wrouking vongeance upon 
tho splendid edifiees which they inhabited ; and of this an old 
Scottish historian givos a remarkable instance, . 

‘Why mourn ye,’ said an aged matron, seeing tho discontent 
of some of tho citizens while a stately convont was burnt by 
the multitude—‘why mourn ye for its destruction? If you 
knew half tho flagitious wickedness which has been porpetrated 
within that house, you would rather bless tho Divine judgment 
which permits not even the senseless walls that sereened such 
profligacy any longer to cumber Christian ground |’ 

But although, in many instances, the destruction of the 
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Roman Catholic buildings might bo, in the matron’s way of 
judging, an act of justice, und in others an act of policy, there 
is no doubt that tho humour of domolishing monuments of 
ancient piety and munificonce, and that in a poor country like 
Scotland, whero there was no chance of their being replaced, 
was both uscloss, mischiovous, and barbarous. 

In tho prosont instance, the unpretonding and quict seclusion 
of tho monk of St Cuthhert’s had hithorto saved him from thee 
general wreck; but it woyld scem ruin had now at length 
yeached him, Anxious to discover if ho had at least escaped 
personal harm, Roland Greome entered the helf-ruined cell, 

‘Cho intorior of tho building was in a state which fully justi- 
fied the opinion he had formed from its external injuries. The 
few rude utonsils of the solitary’s hut were broken down, and 
lay scattered on tho floor, whore it seemed as if a fire had been 
mado with some of the fragments to destroy tho rest of his 
proporty, and to consume, in particular, the rude old image of 
St. Cuthbert, in its episcopal habit, which lay on the hearth, 
like Dagon of yore, shattered with the axo and scorched with 
tho ames, but only partially destroyed. In the little apart- 
mont which served as a chapol, the altar was overthrown, and 
the four huge stones of which it had beon once composed lay 
seattered around tho floor. ‘The largo stono crucifix which 
occupied tho niche behind the altax, and fronted the supplicant 
while ho paid his devotion thore, had been pulled down, and 
dashed by its own woight into three iragmonts. Thero were 
marks of sledge-hammors on cach of these; yet the image had 
been saved from utter demolition by the size and strength of 
the remaining fragmonts, which, though much injured, retained 
onough of tho original sculpture to show what it had been 
intonded Lo roprosent.* 

Roland Graeme, scoretly nursed in the tenots of Rome, saw 
with horror the profanation of the most sacred omblem, accord- 
ing to his oreed, of our holy religion. 

‘It isethe badge of ow redemption,’ ho said, ‘which the 
felons have daved 10 violaio ; would to God my weak strength 
wore ablo to replace it—my humble revorence to atone for the 
sncriloye |’ 

Ho stooped to the task ho first meditated, and with a sudden, 
and to himself almost an inoredible, exertion of power he lifted up 
the one extremity of the lower shaft of the cross, and rested it 
upon the edge of the large stone which served for its pedestal. 

* Seo Coll of SL. Cuthbert, Note 8, 
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Encouraged by this success, he applied his foreo to the othor 
oxtromity, and, to his own astonishment, succeeded so far as to 
ovect the lower end of the limb into the sockot, out of whieh it 
had beon forced, and to placo this fragment of tho inugo up- 
right. 

eVhilo he was employed in this labour, or rather at tho vory 
moment when he had accomplished the clevation of tho fray. 
‘ment, a voico, in thrilling and well-known accounts, spoke behind 
him theso words: ‘Well dono, thou good and faithful sorvant | 
Thus would 1 again meot the child of my love—the hopo of my 
aged ayes.’ , 

Roland tumed round in astonishment, and tho ‘tall com- 
manding form of Magdalen Graeme stood besido him, Sho was 
arrayed in a sort of loose habit, in form like that worn by poni- 
tenty in Catholic countries, but black in colour, and approach- 
ing as near to a pilgrim’s cloak as it was safo to wear in a 
country whoro the suspicion of Catholic devotion in many pluvos 
endangored the safety of thosc who were suspected of attach- 
ment to tho anciont faith. Roland Greemo throw himself at hor 
feot, Sho raised and embraced him, with affeotion indeed, but 
not unmixed with gravity which amounted almost to KLorness, 

‘Thou hast kept well,’ she said, ‘the bird in thy bosom.* 
As a boy, as a youth, thou hast held fayb thy faith amongst 
heretics: thou hast kept thy secret und mino own amongst 
thine onomies. [ wept when [ parted from you—~L, who seldom 
weop, thon shed tears, less for thy death than for thy spiritual 
danger. J dared nob even sco theo to bid theo a last farowoll ; 
my griof—my swelling griof had betrayed mo to these horoties, 
But thou hast beon faithful ; down-—down on thy knees boforo 
the holy sign, which evil mon injure and blasphomo—down and 
praise saints and angols for tho gracy thoy have dong theo, in 
prosorving thee from the loprous plnguo which clenves to tho 
hougo in whieh thou wort nurtured |? 

‘Tf, my mothor—so £ must evor call you,’ roplied Creme 
‘if Tam returned such as thou wouldst wish mo, thou must 
thank the caro of the pious Mathor Ambrose, whoso instructions 
confirmed your ewly precepts, and tanght mo at onco to bo 
faithful and to be silent.’ 

Bo he blessed for it!’ suid sho--- blessed in the cell and in 
tho field, in the pulpit and at the alli! ‘The saints rain bless- 


* An caprosalon nsud by Bir Ralph Perey, slain in (he battle of Medgoly Moor in 1101 
phen aybig, to expioss his laylng preserved unatained lis fidelity to the hotws of 
meastor, 
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ings on him! They aro just, and omploy his pious caro to 
counteract the evils which his dotested brother works against 
tho realm and the church. But he know not of thy lineago?? 

‘T could not mysolf tell him that,’ answered Roland, ‘I 
kuow but darkly from your words that Su [albert Glendinning 
holds mine inhoritunce, and that [ am of blood as noble ag runs 
in tho voins of any Scottish baron ; these are things not to bo 
forgotten, but for the explanation [ must now look ta you! > 

“And when timo suits thou shalt not ask for it in vain. 
But mon say, my son, that thou art bold and sudden ; and 
those who bear such tempors are not lightly to be trusted, with 
whaét will strongly move them.’ 

‘Say rathor, my mother,’ roturned Roland Grmamoe, ‘that I 
am laggard and cold-blooded ; what pationcs or endurance can 
you require of which he is not capable who for years has heard 
his religion ridiculed and insulted, yet failed to plunge his 
dagger into the blasphemer’s bosom !? 

Bo contonted, my child,’ replied Magdalen Gramo; ‘the 
time, which then and even now demands patience, will soon 
ips to that of offort and action; great events are on the 
wing, and thou—thou shalt have thy sharo in advanemg them. 
Thou hast relinquished the service of tho Lady of Avenel?’ 

‘T have been dismissed from it, my mother—I have lived to 
be dismissed, as if I wero tho meanest of the train,’ 

‘It is the better, my child,’ replied she ; ‘thy mind will bo the 
moro hardoned 10 undertake that which must be porxformed.’ 

‘Lot it be nothing, then, against the Lady of Avenel,’ said 
tho page, ‘as thy look and words scom to imply. I have eaten 
her bread—-1 havo experienced hor favour; I will noither 
injuro nor botray hor,’ 

‘Of that horoafter, my son,’ said she; ‘but learn this, that 
il is nob for theo to capitulate in thy duty, and to say this will 
I do, and that will T leavo undone, No, Roland! God and 
man will no longer abide tho wickedness of this goneration. 
Seest thau theso fragments—knowest thon what they repre- 
sont?—and canst thou think it is for theo to make distinctions 
amongst 1 vaco so accursed by Ueaven that they renounce, 
violate, blasphemo, and destroy whatsoever we are commanded 
to belicvo in, whatsoover we are commanded to reverence 9’ 

As sho spoke, she bent hor head towards the broken image, 
with a countenance in which strong resentment and zeal were 
mingled with an expression of eostatic devotion ; sho raised her 
left hand aloft as in the act of making a vow, and thus pro- 
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ceaded : * Bear witness for me, blessed symbol of our salyation— 
bear witness, holy saint, within whose violated tomplo wo stand, 
that as it is not for vengeanve of my own that my hate pursues 
theso people, so neither, for any favour or carthly affection 
towards any amongst them, will [ withdraw my hand from tho 
plough, whon it shell pass through the devoted furrow! Bear 
witness, holy saint, onvo thyself n wandoror and fugitive as we 
aro now—-bear witness, Mother of Morey, Queen of Meuven— 
bear witness, saints and angels!’ , 

In this high strain of euthusiasm sho stoad, raising hor eyes 
through the fractured roof of the vault to the stars which now 
bogan to twinklo through the.palo twilight, while the long grey 
tresses which hung down oyor her shoulders waved in tho night- 
breeze, which the chasm and fractured windows admitted 
frecly, 

Roland Greome was too much awed by ewly habits, as well 
as by tho mystorious import of her words, to ask for further 
oxplanation of the purposo she obsourely hinted at. Nor did 
sho farther provs him on tho subject ; for, having concluded hor 
prayer or obtestition, by olasping hor hands together with 
solemnity, and then signing herself with the cross, sho again 
addvossed her grandson, inv tone more adwpted to tho ordinary 
busiuoss of lifo, 

‘Thou must hence,’ sho seid, ‘Roland—thou must hence, 
but not till morning, Aud now, how wilt thou shift for thy 
night's quartors? Thou hast beon moro softly bred than when 
wo were companions in tho misty hills of Cumborland and 
Liddesdalo,’ 

‘T havo ab least preserved, my gaod mothor, tho habits 
which T thon learned—can lio hurd, feod sparingly, and think 
it no hardship, Since I way wv wanderer with thee on tha hills, t 
have beon a huntor, and fishor, ant fowler, and ench of theso 
is accustomed to sleop freely in x worse sholler than gnerilege 
has loft us hore,’ 

“Phan seorilege has left ws hero !? suid the matron, vopenting 
his words, and pausing on them, ‘Most truco, my son; aid 

tod’s faithful childvon are now worst sheltored whon they lodgo 

in God’s own houso and tho demesne of {is blessed saints, We 
shall steep cold here under the night-wind, which whistles 
through the breaches thut heresy hay made, They shall lie 
warmer who made them—ay, and through a long hereafter |? 

Notwithstanding the wild and singular oxprossions of this 
female, she eppeared to retain towards Roland Grama, in a 
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strong dogreo, that, affectionate and sedulous love which women 
bear to their nurslings, and the children dependent on their 
care. 1t scomed as if she would not permit him to do aught 
for himself which in formor days hor attontion had been used 
to do for him, and that sho considered the tall stripling before 
het as being equally dependent on hor careful attention as when 
he was tho orphan child who had owed all to hey affectionate 
solicitude. : 

‘What hast thou to ea now?’ she said, as, leaving the 
chapel, they wont into the desortod habitation of the priost; 
‘or what means of kindling a fire, to defend thee from this, raw 
and incloment air? Poor child! thou hast made slight pro- 
vision for a long journoy ; nor hast thou skill to help thyself by 
wit, when means aro scanty, But Our Lady has placed by thy 
side ono to whom want, in all its forms, is as familiar as plenty 
and splondour have formorly been, And with want, Roland, 
come tho arts of which sho is tho inventor.’ 

With an activo and officious diligonco, which strangely con- 
trasted with her lato abstracted and high tone of Catholic 
devotion, she sot xbout hor domostic arrangements for the 
ovening. A pouch, which was hidden under hor garment, pro- 
duced a flint and steel, and from the scattered fragments around 
(those portaining to the image of St. Cuthbert scrupulously 
oxcopted) she obiained splinters sufficiont to raiso a sparkling 
and cheerful fire on tho hearth of the deserted cell. 

‘And now,’ she said, ‘for ucedful food.’ 

‘Think nob of it, mothor,’ said Roland, ‘unless you yourself 
fool Inmgor, It is a little thing for moe to enduro a night’s 
abstinoneo, and a small atonoment: for tho necessary trans- 
gression of tho rules of the church upon which I was compelled 
during my stay in the castle,’ 

‘Hunyor for myself!’ answered the matron, ‘Know, youth, 
that a mother knows not hunger till that of hor child is 
stisficd,’ And with affectionate inconsistency, totally different 
from her usual manner, sho added, ‘ Roland, you must not fast ; 
you havo disponsation ; you are young, and to youth food and 
sleop are necessaries not to bo disponsed with. ILfusband your 
strongth, my child; your sovercign, your religion, your country 
require it, Let ago macorate by fast and vigil » body which 
enn only suffer; let youth, in these active times, nourish the 
limbs and the strongth which action requires.’ 

While she thus spoke, the scrip, which had produced_the 
means of siriking five, furnished provision for a meal ; of which 
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she horself scarco partook, but anxiously watched her chargo, 
taking a pleasure, rosombling that of an epicure, in cach morsel 
which he swallowed, with a youthful appetite which wbstinonce 
had rondored unusually sharp. Roland readily obeyed hor re- 
commendations, and ate tho food which sho so wlectionatoly 
and earnostly placed before him. — But she shoul. hor head whon 
invited by him in return to partake of tho refreshment hor own 
scares had farnished ; and whon his solicitude became muro 
pressing, she refused him in a loftier tone of rejection, 

‘Young man,’ sho suid, “you know nob Lo whom, or of what, 
you gpeak, They to whom Meaven declares its purpose must 
morit itg communication by mortifying the senses; they have 
that within which requires not tho suporfluity of earthly nutri- 

+ mont, which is nocossary to those who aro without the sphoro 
of tho Vision. ‘lo thom tho watch spent in prayor is a relyosh- 
ing slumber, and tho sonso of doing tho will of Moaven is a 
richor banquet than tho tables of monarchs can aes hefovo 
thom! But do thou sloop soft, my son,’ sho suid, rolapsing from 
the tone of fanaticism into that of matornal affection and 
tonderness—‘do thou sleep sound while life is but young with 
thee, and the cares of the day can bo drowned in tho slumbors 
of tho ovening, Different is thy duty und mine, and as dilforont 
the means by which wo must qualify and sivengthon ourselves 
to porform it, rom theo is domended strongth of body—from 
mo strongth of soul.’ 

When sho thus spoke, sho propared with rondy addross a 
pallot-couch, composed partly of the dricd leaves whieh had 
oneo furnished a bed to tho solitary, and tho gtosts who 
occasionally received his hospitality, and which, neglected by 
tho dostroyors of his humble coll, had remained little disturbed 
in tho corner allotted for them. ‘To theso hor eure added somo 
of tho vestures which lay torn and senttoyed on the floor. With 
a zeatous hand sbe solacted all such as appeared to have mado 
any part of the sacordotal vestments, laying them asido as 
suered from ordinary purposes, and with tho rest sho mado, 
with doxterous promptuess, such a bed as a woery man might 
willingly stretch himsolf on; and during the timo sho was pre- 
peing it, rejected, oven with acrimony, any attempt which the 
youth made to assist hor, or any ontronty which ho urged that 
sho should accept of the place of fest for hor own use.‘ Sleop 
thon,’ said sho, ‘Roland Greme—sloop thou—tho perseented, 
the disinhorited orphan—tho son of an ill-fated mother—sleop 
thou! I go to pray in the chapel beside theo,’ 
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The manner was Loo enthusiastically carnest, too obstinately 
firm, to pormit Roland Greeme to dispute her will any farther. 
Yot he fol some shame in giving way to it, Tt scemed as if 
she had forgotton tho yenrs that had passed away since their 
parting ; and oxpected to meet, in tho tall, indulged, and wilful 
youth whom sho had recovered, the passive obedience of the 
child whom she had left in the Castle of Avenel. his did not 
fail to hurt her grandson’s characteristic and constitutional 
pride. Ile obeyed, indeed, awed into submission by the sudden 
recurronce of former subordination, and by feclings of affection 
and gratitude, Still, howover, he felt the yoke. _ 

‘Tlavo I rolinquished tho hawk and tho hound,’ he said, ‘to 
becomo the pupil of her pleasure, as if I wore still a child? 1, 
whom even my envious mates allowed to be suporior in those 
oxercises which thoy took most pains to acquire, and which 
camo to me naturally, as if a knowledgo of thom-had beon my 
birthright? This may not, and must not be. 1 will bo no re- 
claimed sparrow-hawk, who is carried hooded on a woman's 
wrist, and has his quarry only shown to him when his oyes avo 
uncovered for his flight. I will know her purpose ero it is 
proposed to me to aid it,’ 

Theso and other thoughts streamed through the mind of 


Roland Graeme; and, although wearied with the fatigues of the» 


day, it was long ore he could compose himself to rest. 


CHAPTER IX 


. Kneol with mo—swear it-~'lia not in words I trust, 
Save when thoy'ro Joncett with an appeal to Heaven. 
Old Play. 


Arree passing the night in Unat sound sloop for which agitation 
and fatigue had propared him, Roland was awakened by the 
frogh morning air, aud by the boams of tho rising sun, Tis 
first focling was that of surprise ; for, instead of looking forth 
from a turret window on tho waters of tho Lake of Avonol, 
which was tho prospect his former apartinont wforded, an 
unlatticed aporturo gave him the view of the demolished 
gordon of the banished anchorite. MWe sate up on his couch of 
Teayos, and arranged in his momory, not without wondox, tho 
singular oyonts of the proceding day, which appoared tho mora 
surprising tho more ho considered them. Ue had lost the pro- 
tectress of his youth, and, in the same day, ho hid rocovered 
the guide and guardian of his childhood, Tho former dopriva- 
tion he folt ought to bo mattor of uncensing rogret, and it 
seemed as if the lattor could hardly bo tho subjeot of wumixed 
solf-congratulation, Ho remembered this person, who had 
stood to him in the relation of a mothor, as equally aNvationato 
iu hor attention and absolute in her authority, A singular 
mixture of love and fear ablondet upon his carly remondrences 
as they word connected with her; and tho few that sho might 
desire to resumo the samo absolute gontvol over his motions-- 
a fear which hor conduct of yostorday did not tend much to 
dissipate—woighed heavily against the joy of thi second 
nieoting, ‘ 

‘She cannol meun,’ seit his rising pride, ‘Lo Tend and direst 
me as © pupil, when 1 am ab the ago of judging of my own 
actions —this she cannob mean, or memitny it, will feol herself 
strangely deceived.’ 

A sense of gratitude towards tho person against whom his 
heurt thus yebelled checked this course of fecling. Tle restated 


THR ABBOT 7 


tho thoughts which involuntarily aroso in his mind, as he 
would havo resisted an actual instigation of tho foul fiend ; 
and, to aid him in his struggle, he felt for his beads. But, in 
his hasty departure from the Castle of Avenel, ho had forgotten 
and loft them behind him. 

‘This is yot worse,’ ho said; ‘but two things I learned of ber 
undor tho most deadly chargo of socreey—to toll my beads, 
and to conceal that I did so; and I havo kept my word till 
now; and when sho shall ask me for the rosary, I must say 1 


have forgotton it! Do I désorvo she should bolieve me when | 


T say I havo kept tho scoret of my faith, whon I set so light by 
its symbol ?? : 

Ho paced the floor in anxious agitation. In fact, his 
attachment to his faith was of a nature very different from 
that which animated tho enthusiastic matron, but which, not- 
withstanding, it would havo boon his last thought to relinquish. 

Tho early charges impvossed on him by his grandmother 
had boon instilled into ® mind and memory of a character 
peculiarly tenacious. Child as ho was, he was proud of the 
confidence reposed in his disorction, and resolved to show that 
it had not beon rashly ontrusted to him. At the same time, 
his resolution was no more than that of a child, and must, 
necossarily, havo gradually faded away under tho operation 


both of precept and example, during his vesidenco at the Castle - 


of Avenol, but for the oxhortations of Father Ambrose, who, in 
his lay ostate, had been called Edward Glendinning, This 
zealous monk had boon apprised, by an unsigned letter placed 
in his hand by a pilgrim, that a child educated in the Catholic 
faith was now in tho Castle of Avonol, porilously situated (so 
was tho sovoll oxprossed) a8 over tho threo children who wore 
enst into the fiory farnaco of porsccution, The letter threw 
upon Father Ambrose tho fault should this solitary lamb, 
unwillingly loft within tho demosnes of the prowling wolf, 
bocomo his final proy. Thore neoded no farther exhortation to 
the monk than tho idea that a soul might be endangered, and 
thas a Catholic might become an apostate; and he made his 
visits moro frequent than usual to the Castle of Avenel, lest, 
through want of tho private encouragement and instruction 
which ho always found some opportunity of dispensing, the 
church should oes a proselyte, and, according to: the Romish 
oreed, tho devil acquire a soul. 

Still thoso intervicws were rare; and though they encour- 
aged the solitary boy to keep his secret and hold fast his 
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roligion, they wore neither frequent nor long enough to insplre 
him with anything beyond a blind attachmont to tho obsory- 
ances which tho priest recommonded. He adhered to the forms 
of his veligion, rather bocausa he felt it would he dishonouwrable 
to change that of his fathers than from ry rational conviction 
or sinecro heliof of its mystorious doetrines, {1 wrs a principal 
part of the distinetion which, in his own opinion, singled him 
out from thoso with whom ho lived, aud give hin an additional, 
though an intornal and conecaled, reason for contomning those 
of tho household who showed an undisguised dislike of him, 
and, for hardening himself against the instructions of the 
chaplain, Honry Warden. 

"Pho fanatic preacher,’ ho thought within himeell, during 
some ono of tho chaplain’s frequent discourses against the 
Church of Romo, ‘ho little knows whoxo cars are recoiving: his 
profane doctrine, and with what contempt and abhorronco they 
hear his blasphomios against ihe holy religion by which kings 
havo boom orownod and for which martyrs have dict |! 

But in such proud feolings of defiance of horesy, as it was 
tormed, and of its professors, which nxsociabod tho Catholio 
religion with a sonse of gonorous indopondence, and that of tho 
Protestants with tho subjugation of his mind and temper to tho 
divoction of My, Wardon, bogan and omled tho faith of Roland 
Greomo, who, indepondontly of the prido of singularity, sought 
nob to understand, and had no one to expound to him, tho 
poouliarities of the tenets which ho professed, Uiy regret, 
therefore, at missing tho rosary which had been convoyed to 
him through the hands of Mothor Ambrogs was rathor tho 
shamo of a soldier who has dropped his ecockade, or badgo of 
sorvico, then that of a zonlous volury who had forgotton a 
visiblo symbol of his religion. 

Ilis thoughts on the subject, howevor, ware mortifying, and 
tho moro s0 from apprehension thet his nogligonao innat reach 
tho cars of his relative. Ho felt it could be uo ono but her 
who had socrotly transmitted these beads to Fyther Ambrose 
for his use, and that his cavolessness was but an indifforout 
voquital of her Icindness, 

‘Nor will sho omit to ask me about them,’ said he to 
himsolf ; ‘for hors is a zeal which ago cannot quell; and if she 
has not quitted hor wont, my auswor will nob fail to incense 
hor.’ 

Whilo ho thus communed with himsolf, Magdalen Crome 
entered tho apartmont, ‘Tho blessing of the morning on your 


Th ABBOT 79 


youthful head, my son,’ sho said, with a solemnity of expression 
which thrilled the youth to tho heart, so sed and earnest did 
tho benediction flow from her lips, in a tone whore devotion 
was blonded with aflestion, ‘And thou hast started thus early 
from thy couch to catch the first breath of the dawn? But it 
is nob well, my Roland. Hnjoy slunher whilo thou canst; the 
time is not fur behind whon the waking eye must be thy 
portion as woll as mine,’ 

Sho uttored thoso words with an affectionate and anxious 
tone, which showed that, dovotional as wero tho habitual 
exoraises of hor mind, tho thoughts of her nuvsling yet bound 
her to earth with tho cords of human affection and passion, 

But she abode not long in s mood which she probably 
regarded as & momontary deroliction of her imaginary high 
calling, ‘Como,’ she suid, ‘youth, up and be doing. It is time 
that wo leave this place.’ 

‘And whithor do wo go?’ said the young man; ‘or what is 
the objoct of our journey?” 

Tho matron stopped back, and gazed on him with surprise, 
not unmingled with displeasure, 

‘To whit purpose such a question?’ sho said; ‘is it not 
cnongh that Tlead tho way? Tast thou lived with heretics 
till thou hast learned to instal the vanity of thine own private 
judgmont in place of duo honour and obedience?’ 

"The time,’ thought Roland Greame within himself, ‘is al- 
ready como whon I must establish my freedom or be a willing 
thrall for over. I foel that I must speedily look to it? 

Sho instuntly fulfilled his forcboding, by reourring to the 
theme by which hor thoughts seemed most constantly engrossed, 
although, whon sho pleased, no one could so perfectly disguise 
hor voligion, 

“Thy beads, my son~—hast thou told thy beads?’ 

Roland Gime coloured high; he felt the storm was ap- 
proaching, byt scorned to avert it by a falsehood, 

‘I hayp forgotten my rosary,’ he said, ‘at the Castle of 
Avenel’ 

‘Forgotton thy rosary |’ she exclaimed ; ‘false both to re- 
ligion and to natural duty, hast thou lost what was sent so far, 
and at such risk, a token of the truest affection, that should 
have been, ovory bead of it, as dear to thee as thine eyeballs?’ 

‘1 am grieved it should have so chanced, mother,’ replied the 
youth, ‘and much did I value the token, as coming from you, 
For what remains, 1 trust to win gold onongh, when 1 push my 
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way in the world ; and till thon bonds of black onk, or a rosary 
of nuts, must serve tho turn,’ ‘ 

‘Hear him !’ said his grandmothor ; ‘young as ho is, ho hath 
learned already the lessons of the dovil’s school! ‘Tho rosary 
consecrated by tho Holy Fathor himself, and sanotified by his 
blossings, is but a fow knobs of gold, whose valuo may bo xe- 
placed by tho wages of his profano labour, and whoso virtuo 
» may bo supplicd hy « string of hazel nuts! This is heresy, 
So Henry Warden, the wolf who ravages tho flock of the Shep- 
hord, hath taught theo to speak and to think.’ 

‘Mothor,’ said Roland Groamo, ‘T am no heretic; T believe 
and I pray accordiug to tho rules of our church, This misfor. 
tuno T rogrot, but I cannot amend it.’ 

“Thou canst repent it, though,’ replied his spiritual directross 
—‘repent it in dust and ashes, atone for it by fasting, prayer, 
and ponancs, instead of looking on mo with a countonance as 
light as if thou hadst lost but a button from thy cap,’ 

‘Mothor,’ said Roland, ‘bo appeased ; I will romombor my 
fault in the noxt confession which J havo space and opportunity 
to make, and will do whatever the priest may require of mo in 
atonomant. For tho heaviest faulé I can do no moro. But, 
mother,’ he added, after » moment’s pause, ‘lob mo'not incon 
your farthor displeasure, if I ask whither our journoy is bound, 
and what is its object, Tam no longer a child, but aman, and 
at my own disposal, with down upon my chin and 9 sword by 
my sido; I will go to the ond of the world with you to do you 
pleasure, but I owo it to myself to inquire tho purposo and 
direstion of ow travels,’ 

*Yon owe it to yourself, ungrateful boy!’ replied his rela 
tive, passion rapidly supplying tho colow whigh ago had long 
chagod from hor features, ‘'l’o yourself you owo notihing—you 
can owe nothing ; to mo you owo overything—your life when 
an infant-—your support whon a ohill—~tho means of instrue 
tion and the hopes of honour; and, soonor then thon shouldst 
abandon tho noble enuse to which I havo dovoted thee, would I 
sco theo lio a corpso at my foot!’ 

Roland was alarmed at tho yohomont agitation with which sho 
spoke, and which threatened to overpower hor aged framo ; and 
ho hastened to reply —‘T forget nothing of what I owe to you, 
my dearest mother; show me how my bleod can tustify my 
gratitude, and you shall judge if I sparo it, But blindfold 
obedionco has in it ag little merit ag reason,’ \ 

‘Saints and angels!’ roplicd Magdalen, ‘and do T hear these 
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words from tho child of my hopes, tho nursling by whose bed 
T have knocled, and for whoso weal I have wearied evory saint 
in Heaven with prayors? Roland,. by obedience only canst 
thou show thy «flection and thy gratitude. What avails it 
that you might perchanco adopt the course T propose to thee, 
wore it to be fully oxplained? Thou wouldst not then follow 
my command, but thino own judgmont; thou wouldst not do 
tho will of Heaven, communicated through thy best friend, to 
whom thou owest thino all; but thou wouldst observe the‘ 
blinded dictates of thine own imperfect reason. Hear me, 
Roland! a lot calls thoe—solicits thee—demands thee—the 
proudest to which man can bo dostined, and it uses the voive of 
thine carliost—thy best—thino only friend. Wilt thou resist it? 
Then go thy wey—leayo mo hero ; my hopes on earth are gono 
and withored, Iwill kneol me down before yonder profaned 
altar, and when the raging horetics votwrn, they, shall dye it 
with tho blood of a martyr !’ 

‘But, my dearest mother,’ said Roland Graeme, whose carly 
recollections of hor violence wore formidably renewed by theso 
wild oxprossions of veokloss passion, ‘I will not forsake you—I 
will abido with you: worlds shall not foreo me from your side. 
I will protect—I will defend you ; I will live with you, and dio 
for you! ‘ 

‘Ono word, my son, wore worth all these; say only, “T will 
obey you.”’ 

‘Doubt it not, mothor,’ replied the youth, ‘1 will, and that 
with all my heart ; only——’ 

‘Nay, I vecoive no qualifications of thy promise,’ said Mag- 
dalen Graeme, catching at the word, ‘tho obedionco which I 
require is absolute ; and a blessing on thee, thou darling memory 
of my boloved child, that thou hast power to make a promise 
so hard to human prido! Trust mo well, that in tho design in 
which thou dost ombark thou hast for thy partners the mighty 
and tho valiant, the power of the church, and the pride of the 
noble. Suceoed or fail, live or die, thy namo shall be among 
those with’ whom success ov failure is alike glorious, death or 
life aliko dosivablo, Torward then—forward ! life is short, and 
ow: plan is laborious, Angels, saints, and the whole blessed 
hogt of Heaven have thoir eyes even now on this barren and 
blighted land of Scotland. What say 17 On Scotland? 
Thoir oye is on, ws, Roland—on the frail woman, on the inex- 
perioneed youth, who, amidst tho ruins which sacrilege hath 
made in tho holy place, deyoto themselves to God’s cause, and 
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that of thoir lawful sovereign. Amon, so be it! Tho blessed 
oyes of saints and martyrs, which seo our vosolve, shill witness 
the cxocution; or their cars, which hear our vow, shall hear 
our detth-groan drawn in the sacred cere |? 

While thus spoaking, sho hold Roland Gremo firmly with 
one hand, while she pointed upward with tho other, lo leave 
him, as if wore, no means of protest against the obtestation to 

- which ho was thus made a party. When she had tinishod hor 
appeal to Heaven, she left him no leisure for farther hesitation, 
or for asking any explanation of hér purpose ; but, passing with 
the sume ready transition ay formerly to tho xolicilous atton- 
tions of an anxious parent, overwhelmed hun with questions 
concerning his residence in tho Castle of Avonol, and tho qualitios 
and accomplishments he had required, 

‘It is well,” sho said, when sho had exhausted hor inquiries : 
“my gey goss-hawk * hath been well trained, and will soar high ; 
but those who bred bim will hayo cause to fear as well as to 
wondor at his flight. Let us now,’ sho seid, ‘to our morning 
meal, md care nob though it be a sernty one, A fow hows? 
walk will bring us to moro friendly quarters.’ 

They broke thoty fust aceordingly on such fragmonts as ro- 
mained of their yestorday’s provision, nnd immedintoly set out 
on their farther journoy. Magdalen Grime led the way, with 
a firm and active step much beyond hor years, and Totand 
Greome followed, pensive and anxious, and far from sutisied with 
the state of depondonce to which ho seomed apain to be reduced, 

‘Am 1 for ever, he snid to himself, {0 be devoured with the 
dosira of independence and free agency, and yot to he for ever 
led on by vivewmstances to follow the will of othors ?? 


* Nov Notud, 


CITAPTER X 


Sho dwelt unnoticed and alono, 
Beside tho springa of Dove— 
A maid whom there was noue to praise, 
Anil very few to love, 
Wonvsworen, 


Tw tho course of thoir journey the travellers spoke little to each 
othor, Magdalen Grromo chanted, from time to time, in a low 
voice, a par of some ono of those beautiful old Latin hymns 
which bolong to tho Catholic sorvice, muttered an ave or a 
credo, and so passed on, lost in devotional contemplation. The 
meditations of hor grandson were more bent on mundane 
mattors ; and many a time, as a moorfowl arose from the heath 
and shot along the moor, uttering his bold crow of defiance, he 
thought of the jolly Adam Woodcock and his trusty goss-hawk ; 
or, aa they passed a thicket whore tho low trees and bushes 
were intermingled with tall fern, fwzo, and broom, so as to 
form a thick and intricate cover, his dreams were of a roebuck 
and a braco of gazchounds. But frequently his mind returned 
ta tho benevolent and kind mistress whom he had left behind 
him, offonded justly, and unreconeiled by any effort of his. 
‘My step would bo lighter,’ ho thought, ‘and so would my 
hoart, could I but havo returned to see her for one instant, and 
to say, “Lady, the orphan boy was wild, but not ungrateful !”’ 
Nravelling in these divers moods, about the hour of noon 
thoy reached a small straggling village, in which, as usual, were 
acon one or two of those predominating towers, or pecl-houses, 
which, for reasons of defenco elsewhere dotailed, were at that 
time to be found in every Border hamlet. A brook flowed 
beside the village, and watered the valley in which it stood, 
Thoro wax also 1 mansion at the end of the village and a little 
way separated from it, much dilapidated and in very bad order, 
but appearing to have Leen the abode of persons of some con- 
sidoration, ‘The situation was agreeable, being an angle formed 
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hy the stroam, hearing threo or four large ayenmare-Lroes, which 
woro in full leaf, and gerved to reliove the dark appearanes of 
the mansion, whieh was built of a deep-red stone Cha house 
itsolf was a large one, bul was now obviously too hip, for tho 
inmatos; several windows wore built up, especily those whigh 
oponed from the Jower slory ; thors wore bleoknded ina less 
substantial muner, ‘The court before the door, whieh had once 
«buon defended with a species of low outor wall, now ruinous, 
was payed, bub the stoner wore qomplotoly covored with long 
groy nettles, thistles, and other weeds, which, shooting up 
Dotwixt tho flags, had displaced many of them fvom their 
lovel, Even mattors demanding more peromplory attention 
had boon left neglected, in iu menor which argued sloth or 

+ poverty in the oxtrome. Tho stream, undermining a part of 
tho bank near an anglo of the ruinous wall, had brought it 
down, with a cornor tiwret, the ruins of which Tay in the 
bed of the river, ‘Tho current, intorrmpted by tho eins 
which it had oyerthvown, and turned yot nearer to tho site 
of tha towor, had grontly enlarged the breach ib had mada, 
and was in tho process of undermining the ground on whieh 
the houso itsolf stood, unless it wore speedily protected by 
suMciont bulwarks, 

All this attravted Holand Gremo’s observation, as thoy 
Appronshed the dwolling by x winding path, which gavo them, 
ab intorvals, » viow of it from different, points, 

“TE we go to yonder house,’ he said to his [grand-| mothor, ‘1 
trust it is but for a short visit. Tt looks as if two rainy days 
from the north-west would sond the whole into tho brook.’ 

€Youseo but with the oyes of tho holy,’ suid the old woman 5 
“God will dofond Tlis own, though it be forsukcon and despised 
of mon, Bottor to dwoll ov the sund, wider His lew, than fly 
to the rock of human terns’ 

As sho thus spoke, they entered the court before tho old 
mansion, wend Roland could observe that tho front of ib had 
formorly beon considerably ornamented with curved work, in 
tho samo daxk-coloured frvostone of whieh it was built, But all 
those ornaments had heen woken down and destroyed, and 
only tho shattored yestiges of nichos and eniablatures now 
strowed the placo which they had onco ovcupied, Tho larger 
entrance in front was walled up, but a Tittle footpath, which, 
from its appearance, seemed to bo rarely trodden, led to a small 
wiokot, dofended by a door well clenched with ivon-headed 
nails, ab which Magidalon Grwme knocked threo times, pausing 
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betwiat each Imock, until she heard an answoring tap fiom 
within. At tho last knock, tho wicket was oponed by a palo 
thin fomale, who said, ‘ Benedicti qué veniunt in nomine Domini? 
Thoy entored, and the portress hastily shut behind them the 
wickot, and made fast the massive fastenings by which it was 
secured, 

Tho fomale led the way through « narrow entrance, into a 
veatibulo of somo oxtent, paved with stone, and having benches + 
of the sume solid material ranged around, At the upper end 
was an oriol window, but some of the intervals fonaathe the 
stono shafts and mullions wore blocked up, so that tho apart- 
ment was very gloomy, 

Hero they stopped, and tho mistress of the mansion, for 
such she was, ombraced Magdalen Greme, and grecting her by 
the tille of sister, kixsed her, with much solemnity, on cither 
side of tho face. 

‘The blessing of Our Lady be upon you, my sister,’ were her 
noxt words; and they loft no doubt upon Roland’s mind re- 
specting tho roligion of their hostess, oven if he could have 
suspected his venerable and zealous guide of resting elsewhere 
than in the habitation of an orthodox Catholic. They spoke 
logothor a fow words in private, dwing which he had leisure 
er ee more particularly the appearance of bis grandmother's 
‘riond. 

Tlor age might bo betwixt fifty and sixty; her looks had a 
mixture of melancholy and unhappiness that bordered on dis- 
contont, and obscured the remains of beauty which age had 
still loft on hor foutures. Her dress was of the plainest and 
most ordinary description, of a dark colour, and, like Magdalon 
Grwmo's, something approaching to a religious habit. Strict 
neatness and cleanliness of person scemed to intimate that, if 
poor, she was not reduced to squalid or heart-broken distress, 
and that sho was still sufficiontly attached to life to retain a 
taslo for its Aeconcios, if nob its elegancies. Hor manner, as 
woll ay har features and appearance, argued an original con- 
dition and education far above the meanness of her present 
appearance, Iu short, the whole figure was such as to 
excite the idea, ‘That female must have had a history worth 
Imowing’ While Roland Grame was making this very 
roflection, the whispers of the two females ceased, and the 
mistross of the mansion, approaching him, looked on his face 
and person with much attention, and, as it seemed, some 
interest, 
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‘This, then,’ she said, addressing his relative, ‘is the child 
of thino unhappy daughter, Sister Magdalen ; and him, tho 
only shoot from your ancient tree, you aro willing to dovote to 
the good cause 2” 

‘Yes, by the rood,’ answered Magdalen Grime, in her usual 
tone of resolved dotormination, ‘to the good canso | devote 
hin, flesh and fell, sinew and limb, body and soul !? 

‘Thou art a happy woman, Sister Magdalen,’ answered hor 
companion, ‘that, lified so high above human affection and 
human feeling, thou canst bind such a victim to the horny of 
the altar. Had T been called to make such saorifice—to plunge 
a youth so young and fair into the plots and bloodthirsty deal- 
ings of the time, nob tho patriarch Abralwn, whon ho led 
Isaac up the mountain, would haye rendered more melancholy 
obedicneo.’ 

She then continued to look at Roland with a mournful aspect 
of compassion, until the intentness of her gaze oceasioned his 
colour to rise, and ho was about to movo out of its influence, 
whon ho was stopped by his grandmothor with ong hand, while 
with tho other sho divided the hair upon his forehead, which 
was now crimson with bashfulnoss, while she added, with a 
mixture of proud affection and firm resolution—‘Ay, look at 
him woll, my sistox, for on a faivor faco thine oye never rested. 
I too, when first I sww him, after a long sepnration, folt as the 
worldly fecl, and was half shaken in my purposo, But no wind 
can tour a leaf from tho withored tree which has long been 
atvipped of its foliage, and no mere human casualty can awakon 
the mortal feclings which have long slept in the calm of 
dovotion.’ 

While the old woman thus spoke, her mauner gave the lio 
to hor assertions, for the tears rose Lo hor eyos whilo she added, 
‘But tho fairer and tho more spotless the victim, is it not, 
my sister, the more worthy of aeeeptance?’ Sho seamed glad 
to oscapo from the sensations which agitated hor, und instantly 
added, ‘Ilo will escape, ny sistor: there will bo a ram canght 
in tho thicket, and tho hand of our revolted brethren ghall not 
be on tho youthful Joseph. Uenvon can defend its own rights, 
oven by means of babes and sucklings, of womon and benrdless 
boys.’ 

‘Heaven hath left us,’ said tho other female: ‘for our sins 
and our fathers’ the suecours of the blessed saints have aban- 
doned this accursed land. We may win tho crown of martyrdom, 
but not that of earthly triumph, One, too, whose prudence 
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was tt this decp orisis so indisponsable, has been called to a 
Debtor world. ‘Tho Abbot Eustatius is no more.’ 

‘May his soul havo mercy!’ said Magdalen Gremo, ‘and 
may Heaven, too, have morey upon us, who linger behind in 
this bloody land! Lis loss is indeed » perilous blow to our 
outorprise ; for who remains behind possessing his far-fotched 
oxporienco, his sclf-devoted zeul, his consummate wisdom, and 
his undaunted courage! Ilo hath fallen with the church’s: 
standard in his hand, but,God will raise up another to lift 
the blessed banner. Whom havo tho chapter elected in his 
yoom?? 7 

‘It is rumoured no ono of tho few remaining brethren dare 
avcopt the office, Tho heretics have sworn that they will permit 
no future cloction, and will heavily punish any attempt to create 
a now abbot of St. Mary’s. Conjuraverunt inter se principes, 
Cicentes, Projiciamus laqueos ejus.’ 

© Quousque, Domine?’ ojaculated Magdalon, ‘This, my sister, 
wore indeed a porilous and fatal breach in our band; but I am 
firm in my belicf that another will ariso in the place of him so 
wntimely removed. Whore is thy daughter Cathorine ?’ 

‘In tho parlour,’ answered tho matron, ‘but She 
looked at Roland Greome, and muttered something in the car 
of her friend, 

‘Yoav it not,’ answored Magdalen Grame, ‘it is both lawful 
and necessary ; fear nothing from him: I would ho were as 
woll grounded in the faith by which alono comes safety as he 
ly fvoe from thought, ceed, or speech of villainy. Thorcin is 
tho herotios’ discipline to be commended, my sister, that they 
train up their youth in strong morality, and choko up overy 
inlet to youthful folly,’ 

‘It is but x cleansing of the outside of the cup,’ answered 
her friond—‘a whitening of the sepulchro ; but he shall see 
Cathoring, sinca you, sister, judgo it safo and meot. Follow us, 
youth,’ she added, and led the way from the apartmont with 
hex friend, ‘These wore the only words which the matron had 
addrossed 10 Roland Graeme, who obeyed thom in silence. As 
they paced through several winding passages and waste apart- 
monts with a very slow step, the young page had leisure to 
maka some roflections on his situation—treflections of a nature 
which lis ardont temper considered as specially disagreeable, 
£L seomed he had now got tivo mistresses, or tutoressos, instead 
af ono, both elderly women, and both, it would scem, in league 
to direct hiy motions according to their own pleasure, and for 
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the xecomplishment of plang bo which he was no purty. This, 
he thought, was too much; arguing, reasonnbly onough, that 
whatever right his grandmother and benofietross hid to 
guide his motions, sho was neither entitled to. transfor her 
authority or to divide it with another, who seemed to assume, 
without ceremony, the same tone of absolute command over 
him. 

+ §Bul it shall not long continuo thus,’ thonght Roland; ‘Tt 
will not be all my life the slave-of a woman's whistle, to go 
whon she bids, and come when sho cally, No, hy St. Andrew | 
the hand that can hold the lance is above the control of the 
distal, J will leave thom the slipped collar in thoir hands on 
the first opportunity, and let them oxcoute thoir own devices 
by thoir own propor force. It may save them both from poril, 
for I guoss what thoy moditate is not likoly to prove oither Hue 
or casy: tho Marl of Murray and his heresy wre Loo well rooted 
to be grubbed up by two old women.’ 

As he thus rosolved, thoy entered a low room, in which a 
third fomalo was seatod, ‘This apartmont was tho first ho had 
observed in tho mansion which was furnished with moveablo 
seats, and with a woodon table, over which was luid a pievo of 
tapostry, A carpet was spread on tho floor, there was a grato 
in the chimuoy, and, in brief, the apartment had the air of 
being habitablo and inhabited, 

But Roland’s cyes found better omployment than to make 
observations on the accommodations of the chambor; for this 
socond fomalo inhabitant of tho mansion seomed somothing 
very different from anything he had yet seon there, Ab his 
first entry sho had grootod with # silent and low obvisanco tha 
two aged matrons, thon glancing hor oyes Lowatds Roland, sho 
adjusted a voil which hung baek over her shoulders #0 as to 
bring it ovor hor face--an operation which sho porformed with 
much modosty, but without oithor wected haste or ombarrassed 
timidity. 

During this mancuvre, Roland had time to ohsorve that the 
faco was that of a girl apparontly nob inuch past sixteon, and 
that the oyos wore at onco soft and brilliant. ‘To these very 
favourable observations was added tho cortainty that the fair 
object to whom they roforred possessed an oxcollent shapo, bor- 
dering porhaps on embonpoint, and therefore rather that of a 
Tobe than of a sylph, but beautifully formed, and shown to 
groat advantage by the close jackot and potticoat whieh sho 
wore afior a forcign fashion, tho last nob quite long cnough 


TUE ABBOT 89 


absolutely to conceal a very preity foot, which rested on n bar 
of tho inblo at which sho sate; her round arms and taper 
fingors very busily employed in repairing the pieco of tapestry 
which was sprerd on il, which exhibited several deplorable 
fissures, cnough to demand tho utmost skill of the most expert 
scaumatioss, 

Jt is to bo romarked, that it was by stolen glances that 
Roland Grwme contrived to ascortain theso intoresting particn- 
lars; and he thought he conkd once or tice, notwithstanding 
tho toxture of the veil, detect the damsel in the act of taking 
similar cognizance of his own person, The matrons in+the 
meanwhile continued their sepwrate conversation, eyeing from 
time 10 Lime tho young people, in a mamner which left Roland 
in no doubt that they were tho subject of thoir conversation, 
Ab length he distinetly heard Magdalen Groome say these words 
‘Nay, my sistor, wo must givo them opportunity to speak 
togothor, and to become acquainted ; they must be personally 
known o cach other, or how shall they be able to execute what 
thoy ave ontrusted with ?? 

i tL scomed as if tho matron, not fully satisfied with her friend’s 
reasoning, continued to offer somo objections ; but they were 
borne down by hor more dictatorial friend, 

‘1 must bo so,’ sho said, ‘my dear sister; lot us therefore 
go forth on the balcony to finish ow conversation. And do 
you,’ sho added, addressing Roland and the girl, ‘become ac- 
quainted with cach other’ 

With this she stepped up to tho young woman, and raising 
hoy voil, discovored features which, whatever might bo their 
ordinary comploxion, wore now covered with a universal blush, 

‘ Tacitum sit, said Magdalon, looking at the othor matron. 

6 Vin lieitam,’ voplicd tho other, with roluctant and hositat- 
ing acquiosconce ; and again adjusting the veil of the blushing 
girl, sho dvopped it so as to shade, though not to conceal, her 
countonanes, and whispered to her, in a tone Joud enongh for 
the page 1b hear, ‘Romombor, Catherine, who thon art, and for 
what destined,’ 

Tho matron then retreated with Magdalen Graeme through 
one of the casements of the apartment, that; opened on a large 
broad balcony, which, with its ponderous balustrade, had once 
run along the wholo south front of the building which faced tho 
brook, and formed a pleasant and commodious walk in the open 
air. 1b was now in some places deprived of the balustrade, in 
others broken and narrowed ; but, ruinous as it was, could still 


90 WAVERLEY NoVULS 


be used ase pleasant promenade. ILore then walked tho tio 
anciont demes, busied in their private conversation 5 yob not go 
mttch so but that Roland could observe tho matronsy, as thoir 
thin forms darkened the easemont in passing or repssing before 
it, dart a glanco into tho apartmont, to sco how matlors wer 
going on thoro, 


CHAPTER XI 


Lifo hath ils May, and it is mirthful then ; : 
‘The woods are vocal, and the flowers all odour ; 
Its very blast has mirth in’t—and the maidens, 
The while they don their cloaks to skteen their kirtles, 
Laugh at tho rain thet wets them. 

Old Play. 


Caramnine was at the happy age of innocence and buoyancy of 
spirit whon, after the first moment of embarrassment was over, 
a situation of awkwardnoss like that in which sho was suddenly 
left, to make acquaintance with a handsome youth, not even 
known to hor by name, struck hor, in spite of herself, in a 
ludicrous point of view. Sho bent her beautiful eyes upon the 
work with which she was busied, and with infinite gravity sate 
out the two first turns of tho matrons wpon the balcony ; but 
then glancing her deep blue eye a little towards Roland, and 
obsorving the embarrassment under which he laboured, now 
shifting on his chair, and now dangling his cap, the whole man 
evineing that ho was perfectly at a loss how to open tho con- 
versation, she could keep her composure no longer, but, aftor a 
vain struggle, broke out into a sincore, though a vory involuntary, 
fit of laughing, so richly accompanied by the laughter of her 
merry eyes, which actually glanced through tho tears which tho 
effort filled them with, und by tho waving of her rich tresses, 
that the goddess of smiles herself never lopked more lovely than 
Catherinoat that momont. A court pege would not have left 
hor long alone in her mirth; but Roland was country-bred, and, 
bosidos, having somo jealousy, as well as bashfulness, he took it 
into his head that he was himself tho object of her inextinguish- 
able laughtor. Tis endeavours to sympathise with Catherine, 
thorofore, could carry him no farther than a foreed giggle, 
which had more of displeasure than of mitth in it, and which 
so much onhanced that of tho girl that it seemed to render it 
impossible for her ever to bring her laughter to an end, with 
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whatovor anxious pains sho labonred to do so, Mor every ono 
has folt that when a paroxysm of lenghter has seized him, ab a 
mishecoming timo and place, tho efforts which he malkos to 
suppress it, nay, the very sense of the improprioby of giving way 
to if, tend only to augmont and prolong the irresistible impulse. 

Ut was undoubtedly leley for Catharina, as well as for Roland, 
that the letter did uot share in the excessive mirth of the former, 
«lor scatod as sho was, with hor back to the casement, Catherine 
could easily escape the observation of tho two matrons during 
tho course of their promenade; whereas Greemo was so placed, 
with, his side 40 the window, Unt his mirth, had ho shaved that 
of his companion, would have been instantly visible, and could 
not have failed to give offence to the personages in question, 
Ho sato, howevor, with some impatience, until Catherine had 
oxhauated either her power or her desire of laughing, and was 
returning with good grace to tho exercixe of her needle, and 
then he observed with some dryness, that ‘Tharo seomed no 
grout occasion to recommend to them to improve their acquaint. 
ince, as it soomed that thoy wore already tolorbly familia,’ 

Cathorine had an extrome desire to sot off upon w fresh score, 
but sho repressed it stongly, and fixing hor oyes on hoy work, 
yoplicd by asking his pardon, and promising to avoid futuro 
offence. 

Roland had sonso onough to feel that an air of offended 
dignity was very much misplaced, and that it was with a vory 
different bearing he onght to mect tho deop blue oyes which 
had borne such a hearty burden in tho laughing scone, Ilo 
tried, thorefore, to oxtricato himsolf as well as he could from 
his blundor, by assuming a tone of eorresponding gaioby, and 
yequosting to know of the nymph, ‘I [ow it was her ploasnioe (hat 
thoy should proceed in improving tho acquaintance which had 
conimonced so morrily,’ 

‘That,’ sho suid, Syou must yourself discover; perhaps f have 
gone a stop too fur in opening our interview, 

‘Suppose,’ said Roland Grae, we should bogin xg ine talo- 
hook, by asking each other's names und historias,’ 

‘It is right well imagined,’ said Cathorine, “and shows an 
argule judgmont, De you begin, and | will liston, and only 
put in a question or two at the dark parts of the story. Como, 
unfold then your name and history, my new acquaintance,’ 

‘Lam called Roland Greome, und that tall old woman is my 
grandmother,’ 

‘And your tuloress? Good. Who ave your parents?’ 
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‘Thoy are both dead,’ roplicd Roland. 

‘Ay, but who wore they} You dad parents, I prosume 2? 

‘T supposo wo,’ stid Roland, ‘but T have novor been able to 
learn much of their histary, My father was a Scottish knight, 
who died gallantly in his stixraps; my mothor was a Gimme 
of Tloathergill in the Debateable Land ; most of her family were 
killed whon tho Debateable country was burned by the Lord 
Maxwoll and Ierrics of Cacrlaverock.’ ‘ 

‘Ta it long ago?’ snid the damsel. 

‘Bofore I was born,’ answored tho page. 

‘That must be a great while since,’ said she, shaking, her 
head gravely ; ‘look you, T cannot weep for them,’ 

‘Tt needs not,’ said tho youth, ‘they fell with honou.’ 

‘So much for your lineage, fair six,’ replied his companion, 
‘of whom I like the living specimen (a glance at the casement) 
far less than thoso that are dead. Your much honoured grand- 
mother looks as if she could make one weep in sad earnest, And 
now, fair sir, for your own person; if you tell not the tale 
fastor, it will bo out short in the middlo: Mother Bridget 
pauses longer and longer every time she passes the window, 
and with hor there is as little mirth as in the grave of your 
ancestors.’ 

‘My talo is soon told, I was introduced into the Castle of 
Aveiatia be page to tho lady of the mansion,’ 

‘She is a strict Huguonot, is she not?’ said the maiden. 

‘As strict as Calvin himself. But my grandmother can play 
the Puritan when it suits her purpose, aud she had some plan 
of hor own for quartering mo in the castle; it would have failed, 
howover, after we had remained several weeks at the hamlet, 
but for an wnoxpested mastor of ceremonies—— 

‘And who was that?’ said the girl, 

A large blaok dog, Wolf by name, who brought me into the 
enstle ono day in his mouth like a hurt wild duck, and pre- 
sonted mo to the lady.’ 

‘A mast respectable introduction, truly,’ said Catherine ; 
‘and what might you learn at this samo castle? I love dearly 
to know what my acquaintances can do at need.’ 

‘To fly 1 hawk, halloo to a hound, back a horse, and wield 
lance, bow, and brand.’ : 

‘And to boast of all this when you have learned it,’ said 
Catherino, ‘which, in France at least, is the surest accomplish- 
ment of a page. But proceed, fair sir; how came ‘your 
Huguenot lord and your no less Huguenot lady to receive 
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and keop in the funily xo perilous a person as we Catholia 
page? 

© Boenuso they new nob that part of nay dastory, which fiom 
infiney Lb had heen taught to keep xeetabs aud borane my 
grand-damo's former yealous al (ondned on their horotas evel 
had Jaid all this anapoion to sloop, moat fai Crlipolia, anid tho 
piyo, and in so mying he edged his chair towards the newt of 
vthe fair quorist. , 

‘Nay, but leop your tlinkineo, niont pallet aby? wnswerct 
the blne-cyed maiden, Cor anders TP prently uiiutuke, these 
rovoyond hudios will saan inderruph our tanierble conteaones if 
the nequainguico thoy rocommond shall xeon to procecd bayand 
a cortuin polit; so, fair sir, ho plewsed to abide hy your station, 
and reply to my questions, By wn, achiovenonts did you 
prove the qualities of a page, which you had thas happily 
acquired 1? 

Roland, who began to outer into the Cone and spirit ef tho 
damaol’s conversation, replied to her with becoming spirit, 

‘Ta no feat, fair gontlowomma, was] found inexport, whorein 
thoro was mischief implied. Lt shot swans, hunted eats, fright 
ened soeving-wormon, chasedt the deor, and robbed Che orehard, 
Tsay nothing of Lormenting tho aluplain in various wayx, for 
that was my duty ase good Catholic? 

‘Now, as Tam a gontlowomun,’ said Catherine, “1 dink these 
heretics have dono Catholic ponmwe in ontorlatining xo all- 
aovomplished uw servinganan! And what, fuir six, night lieve 
beon tho unhappy ovent which deprived them of wn innate 
ltogothor so ostimable 7? 

“Tenly, fai gonUowoman, answered tho youth, Fyour real 
provorh says that tho longest lene will have w tbarninys, aud mine 
way movo — fb was, in fing, v (ining of? 

“Coot? said tho mory young maidon, il ix am apt play on 
tho word, And what ocamion wai taken for se dnportant 
enlustrophe? Nay, stuart not for any Isuning, bide knew tho 
aehools --in plain phrase, why wore yor sont from seryions? 

Tho page shragyed his shoulders while he replied, CA short 
tale is soon told, aud a short horse soa curried Toinule 
tho faleoner’s boy taate of my Rwitdh ¢ he faloonor threatened 
to mako mo brook his cudgel, Uo ine kindly clown as well as 
a stout, and T would rather have been oudgellead by him than 
any nan in Christendom to olioose ; but [new not his qualities 
ab Uhab lime, so T threnoned toinako hin brook the stab, and 
my Tady made ime brook tho  Brygune "yao aulign to the page's 
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offica and the fair Castile of Avenel. I had not travelled far 
bofore L mot my venorable pmont. And so tell your talo, frir 
gontlowoman, for mino is done.’ 

‘A happy grandmothor,’ said the maiden, ‘who had the Inck 
to find the stay page just whon his misticss had slipped his 
Ioash, and a most Incky page that has jumped at onco from a 
page to un old lady’s gontloman-usher Y 

‘All this is nothing of your history,’ answered Roland Graeme, . 
who began 10 be much interested in the congenial vivacity of 
this facetious young gentlewoman—‘talo for tale is fellow- 
travellers’ justice.’ 

‘Wait till we aro fellow- -travollors, then,’ replied Catherine. 

‘Nay, you escape me not so,’ said the page; ‘if you deal 
not justly by mo, I will call out to Dame Bridget, or whatever 
your damo be called, and proclaim you for a cheat.’ 

‘You shall not need,’ answered the maiden. ‘My history is 
tho counterpart of your own; the same words might almost 
serve, change but dress and name, I am called Catherine 
Seyton, and I also am an orphan’ 

‘Tavo your parents been long dead 7’ 

‘That is the only question,’ said she, throwing down her fine 
oyos with x suddon expression of sorrow—‘that is the only 
question I cannot laugh at,’ 

‘And Damo Bridget is your grandmother?” 

Tho suddon cloud passed away like that which crosses for 
an ingtant the summer sun, and she answered, with her usual 
livoly oxpression, ‘Worso by twenty degrees—Damo Bridget is 
my maiden aunt,’ 

‘Over God’s forabode |? said Roland, ‘Alas! that you have 
such a tale to tell! And what horror comes next? 

‘Your own history, oxactly, J was taken upon trial for 
sorvico-———’ 

‘And turned off for pinching the duenna, or affronting my 
lady's waiting-voman 9’ 

‘Nay, gur history vais there,’ said the damsel. ‘Ow 
mistress broke up house, or had her hoyso broke up, which is 
tho sumo thing, and I am a freo woman of the forest.’ 

‘And Tam as glad of it as if ony one had lined my doublet 
with cloth of gold,’ said the youth. 

‘T thank you for your mirth,’ suid she, ‘but the matter is 
not likely to concern you,’ 

‘Nay, but go on,’ said the page, ‘for you will be prosontly 
interrupted ; the two good dames have been souring yonder on 
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the balcony, like two old hooded crows, and their oroal: grows 
hoarsor us night comes on; thoy will wing fo roost prosuntly, 
This mistress of yours, fair goullowomen, who was sho, in Gots 
nune 

©O, sho has a faie name in the world, replied Catherine 
Soyton. ‘ow ludios kept a fairer house, or hold move gentle. 
womon in hor householkl; my aunt Bridget was one of her 

. housekeopors. We neyor saw our mistross’s blowsed fico, fo he 
sure, but wo heard onongh of hor; wero up ently and down 
Into, and were kept to long prayers and light food,’ 

€Ont upon tho porurions old boldan !? said the page, 

“Hor Honven’s suko, blaspheme not]? suid the pirl, with an 
oxpression of foar. Cod pardon us both! Taneant no hmm, 
F spoak of onr blessed St. Cathorine of Sienna! ony God 
forgive mo that T spoke so lightly, and made you do a great 
sin and a grewt blasphomy! ‘Chis was hor nunnery, in whieh 
thoro wore tvelve nuns and an abbess, My aunt was the 
abboss, till the horeties turned all adrift, 

‘And whore ave your companions? asked the youth, 

With tho lust year's snow,’ wawored tho maidon--‘cast, 
north, south, and west: some to France, gomo to Thunders, 
somo, I fea, into the world mud its pleasures, Wo havo pot 
pormission to romuin, or rathor our remaining law been con 
mived at, for my aunt has great rolations among the Korrs, and 
they hayo threatened a death-feud if any ono touches ws; and 
bow and spoar ave tho bost warrants in thesyo Gimes.! 

‘Nay, then, you sib under © sure shadow,’ suid the youth ; 
‘and I sanpote you wopt yoursol? blind whon St. Cathorine 
broke up housekeeping boforo you had taken avles in her 
service” . 

‘Tfush! for Ifenvon’s siuke,’ said the damsol, evossing horsclf, 
‘no moro of that! Bub 7 have not quite evied ny ayes aut,’ 
ssuid she, turning them upon him, and instantly again bonding 
them upon hor work, Tb was one of those glances which would 
require tho threefold: plate of brass arownd tha heut, move 
than ib is needed hy the marinors to whom [forage recommends 
it, Our youthful page had no defence whatever to olfor. 

“What say you, Cuthorine,’ ho suid, if wo two, thus simngely 
Qauned ont of servico at the sume time, shonkd give our two 
most youorable duennas the torch to hold, while wo walk a 
merry measure with cach other over tho flour of this weary 
world 2? ‘ ‘ 

‘A goodly proposal, truly,’ suid Catherine, Cand worthy the 
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madeap brain of a discarded page! And what shifts decs your 
worship propose we should live by?—by singing ballads, cut- 
ting purses, or swaggering on the highway? for thoe, [ think, 
you would find your most productive exchequer,’ 

‘Choose, you proud peat!’ said the page, drawing off in 
huge disdain at tho calm and unembarragsed ridicule with 
which his wild proposal was recoived, And as ho spoke tho | 
words, the casement was again darkened by tho forms of tho 
matvons; it opened, and admitted Magdalen Graeme and the 
mother abbess, 60 wo must now stylo hor, into the apartment. 


x1 


CTIAPTRId XIT 


> Nay, hear ma, brothor ; Tam olor, wisvr, 
Aut holior than thou. And age, and wisdom, 
Aud holiness, have poromptory claims, 
And will le listen’ to, 
Okt Play, 


Wren tho matrons ro-entored, and put an ond to tho conyorsa- 
tion which wo have detailed in tho last chaptor, Damo Mug. 
dalon Gromo thus addressed her grandson and his protty com- 
panion ; ‘Mayo you spoko togethor, my childven? Uavo you 
Lecome known to cach other as follow-travellors on tho sume 
dark and dubious road, whom vhunce hath brought together, 
and who study to lown Gho tompers and dispositions of thosa 
by whom their porils ave to bo shaved #? 

It was seldom tho Jight-hourted Cathorine could suppress a 
jost, so that sho often spoke whou sho would have avted moro 
wisely in holding her peaco. 

“Your grandson admires the journey which you propoxo 40 
vory greatly that ho was oven now preparing for sobling: owt 
upon it instantly,’ 

“This is to be too forward, Roland,’ said tho dame, address 
ing hin, ‘as yosterday you wore ovor slack; tho just meu 
lies in obedionce, whieh both waits for the signal do start and 
obvys ib whon given, Bub ones again, my children, lave you 
so pornsed ench other's countonmucos thet, whon you meaty in 
whatever disguise the timos may imposo upon you, you may 
rocognixe cael in the othor the xeeret agont of the mighty work 
in which you aro to be leagued? Look at euch other, know 
cach line and lincment of oneh obher's countenance, Len 
to distinguish by tho step, by the somul of tho voices, hy the 
motion of the hand, by the glunco of the oye, the pariner whom 
Tfervon hath sont to aid in working its will, Will thou kuow 
that maiden, whensoever or whoresoover you shall again moot 
her, my Roland Greme?? 
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As readily as truly did Roland answer in tho afirmative. 

‘And thou, my daughter, wilt thou again remember the 
features of this youth?’ 

‘Truly, mother,’ replied Catherine Seyton, ‘I havo not seen 
so many men of Jate thet I should immediately forget your 
grandson, though I mark not much wbout him that is deserving 
of special remembrance,’ 

‘Join hands, then, my children,’ said Magdalen Gram; but, 
in saying so, was interrupted by her companion, whose con- 
yentunl projudices had been gradually giving her more and 
more uneasiness, and who could remain acquicscent no longer, 

‘Nay, my good sistor, you forget,’ said sho to Magdalen, 
‘Catherine is the betrothed bride of Heavon; these intimacies 
cannot be.’ 

‘It is in the causo of Heavon that I command thom to om- 
braco,’ said Magdalen, with tho full force of her powerful voice ; 
‘tho end, sister, sanctifies tho means we must use.’ 

‘They call ma lady abbess, or mother at tho least, who 
address mo,’ said Damo Bridget, drawing horself up, as if 
offended at her friend’s authoritative manner; ‘tho Das of 
Hoathergill forgets that sho speaks to the abbess of St, 
Catherine,’ 

‘When I was what you call me,’ said Magdalen, ‘you indeed 
wore tho abbess of St. Catherine; but both names aro now 
gono, with all the rank that tho world and that the church gavo 
to them; and wo are now, to the oye of human judgment, two 
poor, despised, oppressed women, dragging our dishonoured old 
ago toa humblo grave. But what are wo in the eyo of Heaven? 
Ministors, sont forth to work His will, in whose weakness the 
suongth of the church shall bo manifested, before whom shall 
be humbled tho wisdom of Murray and the dark strength of 
Morton, And to such wouldst thou apply the narrow res of 
thy cloistored seclusion ? or hast thou forgotten tho order which 
T showed theo from thy suporior, subjecting theo 19 me in these 
mutters? ¢ 

“On thy head, then, bo tho scandal and the sin,’ said the 
abboss, sullenly. 

On mino be thoy both,’ said Magdalon. ‘T say, embrace 
cach other, my children.’ 

But Cathorino, aware, porhaps, how the dispute was likely 
to terminate, had escaped from the apartment, and so dis- 
appointed tho grandson at least as much as the old matron, 

‘She is gone,’ said tho abbess, ‘to provide somo little re- 
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feeshmont. But it will have little savour to thoye who dwell 
in the world; for L, at least, cannot disponse wilh tho rules to 
which T am yowed, because ib is the will of wicked men to 
Lrewk down the sanetuery in whieh Chey wout Lo be observed, 

“4b is well, my sislor” roplied Magdalen, ‘Lo pay eneh even 
tho smallest tithes of mint and cummin which tho church 
domtnds, and I blame not thy seruputows observancy of tho 
rulos of thine order, But they wero established by the ehurch, 
and for tho chureh’s honefit; and reaxon it is that they should 
give way whon the halyation of the clunch hergel! is ab stake,’ 

Tho abbess mado uo reply, 

Ono moro agquainted with hunian nature than the inox peri 
oneed page might have found amusement in comparing: tho 
different kinds of fanaticism which theso to females oahibited, 
Tho abbess, timid, narrow-minded, and discontented, elmg to 
anciont usages and pretensions whieh wero onded by the Refor- 
mation, and was in advorsity, as sho hud been in prosperity, 
scrupulous, wenlt-spirited, and bigoted; while the fiery and 
moro lofty spirit of her companion suggested a wider field of 
eforl, und would not bo limited by ordinary rules in the 
extraordinary schemes which wore suggested by hor bold and 
irrogthy imagination. Bul Roland Gronie, instead of tracing 
these peculiarities of chuacler in tho two old damos, only 
waited with grout auxioty for the return of Cathoring, espocting 
probably that tho proposal of tho fraternal embrace would he 
renowed, a8 his grandmother soemed disposed to carry mabters 
with a high hand. 

Tis oxpeotetiony, or hopes, if wo muy call them xo, wore, 
howovor, disappointed ; for, whon Cathorin ro-ontored on tho 
summons of tho abbosk, and placod on the tablo an eurthon 
pitehor of water, and four wooden phuttors, with ats of the 
seme matorids, tho Damo of Heathorpill, autisfied with tho 
wbitrary modo in which sho had lorno down tho opposition 
of tho abbess, pursued hor victory no furthe a madoration 
for which hoy grandson, in his heart, relumned hor dub slonder 
thanks, 

Tu tho meanwhile, Cathorino continued to place upon the 
tablo tho slender proparations for the meal of vw roeluso, whieh 
consisted alnoxt entirely of eolowort, boiled, aud served np in 
a wooden platter, having no hetter seasoning than a little salt, 
and no better accompaniment than somo coarse barloy-bread in 
very moflorate quantity. Tho water-pitcher alrendy montionod 
furnished tho only beverage, Aftor u Latin grace, delivered by 
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tho abbess, the guesis sat down to thoiy sparo entertainmont. 
‘The simplicity of the faro appeared to produce no distaste in 
the fomalos, who ato of it moderatoly, but with tho usual appen- 
ance of appetite. But Roland Gramo had beon used 10 better 
cheer. Sir Halbert Glendinning, who affected oven an wausual 
degree of nobleness in his housckesping, maintained it in a 
style of gonial hospitality which rivalled that of the northorn 
barons of England. He might think, porhaps, that by doing’ 
so ho acted yet more completely the part for which he was born 
-—that of a great baron and a leader. Two bullocks and six 
sheep weekly were the allowance when the baron was at home, 
and the number was not greatly diminished diving his absence, 
A boll of malt was weekly brewed into ale, which was used by 
the household at discretion, Bread was baked in proportion for 
the consumption of his domestics and retainers ; and in this 
scene of plenty had Roland Graeme now lived for several years, 
[t formed a bad introduction to lukewarm greens and spring 
water; and probably his countenance indicated some sense of 
the difforenco, for the abbess obsorved, ‘It would seem, my son, 
that tho tables of the heretic baron, whom you havo so long 
followed, are more daintily furnished than those of the suffering 
danghters of the church; and yet, not upon tho most solemn 
nights of festival, whon the nuns wore permitted to cat thoir 
portion at mino own table, did I consider the cates which 
wore then served up as half so delicious as those vogetables 
and this water, on which I profer to fecd, rather than do 
aught which may derogate from the strictness of my vow. It 
shall never be said that tho mistross of this house mado it 
a houso of feasting whon days of darkness and of affliction 
wore hanging over the Iloly Church, of which I am an un- 
worthy membor,’ 

‘ Woll hast thou said, my sister, roplicd Magdalon Graomo ; 
“but now ib is not only timo to suffer in the good causa, but to 
act in it, And since our pilgrim’s meal is finished, let ws go 
apart to peoparo for our journey of to-morrow, and to adviso on 
tho mannor in which those childron shall bo employed, and 
what measures wo can adopt to supply their thoughtlossness 
and lack of discrotion.”’ 

Notwithstanding ‘his indifforent cheer, tho heart of Roland 
Gremo bounded high at this proposal, which ho doubted not 
would lead to another téte-d-téte botwixt him and the pretty 
novice, But he was mistaken, Catherine, it would seem, had 
no mind go far to indulgo him; for, moved cither by delicncy 
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or enprice, or Homo of those indesxaribnble sheces hot wixt tho one 
and tho other with which women love bo teaze, and ab the sun 
timo to eeptivate, tho ruder gex, she reminded: the abboss that 
ib was nocesswy sho should retire for au howe hofore vespors 3 
and, receiving the ready and approving nod of hor superior, 
sho arose to withdraw, But, before leaving the uparinont, she 
mado obvisanes to tho matrons, bonding hersell il bo ands 
touched her kneoy, and then nude a lesser reverence to Roland, 
which consisted in e slight bend af the body and yontle depres: 
sion of the hod. ‘This sho porformed very demuroly ; ut the 
parby on whom the suutation was conforred thought hoe could 
discon in her manner an arch and mischievous exultation over 
his seorob disappointmont. “Tho devil take the siuoy girl,’ he 
thought in his heart, though the presence of the wbhbess should 
have repressod wll such profano inaginations, ‘sho id as hurd 
hearted as the Inughing hyrona that the story-books tell of: 
sho has a mind thet J shall not forgob her this uight at 
lonst.’ 

Tho mutrons now retired also, giving the pugo totadersiand 
that ho was on no revonnt to stir from the convent, or to show 
himself at tho windows, the abbess assigning aa a reason tho 
rondiness with which the rude herotics canght ub every occasion 
of scandalising tho roligious orders. 

“This is worso than the rigow® of My, Toury Warden hin 
solf, said tho page, when ho was left dono; ‘toy tu do him 
justice, howovor strich in requiring the moxt rigid alfantion 
during tho time of his homilios, he loft us to the freedom of 
our own wills aftorwards ; ay, and would tule a shave ii ou 
pastimos, Loo, if ho thenght thom entirely immocent. Rub these 
old women aro utlorly wrap6 up in gloom, mystory, and soll 
doninl. Well, thon, if | must noithor alir ont of the gato aor 
look out at window, L will a lewst seo what Cho inside of the 
houso contains that may help to pass mway one's blimey por 
advonture 1 may light on that blue oyed Tanghor in sone comer 
or othox,? 

Going, therefore, out of tho chunbor by the entrance opporita 
fo thet through which tho two matrous Tul departed (for ib 
may bo vondily supposed that he had no desire to intrude on 
their privacy), ho wandered from one elamber to another, 
through tho dosorted edifice, seuking with boyish cayormess 
some source of intoresb or mmusemont, Tore ho passot 
throngh « long gulory, oponing on vither hand into the litule 
colls of the nuns, al} desorted, and deprived of tho fow 
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trifling articles of furniture which the rules of tho order 
adimitled, 

‘Tho birds are flown,’ thought tho page; ‘but whother they 
will find themselves worse off in the open air than in these damp 
narrow cagos, I lenvo my lady abbess and my vonorablo relativo 
to settle botwixt thom. T think the wild young lark whom they 
have left behind them would like best to sing under God’s free 
sky. . 

we winding stair, strait and narrow, as if to remind the nuns 
of their duties of fast and’ maccration, led down to a lower 
suite of apartments, which oveupied the ground story of, the 
. house. Theso rooms were evon more ruinous than those which 
he had left; for, having oncountered the first fury of the as- 
sailants by whom the nunnery had been wasted, the windows 
had been dashed in, the doors broken down, and even the par- 
titions betwixt the apartments in some places destroyed. As 
he thus stalked from desolation to desolation, and began to 
think of returning from so uninteresting a rescarch to the 
chamber which he had left, he was surprised to hear the low 
of a cow vory close to him. ‘The sound was so unexpected at 
the time and place that Roland Gremo started as if it had 
been tho voice of a lion, and laid his hand on his dagger, while 
at the same momont the light and lovely form of Cuthorino 
Seyton prosented itself at the door of the apartment from which 
tho sound had issued. 

‘Good even to you, valiant champion !’ said she; ‘since the 
days of Guy of Warwick, never was one more worthy to encounter 
a dun cow,’ 

Cow | said Roland Graomo, ‘by my faith, I thought it had 
beon the dovil that roared so noar mo, Who ever heard of a 
convent containing a cow-house ?’ 

‘Cow and calf may como hither now,’ answered Cathorino, 
‘for we have no means to keop out cither, But I advise you, 
kind si, to return to tho place from whonco you camo,’ 

‘Not {ill I see your charge, fair sisler, answered Roland, 
and mado his way into the apartmont, in spite of the half- 
xorious, half-laughing remonstrances of the girl. 

The poor solitary cow, now the only severe reoluso within 
the nunnery, was quartored in a spacious chamber, which had 
once beon the refectory of the convent. The roof was graced 
with groined arches, and the wall with niches, from whieh the 
images had been pulled down, These remnants of archi- 
tectural ornaments wore strangely contrasted with tho rudo 
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orib constructed for the cow in one corner of tho apartment, 
and the slack of foddor which was piled eside ib for hor 
food.* 

“By my fnith,’ said the page, ‘Crombie is moro lordly ladyed 
than any one hove 1’ 

©You had beat romain with hor,’ suid Cathorine, ‘and supply 
by your filial attontions the oflkpring sho has had the i luck 
sto lose,’ 

“T will romain, ab least, to help you to propre her nights 
lair, probty Cathorine,’ suid Roland, seizing, upon ev pitehfork, 

By no means,’ said Catherine ; ‘for, besidos thet you know 
not in the least how to do her that sorvico, you will bring a 
chiding my way, and L got enough of that in the voyular course 
of things,” 

‘What! for accepting my assistance? Keid tho page. ‘for 
accepting, my assistunce, who tun to ho your confedorato i somo 
deop matter of import} ‘Chat wore altogethor unreanonablo 5 
and, now L think on it, tell me, if you can, whut is this mighty 
emprise to which I un destined 2” 

‘Robbing » bird’s nost, L should suppose,’ suid Catherino, 
‘considering tho champion whom thoy hive solocted,’ 

‘By my faith,’ said the youth, ‘and ho thet bas takon a 
fuleon’s nest in the seams of Polmoodia has dono somethings 
to brag of, my fair sistor, But that is all over now: a mu: 
rain on the nest, and the oyases and their food, washed or 
unwashed, for it was all anon of cramming these worthlesy 
kites that 1 way sont upon my presont travels. Save thet | 
havo mot with you, pretty sislor, | could eat: my drygpor hilt 
for yovation at my own folly. Bui, ns wo are lo bo follow: 
travellers ——~ 

‘Follow-labourors, nob fellow-travellors,’ anawored tho girl ; 
‘for to your comforl bo it known, that the lady abhoxs and | 
sol out earlier than you mud your respected rolative to morrow, 
and that 1 partly enduro your company ab present beenuse it 
may bo long ore wo meol again,’ 

‘By St. Androw, but tb shall not, though, ansvored 
Roland; 1 will not hunt at all unless wo are to dimt in 
couples,’ 

‘I suspoot, in that and in other points, we must do as wa 
avo bid,’ voplied tho young Indy. But hark! | hear my amnt's 
voico,’ 

Tho old lady ontored in good oarnest, md darted wu sovero 

* Hee Nunumry of Ab, Billgot. Noto 6, 
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glance at her niece, while Roland had tho ready wit to busy 
himself about the halter of the cow. 

‘Tho young gentleman,’ said Catherine, gravely, ‘is helping 
me to tie the cow up faster to her stake, for 1 find that last 
night, when she put her head out of window and lowed, she 
alarmed the whole village; and we shall bo suapected of sor- 
cory among the herotics if they do not discover the cause of 
tho apparition, or lose our cow if they do.’ 

‘Reliove yourself of that, fear,’ said the abbess, somewhat 
ixonically ; ‘the person to whom she is now sold comes for the 
animal presently.’ ’ 

‘Good-night, then, my poor companion,’ said Catherine, 
patting the animal’s shoulders; ‘I hope thou hast fallen into 
kind hands, for my happiest hours of late have been spent in 
tending thee, I would I had been born to no better task !? 

‘Now, out upon thee, mean-spirited wench !’ said the abbess ; 
‘is that a speech worthy of the name of Seyton, or of the 
mouth of a sister of this house, treading the path of election ; 
and to be spoken before a strangor youth, too! Go to my 
oratory, minion; there read your Zowrs till I come thithor, 
whon I will vead you such a lecture as shall make you prize 
the blessings which you possess,’ 

Cuthorine was about to withdraw in silence, casting a half- 
sorrowful, half-comic glance at Roland Graeme, which seemed 
to say, ‘You see to what your untimely visit has e\posed me,’ 
when, suddenly changing her mind, she camo forward to the 
page, and extended her hand as she bid him good evoning. 
Their palms had pressed cach other oro tho astonished matron 
could interfere, and Catherine had time to say, ‘ Vorgive me, 
mothor ; it is long sinco we havo seen a fneo that looked with 
Kindness on us, Since theso disorders have broken wp our 
poacoful rotreat all has beon gloom and malignity. IT bid this 
youth kindly farewell, because ho has como hither in kindness, 
and because the odds aro great that we may nover again meot 
in this warld. I guess better then he that the schemes on 
whioh you aro rushing avo too mighty for your management, 
and that you are now setting the stono a-rolling which must 
surely crush you in its doscont, I bid farewell,’ she added, 
‘to my fellow-vietim |’ 

This was spoken with a tone of deep and serious fecling, 
allogether different from the usual levity of Catherine’s manner, 
and plainly showed that, beneath the giddiness of oxtromo 
youth and tolal inexperience, there lurked in her bosom a 
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deopor powor of sonse and fecling than hor conduct laud hithorta 
expressed, 

Tho abboss remained w moment silent ater sho had left the 
yoom. ‘Tho proposed robulo died on her tongue, and she ap 
peared sleuck with the deep and foreboding tone in whieh hor 
nigco had spoken her good even, She led the way in silence to 
the apartment which they hal formerly oecupicd, and whore 
thoro was propured a smull refection, asx the ebboss bomued it, 
consisting of mille and buvloy-brgad.  Magdaton Criomo, sim 
moned to take share in this collation, appeared froma in adjoin 
ingy apartment; but Cathorino was scun no more, ‘hore was 
little said during tho hasty monl, and after it was finished 
Roland Gramo was dismissed to tho nearest coll, whore some 
proparations had been mado for his repose. 

Tho strange circumstances in which he found himxolf had 
their usual offvot in proventing slumber from hastily dexcond- 
ing on him, and he could distinetly hou, by a low but carnost 
murmuring in the apartmont which ho had loft, that tho 
matrons continued in deop consultation to a Tnty hour, As 
they soparated, ho heard tho abboss distinctly oxpross horsolf 
thus; ‘In e word, my sister, T vonorate your ghaneter and tho 
anthority with which my superiors havo invested you; yob tt 
seoms to mo thul, oro ontoring on this porilous course, wo 
should consult some of tho fathers of the church,’ 

‘And how and whoro aro wo to find a faithful alas or 
abbot at whom to ask counsel? ‘Tho faithful Mustatiun ix no 
moro: ho is withdrawn from a world of ovil, and from the 
tyranny of horotios. May Jlowyon and Our Lady assoilaio him 
of his ging, and abridgo tho ponaneo of his mortul julivmitios | 
Whore shall wo find anothor with whom to tulko counsol 1? 

‘Thoaven will provide for tho olinreh,’ suid the abbers; Gmd 
tho faithful fathers who yot ave sulfered bo rennin in tho house 
of Konnaquhair will proceed to oleot an abbot. hey will not 
sulfor the Kutt to fall down, or tho mitro to bo walilled, for the 
threats of horosy.’ ‘ 

“That will T loam to-morrow,’ said Maygtalon Comino; Syot 
who now takes tho office of an hour, save to partie with the 
apoilors in theiv work of plundor? ‘To-morrow will toll as if ono 
of tho thousand saints who avo sprung from tho honko of St. 
Mary’s continuos to lool down on it in its misery, Iwrewull, 
my sister, wo moot at Hdinbirgh,’ 

‘Benedicite /’ answored the abboss, and thoy parted. 

‘To Kennaquhair and to Mdinburgh we bond our way,! 
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thought Roland Gieme. ‘That information hayo I pnrehnsed 
by a sleepless hour: it suits woll with my purpose. At Kon- 
naquhair [ shall sce Fathor Ambrose ; at Edinburgh I shall find 
the means of shaping my own cowse through this bustling 
world, without burdoning my affectionate rolation; at Mdin- 
burgh, too, I shall see again the witching novice, with her bluo 
eyes and hor provoking smile,’ THe fell asleep, and it was to 
dveam of Catherine Seyton. 
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What, Dagon up again! T thonght wo had burl’ hin 
Down on the thiexhold never oid bo rise, 
Bring wedgo aad axo; and, neighbours, lend your hands, 
Aud rive tho idat into wiator fagats t 
Athelstune, or the Converted Duane, 


Ropaxd Graam slopt long and sound, and tho sun wes high 
ovor the horizon when tho yoice of lis companion summoned 
him to rostime their pilgrimage; and when, hastily arranging 
his dress, ho wont to attend her ell, Ghe endhusiastia matron 
stood wlrondy at bho threshold, prepared for hor journey. hore 
was ii all tho doportmont of this romarkable woman a prompti- 
tudo of oxccution, and nv stommoss of porsoveranco, founded on 
tho funnticism which sho nursed so deeply, and whigh seemed 
to absorb all tho ordinary purposes sat Ivolings of mortality, 
One only human affection gleaned throagh her onthusiastie 
onorgios, liko tho broken glimpses of tho sun through tho rising 
clouds of a storm. 14 was hor matornal fondness for hor grand. 
son—w fondness carried utmost bo the voryo of dotuge in otros 
stances whore tho Catholic roligion was not concernetl, bub whieh 
guvo way instantly whon it chanced either to thwart or cone 
in contact with tho more sobtled propose of hor xoul, aid the 
more dovotad duty of her life, Uer lita sha would williugly 
havo laid down to seve tho earthly object of hor tlleation 5 but 
that object itsolf sho was ready to heauvd, and wold have been 
willing to suorifies, could tho restoration of the Churah of Rome 
have boon purchased with his blood. Her discourse hy the way, 
oxeopting on the few oecasions in which hor oxtrome love of hoy 
grandson found opportunily to displuy itself in anxioty for hin 
health and accommodation, tuned entirely on the divy of 
raising wp the fallon honours of (he church, wad replacing 
‘Catholic soveroign on the throne, ‘There wero times at which 
sho hinted, though vory obscurely and distantly, that sho 
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horself was foredoomed by Ileayon to perform a part in this 
important task; and that she had more than mero human 
warranty for the zeal with which sho engaged in it, But on this 
subject sho expressed hersclf in such general language that it 
was not casy to decide whether sho made any actual protonsions 
to a direct and supernatural call, like the celobrated Klizaboth 
Bavion, commonly called the Nun of Kent;* or whether she | 
only dwelt upon the genoral duty which was incumbent on all 
Catholics of the time, and the pressure of which she felt in an 
extraordinary dogree. 

Yet, though Magdalen Greemo gaye no direct intimation! of 
hor pretensions to be considered as something beyond the 
ordinary class of mortals, tho demeanour of one or two persons 
amongst tho travellers whom they occasionally met, as they 
onterod the more fertile and populous part of the valley, seemed 
to indicate their belief in her superior attributes. It is true 
that two clowns, who drove before them a herd of cattle; one 
or two villugo wenches, who seemed bound for some morry- 
making ; a strolling soldier, ina rusted morion; and a wander- 
ing student, as his threadbaro black cloak and his satchel of 
hooks proclaimed him, passed our travellers without observa- 
tion, or with a look of contempt; and, moreover, that two or 
threo children, attracted by tho appearance of a dross s0 nearly 
vesembling that of a pilgrim, joincd in hooting and calling, 
‘Out upon the old mags-mongor!’ But one or two, who 
nourished in thoir bosoms respect for the downfallon hiorarchy, 
casting first a timorous glance around, to sce that no ono 
observed thom, hastily crossed themsolves, bent their kneo to 
Sister Magdalen, by which name they saluted hor, kissed her 
hand, or even the hom of hor dulmatiquo, received with humility 
tho benedicite with which sho repaid their obcisnuce ; and then 
starting up, and again looking timidly round to seo that they 
had beon unobserved, hastily vosumed thoir journey. Tyven 
whilo within sight of porsons of the prevailing faith, there were 
individualg bold cnough, by folding their arms and bending 
thoir head, to givo distant and silent intimation that they 
veoognised Sister Magdalen, and honoured alike her person snd 
her purpose. 

Sho failed not to notico to her grandson theso marks of 
honour and respect which from time to timo sho recoived. 
You. seo,’ sho said, ‘ my son, that the enomics have beon unable 
altogethor to suppross the good spirit, ov to root out the truco 

* Soo Note 6, 


110 WAVERLEY NOVELS 


sued. Amid horoties and svhismaties, spoilers of tho churol’s 
lands, and scoffory wt saints mid snoratmonts, thore is left on 
remnant,’ 

‘16 is truco, my mother,’ said Roland Gremo ; “hut methinks 
thoy avo of a quality which ean help us tut little, See you not 
all those who wear stecl at thoir side, and bon narks of better 
quality, ruMle past us as Choy would past the momest hoppers 4 
“for those who give us any marks of xympathy we tho poorest 
of tho poor, and most outcast of tho needy, who have neither 
bread to sharo with ws, nor swords to defend na, wor alll do 
uso them if thoy hud. ‘That poor wretch that last knegled to 
you with such deop devotion, and who seamed emnciated by 
the touch of some wasting disease within, and the grasp of 
poverty without—thut palo, shivering, mixcrable enitif, how can 
he aid the groat schomes you meditate t? 

‘Much, my son,’ said the matron, with moro onilduess than 
tho pago porhaps expected. ‘Whon tht pious son of the 
chiveh returns from tho shrine of St. Ringan, whithor he now 
travels by my counsel, and by the wid of good Catholics avhen 
ho roturns healed of his wasting malady, high in health wud 
strong in limb, will not the glory of his faithfulness, and its 
miraculous reward, speak loudor in tho cars of this besotted 
peoplo of Scotland than the din which iy wookly mado ina 
thousand horotical pulpits ?? 

‘Ay, but, mother, T four tho saint's hand is out. 16 is long 
since we have heard of a miracle performed ab St, Ringaw’s,’ 

The matron male a dead pause, and, with a voieo tremutons 
with omotion, asked, ‘Art thon so unhappy ax bo doubt the 
powor of tho blossud saint?” 

‘Nay, mother,’ the youth hastened to reply, 4 helieve ws the 
Tloly Chareh commands, and doubt not Ste Ringaa’s power of 
healing; but, bo it sid with rovereneo, he huth nob af hte 
showod tho inclination,’ 

» And has this Iand desorved it@? suid the Catholio mutron, 
advancing hastily whilo she spoke, uitil sho altained the sum, 
mit of a risiny ground, oyor which tho path led, and thon stand. 
ing again still, ‘Hore’ sho snid, Cstood the gross, ho limites 
of the helidomo of St. Mary’s—-here, on this ontience, fron 
which the oye of the holy pilgrim might first cateh a view of 
thet angiont monastery, the light of the land, tho abado of 
saints, and tho grave of monarchs, Whoro is now thas emblem 
of our faith? Tt lios on the earth, a shapotoss blodk, from which 
the broken fragmonts have beon curried off, for the nivanost 
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uses, till now no somblance of its original form remains. Look 
towards tho cast, my son, whore tho sun was wont to glitter on 
stately spires, from which crosses and bells havo now been 
hurled, as if the land had beon invaded once moro by barbarous 
hoxthens—look at yonder battlements, of which wo can, even 
at this ‘distanco, desery tho partial demolition ; and ask if this 
land can oxpect from the blessed saints, whose shrines and whose 
images have beon profaned, any other miraclos but thoso of + 
vengeance? How long,’ sho exclaimed, looking upward— how 
long shall it be delayed?’ Sho paused, and then resumed with 
enthusiastic rapidity, ‘Yes, my son, all on carth is but for a 
poriod: joy and griof, triumph and desolation, suececd each 
other like cloud and sunshine; the vineyard shall not be for 
evor trodden down, the gaps shall be amended, and the fruitful 
branches once more dressed and trimmed. . Even this day— 
ay, oven this hour, I trust to hcar nows of importance, Dally 
not—lot us on; timo is brief, and judgmont is cortain.’ 

Sho restined tho path which led to the abbey—a path which, 
in anciont times, was carefully marked out by posts and rails, 
to assist tho pilgrim in his journoy ; those wore now torn up 
and, destroyed, An ‘half-hour’s walk placed thom in front of 
tho once splondid monastery, which, although the church was 
as yet entire, had not escaped the fury of the times. “Tho long 
yvange of calls and of apartmonts for the use of the brethren, 
which occupied two sides of the great square, were almost 
entirely ruinous, the interior having been consumed by fire, 
which only the massive architecture of tho outward walls had 
enebled them to resist. ‘lhe abbot’s house, which formed the 
third side of tho square, was, though injured, still inhabited, 
and afforded refuge to the few brethren who yet, rathor by 
connivanco than by actual authority, wore pormitted to remain 
at Kennaquhiir. “‘Thoir stately offices, their pleasant gardens, 
tho magnifivont cloistors constructed for their recreation, were 
all dilapidated and ruinous; and somo of the building materials 
had apparently boon put into requisition by persons. in the 
villago and in the vicinity, who, formerly vassals of tho monas- 
tery, had not hesitated to appropriate to themselves a part of 
the spoils, Roland saw fragments of Gothic pillars, richly 
carved, oceupying the place of door-posts to the meanest huts ; 
and here and there a mutilated statue, inverted ov laid on its 
sido, mado the door-post or threshold of a wretched eow-house. 
Tho church itself was less injured than the othor buildings of 
the monastory, But tho images which had boon placed in the 
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numorous nichos of ite columms and buttrosses, having: all fallon 
under tho eharge of idolatry, to which tho superstitious dovo- 
tion of tho Papists had justly exposed them, had beon broken 
and thrown down, withowl much regiurd to tho preservation of 
tho righ und airy canopies and pedestals on whish they wore 
placed ; nor, if the devastation had stopped short at this poiut, 
could wo havo considored the preservation of these montmuents 
of antiquity as an object to be pub in the bulanco with tho 
introduction of the Roformed woyship. 

Our pilgrims sew the demolition of thexo snered and vonor- 
ablo roprosentations of saints and angels for as pnored and 
vonorable thoy had been taught Lo consider thom ~with very 
different feclings. ‘he antiquary may ho pormitted Lo reprol 
tho necessity of the action, but to Magdalen Grime it seemed 
a deod of impiety, deserving the instant vongernce of TLoavon 
wt sontiment in which her rolutive joined for tho moment as 
cordially as hersolf, Neithor, however, gave veut to thoir foel- 
ings in words, and uplifted hands and eyes formed their only 
modo of expressing thom, ‘The pago was about bo upprouch tho 
grou, castorn gato of tho church, Dut was provented by his 
guido, “That gate,’ sho said, Shas long been bloelacded, that 
the heretical rabblo may not know thore still exist among the 
brethren of St. Mary's men who dare worship where thelr pre- 
docossors prayed while dive, and wero interred when deud ; 
follow mo this way, my son.’ 

Roland Gremo followed accordingly ; and Magdalen, casing 
a hasty glance to soo whether thoy wore obsorved (for sho lad 
learned cwttion from the dangor of tho times), commnnded her 
grandgon to knock ab a little wicket which sho pointed out to 
him. ‘Bat knock pontly,’ sho added, with w motion oxprowsive 
of evution. After ev little space, during which no wiswer wan 
returned, sho signed to Roland to roponb his summon for 
adinission ; and tho door ab length partially oponing, dineovered 
n glimpso of tho thin and timid portyr, by whom the duty ws 
porformod, skulking from the obscryation of Uhoxe who stood 
without, hut ondeavauring vb the sumo time lo gaint sight af 
them without boing himself soo, Cow different from tho 
proud consciousness of dignity with whish the porter of ancient, 
days offered his important brow and hid goodly pornon to the 
pilgrims who ropaired to Konnaquhair! This solemn (Ladrade, 
mei fit, was exchanged for a tomulaus You cmmot onler 
now: tho brethren aro in their chambors! But when Mag: 
dalon Greme asked, in an undor tone of voivo, ‘last thon for: 
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gotten me, my brother?’ he changed his apologotic rofusal to 
‘Enter, my honoured sistor—enter speedily, for evil oyos aro 
upon us 

Thoy ontered accordingly, und hayvmg waited until the porter 
had, with jelous haste, barred and bolted the wicket, were 
condueted by him through several dark and winding passages. 
As they walked slowly on, ho spoke to the matron in a sub- 
dued voico, as if he feared to trust the very walls with the. 
avowal which hoe communicated. 

‘Our fathors are assembléd in the chapter-house, worthy 
sister—yos, in the chapter-house—for the clection of an abbot. 
Ah, benedicite! there must be no ringing of bolls—no high 
mass—no opening of tho great gates now, that the people might 
seo and venorate their spiritual fathor! Our fathers must hide 
themsolves rather like robbers who choose a leader than godly 
priests who elect a mitred abbot.’ 

‘Regard not that, my brother,’ answered Magdalen Greemo ; 
‘the first successors of St. Peter himself wore elected, not in 
sunshine, but in tompests; not in tho halls of tho Vatican, but 
in the subterranean yaults and dungeons of heathen Romo ; 
thoy wore not gratulated with shouts and salvos of cannon-shot 
and of musketry, and the display of artificial fre—no, my 
brother, but by the hoarse summons of lictors and pretors, 
who camo to drag tho fathers of the church to martyrdom, 
From such adversity was the church once raised, and by such 
will it now bo purified. And mark me, brother! not in the 
proudest days of the mitred abbey was a superior ever chosen 
whom his office shall so much honour as he shall be honoured 
who now takes iv upon him in these days of tribulation, On 
whom, my brothor, will the choico fall ?” 

‘On whom can it fall—or, alas! who would daro to reply to 
tho oull—sav¥o tho worthy pupil of tho sainted Eustatius, the 
good and valiant Father Ambrose?’ 

‘T know il,’ suid Magdalon ; ‘my heart told me, long ere your 
lips had utgored his name, Stand forth, courageous champion, 
and man tho fatal breach! Rise, bold and experienced pilot, 
and scizo the helm while the tompost rages! Turn back the 
battle, brave raisor of the fallen standard! Wield crook and 
sling, noblo shophord of a scattered flock.’ 

*T pray you, hush, my sistor!’ said tho portor, opening a 
door which led into the great church, ‘the brethren will be 
prosently hore Lo celebrate their election with a solemn mass ; 
I must marshal them the way to the high altar: all the 
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oftices of this yonerablo house have now dovalved on one poor 
Qeoropit old man.’ 

Ho loft the church, and Magdalen and Roland renimined 
alono in thet greab vaulted space, whoso stylo of rich yot: chaste 
architecture referred its origin to the ewrly part of the 1th 
contury, the besé poriod of Gothie building, [ut tho niches 
were stripped of their images in the inside us woll as tho out- 
side of tho church; and in the pollanoll haves the lombs of 
warriors and of princes had beon included in the domotition of 
tho idolatrous shrines. — Linces* and swords of antique nize, 
which had hung over the tombs of mighty warriors of former 
days, lay now strowod muong relies with which Gho devotion of 
pilgrims had graced thoso of thoir poouliar saints; and tho 
fragmonts of tho knights and damox, which had ones Itin 
reounbent, or kneeled in an attitude of dovetion, whore thoir 
mortal relies wore reposed, wore mingled with those of the suints 
and angols of tho Gothic chisel, which tho hand of violonvo had 
sont headlong from thoir stations, 

Tho most fatal symptom of the whole apporwed to ho that, 
though this violonce had now been conmilted for many months, 
tho fathors had lost so totally all heart and rerolution thas: 
they had not adventured oyen upon clearing way the rubbish, 
or restoring the church to some decont degreo of order, ‘Chis 
might have beon dono without much labour, Bub terror had 
ovorpowored tho seanty remains of a body once so powerful, 
and, sonsiblo they were only suflored lo remain in this ancient 
soul by connivance nid from compassion, thoy did nob venture 
upon taking any slop which might bo construed into an asKortion 
of thoi anciont ary contonting thomaclyes wilh (ho secret 
and obseure oxcreise of thoir religious ceromonial, in us unuston 
iatious a maumer es was possible. 

Two or three of the more aged brethren had sunk undor tho 
pressure of tho times, and the ruins had boon partly cleaved 
away to pormit thoir interment, Ono slane had been laid ever 
Fathor Nicolas, which recorded of him in special (hat he had 
talon tho vows during the inoumbeney of Abbot Ingelran, tho 
poriod to which his momory so frequontly reaurrod, Another 
flagstone, yob moro recoutly deposited, covercd tho bady of 
Philip tho sucristan, eminent for his aquatio oseursion with tho 
phantom of Avonel; aud a third, the most recont of all, bore 
tho outline of a mitre, and tho words ie jacct Hustatius Abbas 
for no one dured to add a word of commondation in fuvour 
of his learning and stromons veal for the Roman Cabholio faith, 
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Magdalen Greomo looked at und perused the briof records of 
these monuments successively, and paused over that of Fathor 
Eustace, ‘Ina good hour for thyself,’ she said, ‘but oh! in 
an ovil hour for the church, wort thou called from us. Let thy 
spirit be with us, holy man ; encourago thy successor to tread 
in thy footsteps; give him thy bold and inventive capacity, thy 
veal, and thy discretion ; oven thy piety exceeds not his.” As 
sho spoke, a side door, which closed a passago from the abbot's 
house into the church, was thrown open, that tho fathors might 
entor the choir, and conduct to the high altar the superior 
whom they had oleeted. , 

Tn former times, this was ono of the most splendid of tho 
many pageants which tho hierarchy of Rome had devised to 
attract the veneration of the faithful. The period during which 
the abbacy remained vacant was a state of mourning, or, as 
thoir cmblematical phrase expressed it, of widowhood—a melan- 
choly torm, which was changed into rojoicing and triumph 
when ® new superior was chosen. When the folding doors 
wero on such solemn occasions thrown opon, and the now abbot 
‘ppoared on tho throshold in full-blown dignity, with ring and 
mitro, and dalmatique and crosior, his hoary standard-bearers 
and his juvenile dispensers of incenso preceding him, and the 
venerablo train of monks behind him, with all bosides which 
could announce the supremo authority to which he was now 
raised, his appearanco was a signal for tho magnificent Jubilate 
to rise from the organ and music-loft, and to be joined by the 
corresponding bursts of Adleluiah from the whole assembled 
congregation, Now all was changed. In tho midst of rubbish 
and desolation, seven or cight old men, bont and shaken, as 
much by griof and foar as by age, shrouded hastily in tho 
proseribod dress of their order, wandered like a procession of 
Spectres from the door which had heon thrown open, up through 
tho encumbored passage Lo the high altar, thero to instal thoir 
vlocted suporior a chicf of ruins, [tb was like a band of be- 
wildored trayollors choosing a chiof in the wilderness of Arabia ; 
ow a shipwrecked crew cleoting a captain upon tho barron island 
m which fate has thrown them. 

Thoy who, in poncoful times, are most ambitious of authority 
unong othors, shrink from the compotition at such eventful 
oeriods, whon neithor caso nor parade attend tho possession of 
t, and whon it givos only a painful pre-eminence both in danger 
wid in labour, and oxposes the ill-fated chieftain to the murmurs 
2 his discontonted associates, as woll as to the first assault of 
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tho common onomy. But he ou whom tho oflico of tho abbot 
of St. Mary’s was now conferred had a anind fitted for tho 
situation to which ho was celled. Bold and onthusinstis, you 
gonorons and forgiving; wiso and slcilful, yeb zenous and 
prompt, ho wanted but a better cause than the supporb of a 
decaying superstition to havo raised him to the rank of a tenly 
great man. But as the ond erowns the work, it alko formy the 
rao by which it must bo ultinutely judged; and Ghose who, 
with sincority and gonorosity, fight und fall in an ovil enone, 
posterity can only compassionate as violins of a generoms but, 
fetal orror, Amongst these wo mush rank Ambrositu, tho lasé 
abbot of Konnaquhair, whoso designs must be condenmod, as 
thoiy suceoss would haye riveted on Seotland tho chains of 
antiquated suporstition and spiritual tyramny; but whose 
ialonis commanded rospoct, and whoso virtttes, oven from tho 
onomies of his faith, oxtorted esteem, 

The bearing of tho now abbot served of itsel? lo dignity 
a coromonial which was deprived of all other attributes of 
grandour, Conscious of the peril in which thoy stood, und 
roculling, doubtless, the better days they had seon, there ny 
over his brethren an appearance of iningled terror, and grief, 
and ghamo, whieh induced thom to hurry over tho oflieo in 
whion thoy wore ongeged, as somothing ab onco degrading und 
dangerous, 

But not so Mather Ambrose. _Ifis featares, indued, osprosnod 
a deop melancholy, as he walked up tho contro aisle, muid the 
ruin of things which he considered us holy, but his brow was 
undojected, and his slop firm and solonm, ly soumed to 
think that tho dominion which ho was uhont to resotve do- 
pended in no goré upon the external clrewmalanees under which 
it was conferred ; and if a mind go firm was accessible Wo sorrow 
ov fear, itwas not on bis own aecount, but on that of the ohurel 
to which ho had devoted himself, 

Al length he stood on the broken taps of the high altay, 
Devofooted, us was tho rule, and holding in his hand, his pustorad 
alu, for the gormmed ring and jewelled mitre had heeone 
soca spoils. No obedionb vasxely crmo, mui atte nin, to 
mako their homage and to ovr tho tribute which should pro- 
vide their spiritual superior with pulfroy and trapping. No 
bishop assisted ut tho solemnity, to receive into the Doin ranks 
of tho church nobility a dignitery whose voice in the logishuawe 
was as potentinl as his own, With hasty wid mained rilos, 
the fow remaining brethren stopped forward altornatoly to give 
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their now abbot the kiss of peace, in token of fraternal nffec- 
tion and spiritual homage. Mass was then hastily performed, 
but in such precipitation as if it had been hurried over rather 
to satisfy the scruples of a few youths, who wore imputiont to 
sel out on a hunting party,* than as if it made the most solemn 
part of a solemn ordination. The officiating priest faltered as 
he spoke the service, and often looked around, as if he expected 
to bo interrupted in tho midst of his office; and tho brethron 
listened as to that which, short as it was, thoy wished yol more 
abridged, 

Theso symptoms of alarm increased ns the ceremony pto- 
coeded, and, as it seemed, were not caused by mere apprehen- 
sion alone ; for, amid the pauses of the hymn, there were heard 
without sounds of a very different sort, beginning faintly and 
at a distance, but at length approaching close to the exterior 
of tho church, and stunning with dissonant clamour thoso 
engagetl in the service, ‘The winding of horns, blown with 
no regard to harmony or concert; the jangling of bells, the 
thumping of drums, tho squeaking of bagpipes, and the clash 
of aymbals; the shouts of a multitude, now as in laugliter, 
now ag in anger; tho shrill tones of female voices, and of thoso 
of childon, mingling with the deeper clamours of men, formed 
a Babel of sounds, which first drowned, and then awed into utter 
silonee, the official hymns of the convent. The cause and result 
of this extraordinary interruption will be explained in the noxt 


chapter, 
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Not the wild billow, whon it breuts its bervior, 
Not the wild wind, exeaping ftom ils euvern, 
Not tho wild fend, that mingles both together, 
And pours their raye upon the viponing lurvest, 
Car matoh the wild freaks of this mirthtul meoting-— 
Conie, yet foarfel ; droll, and yo destinctive, 
Lhe Conspiracy 


Tim monks ceased their song, which, like thal of the chovisters 
in tho legend of the Witch of Berkley, died away hia quaver of 
constornition ; and like a flok of chickens disturbed by the 
presonco of the kite, thoy wt first mule we movemont to disperse 
and fly in difloront diveotions, and then, with despair rauhor 
than hope, huddled themselves around their now abbot; who, 
retaining the lofty and woidisinnyed louk which had dignified 
him through tho whole ceremony, stood on tho higher stop of 
tho altar, as if desirous to be the most conxpiguows inurk on 
which dangor might dischargo itself, and to save his com 
panions by his solf-devotion, sine ho could aflord thom no othor 
proteotion, 

Tnvoluntarily, as it wore, Maydalon Gramoe and the page 
stopped from tho station whioh bithorto they had ecoupiod wir 
noticad, and approached to the ally, as desirous af sharing the 
fate which eppronchod the monks, whatever that might be 
Both bowed roverontly low to the abbot; and while Magdalen 
soomod abont to speak, tho youth, looking towards the main 
entrance, at which the noise now roared most loudly, and which 
was a tho sumo timo assailed with much knooking, laid his hand 
upon his dagger. 

Tho abbot motioned to both to forbour, Pence, my sinter,’ 
he arid, in a low tone, but which, being ine difforent key from 
the tumultuary sounds without, could be distinctly heard even 
amidst tho tumult— peace,’ he said, Gny sister; Jet the now 
superior of St. Mary’s himself recoive and reply to the grtoful 
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acclumations of tho vassals who como to celebraic his installa- 
tion, And thou, my son, forbear, I charge thee, to touch thy 
ourthly weapon ; if it is the pleasure of our protcetress that her 
shrine bo this day desecrated by deeds of violence, and polluted 
by blood-shedding, lot it not, 1 charge theo, happen through tho 
doed of a Catholic son of the church,’ 

Tho noiso and knocking at the outer gato became now covery 
moment louder, and voices were heard impatiently demanding 
admittance. Tho abbot, with dignity, and with » stop which 
even the emorgeney of danger rendered neithor faltering yr 
precipitate, moved towards the portal, and demanded to knéw, 
in @ tone of authority, who it was that disturbed their worship, 
and what they desired,’ 

Thore was a moment’s silence, and then a loud laugh from 
without, At length a voice replied, ‘We desire entrance into 
the church; and whon the door is opened you will soon see 
who we are’ 

‘ . By whose authority do you require entrance?’ said the 
‘athor, 

‘By authority of tho right reverend Lord Abbot of Un- 
reason,’ * voplied the voico from without; and, from the laugh 
which followed, it scomed as if there was something highly 
ludicrous couched under this reply. 

‘I know not, and seek not to know, your meaning,’ replied 
the abbot, ‘since it is probably a rude one. But begona, in the 
name of God, and leave His servants in peace, I speak this as 
having lawful authority to command hore,’ 

‘Opon the door, said anothor rude voice, ‘and we will tr 
ee with you, sir monk, and show you a superior wo must all 
oboy? 

Break opon the doors if ho dallies any longer,’ said a third 
fand down with tho carrion monks who would bar us of our 
privilogo!’ A. genoral shout followed. ‘Ay, ay, our privilege | 
—our privilege! Down with the doors, and with the lurdano 
monks if thoy make opposition |’ 

Tho knocking was now oxchanged for blows with great 
hammers, to which the doors, strong as thoy wore, must soop 
havo given way. Bub the abbot, who saw resistance would be 
vain, and who did not wish to inconse the assailants by an 
attempt at offering it, besought silence carnestly, and with 
difficulty obtained a hearing. ‘My children,’ said he, ‘I will 
sivo you from committing a great sin. The porter will pro- 

* Seo Noto 8, 
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sontly undo the gate—ho is gone to fetch the keys ; meantime, 
{ pray you to consider with yourselves if you are in a stato of 
mind to cross the holy threshold.’ 

‘Tillyvalley for your Papistry!’ was answered from with- 
out; ‘we ave in the mood of the monks when they ave merricst, 
and that is when they sup beef-brewis for Ionten-kail, So, if 
your porter hath not the gout, let him come speedily, or wo 
sheave away readily. Said I well, comrades?’ 

‘Bravely said, and it shall be as bravely dong,’ said the 
miltitude; aud had not the keys arrived at that moment, and 
the*porter in hasty terror performed his office, throwing open 
the great door, the populace would have gaved him tho troublo, 
The instant he had dono so, the affrighted janitor fled, like ono 
who has drawn the bolts of a flood-gate, and expects to be ovor- 
whelmed by the rushing inundation, ‘The monks, with one 
consent, had withdrawn themselves behind the abbot, who alone 
kept his station, about three yards from the entrance, showing 
no signs of fear or porturbation. His brethren, partly encow~ 
aged by his devotion, partly ashamed to desert him, and partly 
animated by a sense of duty, remained huddled close togothor 
at tho back of their superior. Thero was a loud laugh and 
huzza when the doors were opened ; but, contrary to what might 
have beon expected, no crowd of enraged agsailants rushed into 
the church. On the contrary, thore was a ory of (A halt !—a 
hal! to order, my masters! and let the two revorend fathers 
greet cach other, as beseoms them.’ 

The appearance of the crowd who were thus called to order 
was grotesque in the extreme, Tt was composed of men, womon, , 
and children, Indivrously disguised in various habits, and pro- 
senting groups equally diversified and grotesque. Horo one 
follow with a horse’s head painted before him, and a tail behind, 
and the whole covered with a long foot-cloth, which was sup- 
posed to hide the body of the animal, ambled, caracoled, pranced, 
and plunged, as he performed the celebrated part of tho hobby- 
horse,* go often alluded to in ow ancient drama,and which 
still flourishes on tho stago in the battle that concludes Bayes’s 
tragedy, To rival the addvess and agility displayed by this 
charactor, another personago advanced, in the moro formidablo 
character of a huga dragon, with gilded wings, open jaws, and 
a scarlet tongue, cloven at the ond, which made various efforts 
to overtake and devour a lad, dressed as tho lovely Sabma, 
daughter of tho King of Egypt, who fled before him; whilo » 
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martial St. George, grotesquely armed with a goblet for a helmet 
and a spit for a lance, ever and anon interfered, and compelled 
the monster to relinquish his prey. A bear, a wolf, and one or 
two other wild auimals, played their parts with the discretion 
of Snug the joiner; for the decided proference which they gave 
to the use of their hind legs was sufficient, without any formal 
annuneiation, to assure the most timorous spectators that they , 
had to do with habitual bipeds. There was a group of outlaws,/ 
with Robin Hood and Little John at their head *#—the best 1p 
presentation oxhibited at the time; and no great wonder, vs co 
most of the actors were, by profession, the banished men and 
thieves whom they presented. Other masquoraders thoro were, 
of a less marked description. Men were disguised as women, and 
women as mon; children wore the dress of aged people, and 
tottered with crutch-sticks in their hands, furred gowns on their 
little backs, and caps on their round heads; while grandsires 
assumed tho infantine tone as well as the dress of childyen. 
Besides these, many had their faccs painted, and wore their 
shirts over tho rest of their dress; while coloured pasteboard 
and xibbands furnished out decorations for others. ‘Those who 
wanted all these propertics, blacked their faces, and turned their 
jackots inside out; and thus the transmutation of tho whole 
assembly into a set of mad grotesque mummers was at once 
saa 

he pause which the masqueradors made, waiting apparently 
for some person of the highest authority amongst thom, gave 
those within the abbey churoh full time to obsorve all theso 
absurditics, They were at no loss to comprehend their purpose 
and meaning, 

Few readers can be ignorant that, at an early poriod, and 
during the plonitude of hor powor, tho Church of Rome not 
only connived at, but even oncouraged, such saturnalian licenses 
as the inhabitants of Kennaquhair and tho neighbourhood had 
now in hand, and that tho vulgar, on such occasions, wore not 
only permitted but encouraged, by a number of gambols, some- 
times puerile and ludicrous, sometimes immoral and profane, 
to indemnify themselves for the privations and penances im- 
posed on them at othor seasons. But, of all other topics for 
burlesque and ridicule, the rites and coremonial of the church 
itself were most frequently resorted to; and, strange io say, 
with the approbation of tho clergy themselves, 

Whilo the hierarchy flourished in full glory, thoy do not 
; ¥ So Noto 10. 


1228 WAVERLEY NOVELS 


appear to have dreaded the consequences of suffering the peoplo 
to become so ineverontly familiar with things sacred: they 
then imagined the Inity to be much in the condition of a 
labourer’s house, which does not submit to the bridle and the 
whip with greater reluctance because, at 1are intervals, he is 
allowed to frolic at large in his pasture, and fling out Ins heels 
\\in clumsy gambols at the mastor who usually drives him. But, 
“chon times changed—when doubt of the Roman Catholic doe- 
tiing, and hatred of their priesthood, had possessed the Reformed 
patiy—the clergy discovered, too late, that no small inconveni- 
ence arose from the established practice of games and merry- 
makings, in which they themselvos, and all thoy hold most 
sacred, wore made the subject of ridicule. It then becamo 
obvious to duller politicians than the Romish churchmen, that 
the same actions have a very differont tendency when dono in 
the spirit of sarcastic insolence and hatred than when acted 
merely in exuberance of rude and uncontrollable spirits. They, 
therefore, though of tho latest, endeavoured, where they had any 
remaining influence, to discourage the renewal of these inde- ° 
coious festivities. In this particular, the Catholic clorgy wore 
joined by most of the Reformed preachers, who wore more 
shocked at the profanity and immorality of many of those 
exhibitions than disposed to profit by the ridiculous light in 
which they placed the Church of Rome and her observances. 
But it was long ere these scandalous and immoral sports could 
be abrogated : the rude multitude continued attached to their 
favourite pastimes; and, both in England and Scotland, the 
mitre of the Catholic, the rochet of the Reformed, bishop, and 
the cloak and band of the Calvinistic divine, wore, in tum, 
compelled to give place to those jocular personages, the Popo 
of Fools, the Boy Bishop, and the Abbot of Unreason.* 

It was tho latter personage who now, in full costume, made 
his approach to the great door of the church of St. Mary's, 
accoutred in such a mannor as to form a caricature, or practical 
parody, on the costume and attendants of the real superior, 
whom he came to beard on the very day of his installation, in 
the presence of his clergy, and in the chancel of his church, 
The mock dignitary was a stout-made, under-sized fellow, whose 
thick squab form had been rendered grotesque by a supplo- 
mental paunch, well stuffed. He wore a mitre of leather, with 
the front like a grenadiex’s cap, adorned with mock embroidery 


* From the interesting novel ontitled Anastasius, it seoms the samo burlosquo cora- 
monies were practised in the Gresk Church, 
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and trinkets of tin, This surmounted a visage the nose of 
which was the most prominent feature, being of unusual size, 
and at least as richly gemmed as his head-gear. His robe wag 
of buckram, and his cope of canvass, curiously painted, and cut 
into open work. On one shoulder was fixed the painted figuro 
of an owl; and he bore in the right hand his pastoral staff, and 
in the left a small mirror having a handle to it, thus resembling * 
a celebrated jester, whose adventures, translated into English,’ 
wore whilom oxtremoly popular, and which may still be pr‘- 
cured in black letter for about one sterling pound per leaf, 

The attondents of this mock dignitary had their proper 
dresses and equipage, bearing the same burlesque resemblance 
to the ofticers of the convent which their leader did to the 
superior, They followed their leader in regular procession, and 
tha motley characters, which had waited his arrival, now 
crowded into the church in his train, shouting as they came— 
‘A hall—a hall! for the venerable Father Howleglas, the learned 
Monk of Misrule, and the Right Reverend Abbot of Unreason !’ 

The discordant minstrelsy of every kind renewed its din: 
the boys shrieked and howled, and the men laughed and 
hallooed, and the women giggled and screamed, and the beasts 
yvoared, and the dragon walloped and hissed, and the hobby- 
horse neighed, pranced, and capered, and the rest frisked and 
frolicked, clashing their hobnailed shoes against the pavement, 
till it sparkled with the marks of their energetic caprioles. 

It was, in fine, a scene of ridiculous confusion, that deafened 
the ear, made the eyes giddy, and must have altogether stunned 
any indifferent spectator; the monks, whom personal appre- 
hension and a consciousness that much of the popular enjoy- 
ment arose from tho ridioule being directed against them, were, 
moreover, little comforted by the reflection that, bold in their 
disguise, tho mummers who whooped and capered around thom 
might, on slight provocation, turn their jost into camest, or at 
least proceed to those practical pleasantries which at all times 
arise so naturally out of the frolicsome and mischiovous disposi- 
tion of the populace. They looked to their abbot amid the 
tunulf, with such looks as Jandsmen cast upon the pilot when 
the storm is ab the highest—looks which express that they axe 
devoid of all hope arising from their own exertions, and uot 
very confident in any success likely to attend those of their 
Palinurus. 

The abbot himself seemed at a stand; he felt no fear, but 
he was sensible of the danger of oxpressing his rising indigna- 
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tion, which ho was scarcely able to suppress. Ile made a 
gesture with his hand es if commanding silence, which was at 
first only rephed to by redoubled shouts, and peals of wild 
laughter. When, however, the same motion, and as nearly in 
the same manner, had been made by Howileglas, it was 
immediately obeyed by his riotous companions, who expocted 
fresh food for mirth in the conversation betwixt tho real and 
‘nock abbot, having no small confidence in the vulgar wit and 
iippudence of theix leader, Accordingly, they began to shout, 
“T) it, fathers—to it!’ “Fight monk, fight madcap: abbot 
against abbot is fair play, and so is reason against: unreason, 
and malico against monkery !’ 

‘Silence, my mates!’ said Howleglas; ‘cannot two learned 
fathers of the church hold communing together, but you must 
come here with your bear-garden whoop and halloo, as if you 
wero hounding forth a mastiff upon a mad bull? I say, silence | 
and let this learned father and me confer touching mattors 
affecting our mutual state and authority.’ 

‘My children——’ said Father Ambrose. 

‘My children too—and happy children they are!’ said his 
burlesque counterpart ; ‘many a wise child knows not its own 
father, and it is well they have two to choose betwixt.’ 

‘Tf thou hast aught in thee, save scofting and ribaldry,’ said 
the real abbot, ‘permit mo, for thine own saul’s gale, to apoak 
a fow words to these misguided men.’ 

‘Aught in me but scoffing, say’st thou?’ retorted the Abbot 
of Unreason ; ‘why, reverend brother, I have all that becomes 
mine office at this time a-day: T have beof, ale, and brandy- 
wine, with other condiments not worth mentioning; and for 
speaking, man—why, speak away, and wo will have turn about, 
like honest fellows.’ 

During this discussion the wrath of Magdalen Grwmo had 
rison to the uttermost; sho approached the abbot, and, placing 
herself by his side, said in 2 low and yet distinct tone—‘ Wako 
aud arouse thee, father ; tho sword of St, Peter is im thy hand 
—strtke and avenge St. Peter's patrimony! Bind them in the 
chains, which, being riveted by the church on earth, ave riveted 
in Heaven. , 

‘Peaeo, sister!’ said the abbot; ‘leé not their madness 
destroy our discretion—I pray thee, peace, and lot me do mine 
office. It is the first, peradventure it may be the last, time I 
shall be called on to diacharge it.’ ; 

‘Nay, my holy brother!” said Howleglas, ‘I rede you, take 
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the holy sister’s advice: never throve convent without woman’s 
counsel.’ 

‘Peace, vain man!’ said the abbot; ‘and you, my 
brethren. , 

Nay, nay !’ said the Abbot of Unveason, ‘no speaking to 
the lay people until you have conferred with your brother of 
the cowl. JT swear by bell, book, and candle that not ono of 
my congregation shall listen to one word you have to say ; Bo 
you had as well address yourself to me who will.’ / 

To escape a conforencé so ludicrous, the abbot agen 
attempted an appeal to what respectful feelings might syet 
remain amongst the inhabitants of the halidome, onco so 
devoted to their spiritual superiors, Alas! the Abbot of 
Unreason had only to flourish his mock crosier, and the whoop- 
ing, the hallooing, and the dancing were renewed with a 
yehemence which would have defied the lungs of Stentor. 

‘And now, my mates,’ said the Abbot of Unreason, ‘onco 
again dight your gabs and be hushed ; lot us seo if the cock of 
Kennaquhair will fight or fleo tho pit.’ 

There was again a dead silence of expectation, of which 
Father Ambrose availed himself to address his antagonist, 
seeing plainly that ho could gain an audience on no other 
terms. ‘Wretched man|’ said he, ‘hast thou no better employ- 
mont for thy carnal wit than to omploy it in leading these 
blind and helpless creatures into the pit of utter darkness?’ 

‘Truly, my brother,’ replied Howleglas, ‘I can seo littlo 
difference betwixt your employment and mine, save that you 
make a sormon of a jest and I make a jest of a sermon.’ 

‘Unhappy being,’ said the abbot, ‘who hast no better sub- 
jeot of pleasantry than that which should make thee tremble, 
no sounder jest than thine own sins, and no bettor objects 
ied laughter than thoso who can absolvo theo from the guilt of 
thom |? 

‘Verily, my revorend brother,’ suid the mock abbot, ‘what 
you say might bo true, if, in laughing at hypocrites, I meant to 
laugh at religion, 0, it is a precious thing to wear a long dress, 
with a girdle and a cowl: we becomo a holy pillar of Mothor 
Church, and a boy must not play at ball against the walls for 
feay of breaking a painted window |’ 

‘And will you, my friends,’ said the abbot, looking round 
and speaking with a vehemence which secured him a tranquil 
audience for some time—‘will you suffer a profano buffoon, 
within the yory church of God, to insult His ministers? Many 
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of you—all of you, perhaps—have lived under my holy pre- 
decessors, who were called upon to rule in this church where 
Tam called upon to suffer, If you havo worldly goods, they 
ave their gift; and, when you scorned not to accept better 
gifts—the mercy and forgiveness of the church—were they not 
ever at your command {—did we not pray while you were jovinl, 
wake while you slept?’ 

\ «Some of the good wives of the halidome were wont to say 
by,’ said the Abbot of Unreason; but his jest met in this 
inttance but slight applause, and Father Ambrose, having 

ained a moment’s attention, hastened to improve it. 

‘What!’ said he; ‘and is this grateful—is it seomly—is it 
honest—to assail with scorn a fow old men, from whose pre- 
decessors you hold ail, and whose only wish is to die in peaco 
among these fragments of what was once the light of the land, 
and whose daily prayer is, that they may be removed ore that 
hour comes when the last spark shall be extinguished, and the 
land left in the darkness which it has chosen rather than light? 
Wo have not turned against you the edge of the spiritual 
sword, to revenge our temporal persecution; the tempest of 
your wrath hath despoiled us of land, and deprived us almost of 
our daily food, but wo have not repaid it with the thunders of 
excommunication; we only pray your leave to live and die 
within the church which is our own, invoking God, Our Lady, 
and the holy saints to pardon your sins, and our own, undis- 
turbed by scurvil buffoonery and blasphemy.’ 

This speech, so different in tone and termination from that 
which the crowd had expected, produced an effect upon their 
feclings unfavourable to the prosecution of their frolic. ‘Tho 
motrice-dancers stood still, the hobby-horse sureensed his caper- 
ing, pipe and tabor wore mute, and ‘silence, like a heavy cloud,’ 
seemed to descend on the late noisy rabble. Several of the 
beasts were obviously moved to compunetion: the bear could 
not restrain his sobs, and a huge fox was observed to wipe his 
oyes with his tail. But in especial the dragon, lately,so formid- 
ably rampant, now relaxed the terror of Ins claws, uncoiled his 
tremendous rings, and grumbled ont of his flory throat in a 
repentant tone, ‘By the mass, I thought no harm in oxoreising 
our old pastime, but an I had thought tho good father would 
have taken it so to heart I would as soon have played your 
devil as your dragon,’ 

In this momentary pause, the abbot stood amongst the 
miscellaneous and grotesque forms by which he was surrounded, 
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triumphant as St. Anthony, in Callot’s Temptations; but 
Howleglas would not so resign his purpose. 

‘And how now, my mastors!’ said he; ‘is this fair play or 
no? Have you not chosen mo Abbot of Unreason, and is it 
lawful for any of you to listen to common senso to-day? Was 
J not formally elected by you in solemn chapter, held in Luckio 
Martin’s change-house, and will you now desert me, and give 
up your old pastime and privilege? Play out the play; and 
he that speaks the neat word of sense or reason, or bids us 
think or consider, or the like df that, which befits not the day, 
I will have him solemnly ducked in the mill-dam !’ : 

The rabble, mutable as usual, huzzaed, the pipe and tabor 
struck up, tho hobby-horse pranced, the beasts roared, and 
even the repentant dragon began again to coil up his spires 
and prepare himself for fresh gambols, But the abbot might 
have still overcome, by his eloquence and his entreaties, the 
malicious designs of the rovellcrs, had not Dame Magdalen 
Greme given looso to the indignation which she had long 
suppressed, 

‘Scoffers,’ she said, ‘and men of Belial—blasphemous heretics 
and truculent tyrants—— 

‘Your patience, my sister, I ontreat and I command you!’ 
said the abbot; ‘let me do my duty: disturb me not in mino 
office,’ 

But Dame Magdalen continued to thunder forth her threats 
in the name of popes and councils, and in the namo of overy 
saint from St. Michael downward. 

‘My comrades!’ said the Abbot of Unreason, ‘this good 
dame hath not spoke a single word of reason, and thorein may 
esteem herself froe from the law. But what she spoke was 
meant for reason, and, therefore, unless sho confesses and 
avouches all which sho has said to be nonsense, it shall pass 
for such, so far as to incur the penalty of our statutes, Where- 
fore, holy dame, pilgrim, or abbess, or whatever thou art, bo 
mute with thy mummery or beware the mill-dam, We will 
haye neither spiritual nor temporal scolds in onr dioceso of 
Unveason |’ 

As he spoke thus, ho extended his hand towards the old 
woman, while his followers shouted, ‘A doom—a doom !’ and 
prepared to second his purpose, when lo! it was suddenly 
frustrated. Roland Greme had witnessed with indignation 
the insults offered to his old spiritual preceptor, bul yet had 
wit enough to reflett he could render him no assistance, but 
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might well, by ineffective interference, make matters worse, 
Bat when he saw his aged relative in danger of personal 
violence, he gave way to the natural impetuosity of his tempor, 
and, stepping forward, struck his poniard into the body of the 
Abbot of Unreason, whom the blow instantly prostrated on the 
pavement. 


CHAPTER XV 


As when in tumults rise the ignoble crowd, 

Mad aie thoi: motions, and their tongues aro loud, 

And stones and brands in rattling fines fly, 

And all the rustic arms which fury cau supply— 

Then if somo grave and pious man appear, 

They hush their noiao, and lend a listening car, 
Dryven's Virgil. 


A. Dreaprun shout of vengeance was raised by the revellers, 
whose sport was thus so fearfully interrupted; but, for an 
instant, the want of weapons amongst tho multitude, as well 
as the inflamed features and brandished poniard of Roland 
Greme, kept them ab bay, while the abbot, horror-struck at 
the violence, implored, with uplifted hands, pardon for blood- 
shed committed within tho sanctuary, Magdalen Graeme alone 
expressed triumph in tho blow hor doscondant had dealt to the 
scoffer, mixed, however, with a wild and anxious expression of 
terror for hor grandson’s sufety. ‘Let him perish,’ sho said, 
‘in his blasphemy—let him dio on the holy pavement which he 
has insulted !’ 

But the rage of the multitude, the gricf of the abbot, the 
oxultation of the enthusiastic Magdalen, wore all mistimed and 
unnecessary, ITowleglas, mortally wounded as he was supposed 
to bo, sprung alortly up from tho floor, calling aloud, ‘A miracle 
—a miracle, my mastors! as brave a miracle ag over was wrought 
in the kirk gf Konnaquhair, And I charge you, my mastors, 
as your lawfully chosen abbot, that you touch no one without 
my command. You, wolf and bear, will guard this pragmatic 
youth, but without hurting him. And you, reverend brother, 
will, with your comrades, withdraw to your cells; for our 
conference has ended like all conferences, leaving each of his 
own mind, as before; and if we fight, both you, and your 
brethren, and the Kirk, will have the worst on’t. Wherefore, 
pack up your pipes and begone.’ 

xt 9 
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Tho hubbub was beginning again to awaken, but still Father 
Ambrose hesitated, as wuncertam to what path his duty called 
him, whether to face out the present storm ox to reserve him- 
self for a better moment. His brothor of Unreason observed 
his difficulty, and said, in a tone moro natural and less affected 
than that with which he had hitherto sustained his character, 
‘We came hither, my good si, more in mirth than in misehiof : 
our bark is worse than our bite; and, especially, we mean you 
no personal harm ; wherefore, draw off while the play is good ; 
for it is ill whistling for a hawk when she is once on tho soar, 
and worse to snatch the quarry from the ban-dog. Let these 
felloys once begin thoir brawl, and 1 will he too much for 
madness itself, let alone the Abbot of Unreason, to bring them 
back to the lure.’ 

The brethron crowded around Father Ambrosins, and joined 
in urging him to give place to tho torrent. The present revel 
was, thoy said, an ancient custom which his predecessors had 
pormitted, and old Father Nicolas himself had played the dragon 
in the days of the Abbot Ingelram. 

‘And we now reap the fruit of tho seed which they havo so 
unadvisedly sown,’ said Ambrosius: ‘they taught men to make 
a mock of what is holy, what wonder that the descendants of 
scoffers become robbers and plundcrers? But be it as you list, 
my brethren—move towards the dortour. And you, dame, I 
command you, by the authority which I have over you, and by 
your respect for that youth’s safoty, that you go with us with- 
out farther speech. Yet, stay—what are your intontions 
towards that youth whom you dotain prisoner? Wot ye,’ ho 
continued, addressing Howleglas in a stern tono of voico, ‘that 
he bears tho livery of the house of Avencl? Thoy who fear 
not the anger of Heaven may at least droad the wrath of 
man.’ : 

‘Cumber not yourself concerning him,’ answered Towloglas, 
“we know right woll who and what ho is.’ 

‘Lot me pray,’ said the abbot, in a tone of entreaty, ‘that 
you do him no wrong for tho rash deed which ho attempted in 
his imprudent zeal.’ 

‘T say, trouble not yourself about it, father,’ answered 
Howleglas ; ‘but move off with your train, malo and fomale, or 
T will not undertake to save yonder sho-saint from tho ducking- 
stool, And as for bearing of malice, my stomach hag no room 
for it; it is,’ he added, clapping his hand on his portly belly, 
‘too well bumbasted out with straw and buckram ; grameroy 
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to them both—thoy kept out that madcap’s dagger as well as 
a, Milan corslet could have done.’ 

In fact, tho home-driven poniard of Roland Grame had 
lighted upon the stuffing of the fictitious paunch, which the 
Abbot of Unreason wore as a part of his characteristic dress, 
and it was only the foree of the blow which had prostrated that 
reverend person on the ground for a moment. 

Satisfied in some degree by this man’s assurances, and com- 
polled to give way to supeyior force, the Abbot Ambrosius 
retired from the church at the head of the monks, and loft the 
court free for the revellers to work thoir will, But wild and 
wilful as theso riotors were, thoy accompanied the retreat of 
the religionists with nono of those shouts of contempt and 
derision with which they had at first hailed thom. ‘The abbot's 
discourse had affected some of them with remorse, others with 
shame, and all with a transient degree of respect. They 
remained silent until the last monk had disappeared through 
the side-door which communicated with their dwelling-place, 
and. even then it cost some exhortations on tho part of Howleglas, 
some caprioles of the hobby-horse, and some wallops of tho 
dragon, to rouse once moro the rebuked spirit of revelry. 

And how now, my masters?’ said the Abbot of Unreason ; 
and wherefore look on mo with such blank Jack-a-Lent visages 4 
Will you lose your old pastime for an old wifo’s tale of saints 
and purgatory? Why, I thought you would havo made all 
split long since. Come, strike up, tabor and harp—strike up, 
fiddle and rebeck ; danco and be morry to-day, and lot care 
come to-morrow! Bear and wolf, look to your prisoner; 
prance, hobby ; hiss, dragon, and halloo, boys! we grow older 
every moment wo stand idle, and life is too shorl to be spont 
in playing mumechance.’ 

Thig pithy evhortation was attonded with the effect desired. 
They fumigated tho church with burnt wool and feathers in- 
stead of incense, put foul water into the holy-water basins, and 
celebrated a parody on the church service, the mock abbot 
officiating at the altar; thoy sung ludicrous and indecent 
parodies to the tunes of church hymns; they violated what- 
eyer vosiments or vessels belonging to tho abboy they could 
lay their hands upon; and, playing every freak which the 
whim of the moment could suggest to their wild caprice, at 
length they fell to more lasting deeds of demolition, pulled 
down and destroyed some carved wood-work, dashed out the 
painted windows which had cscaped former violence, and, in 


182 WAVERLEY NOVELS 


their rigorous search after soulpture dedicated to idolatry, began 
to destroy what ornaments yet remained entire upon the tombs 
and around the cornices of the pillars. 

The spirit of demolition, like other tastes, increases by in- 
dulgence: from these lighter attempts at mischief, tho more 
tumultuous part of the mectmg began to meditate destruction 
ona more extended scale. ‘Let us heave it down altogether, the 
old crows’ nest,’ became a general cry among them; ‘it has 
served the Pope and his rooks top long’; and up they struck a 
ballad which was then popular among the lower classes : 


‘The Paip, that pagan full of pride, 
Math blinded us ower lang, 
To. where the blind the blind doth lead, 
No marvel baith gae wiang. 
Like piince and king, 
He led the ring 
Of all iniquity. 
Sing hay tnx, tiim-go-trix, 
Under the greenwood tice, 


The bishop rich, ho could not preach 
For sporting with the lasses ; 
Tho silly friar bchoved to fleech 
Foi awmous as he pamon ; 
Tho cmate his ciced 
Ho could not read, —~ 
Shame fa’ the company ! 
Sing hay tix, trim-go-trix, 
nde tho giconwood tree,’ * 


Thundering out this chorus of a notable hunting-song, which 
had been pressed into the servico of some polemical pact, tho 
followers of the Abbot of Unreason were turning evory momont 
more tumultuous, and getting beyond the managoment ovon of 
that roverend prelate himself, when a knight in full armour, 
followed by two or three men-at-arms, ontered tho church, 
and in a stern voico commanded thom to forbear their riotous 
mummery, ” 

His visor was up, but, if it had beon lowered, the cognizance 
of the holly-branch sufficiently distinguished Sir Halbort Glon- 
dinning, who, on his homoward road, was passing through the 
village of Kennaquhair ; and, moved perhaps by anxicty for his 
brother’s safety, had come directly to the church on hearing of 
the uproar, 

‘What is the meaning of this, he said,‘my masters? Are 

* Seo ‘The Paip, that Pagan! Noto 11, 
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ye Christian men, and the king’s subjects, and yet waste and 
destroy church and chancel like so many heathens?’ 

All stood silent, though doubtless thero were several dis- 
appointed and surprised at receiving chiding instead of thanks 
from so zcalous a Protestant. 

The dragon, indced, did at length take upon him to be 
spokesman, and growled from the dopth of his painted mew, 
that they did but sweep Popery out of the church with tho 
besom of destruction. 4 

‘What! my friends,’ replied Sir Halbert Glendinning, ‘think 
you this mumming and masquing has not more of Popery in it 
than have these stone walls? ‘Take the leprosy out of your 
flesh before you speuk of purifying stone walls: abate your 
insolent license, whioh leads but to idle vanity and sinful 
excess; and know, that what you now practise is one of tho 
profano and unscemly sports introduced by tho priests of Rome 
themselves, to mislead and to brutify the souls which fell into 
their not,’ 

‘Marry come up—are you there with your bears?’ muttered 
the dragon, with a draconie sullommess which was in good keop- 
ing with his character ; ‘we had as good have been Romans still, 
if we are to have no freedom in our pastimes |’ 

‘Dost thou reply to me 507’ said Sir Malbert Glendinning ; 
‘or is there any pastime in grovelling on tho ground there like 
a gigantic kail-worm? Get out of thy painted caso, or, by my 
knighthood, I will treat you like the beast and reptile you hayo 
made yourself.’ 

‘Beast and roptile!’ retorted the offended dragon ; ‘sctting 
peor knighthood, I hold myself as well a born man as 
thyself, 

"iohe knight made no answor in words, but bestowed two 
such blows with the butt of his lance on the petulant dragon, 
that, had not the hoops which constituted the ribs of tho 
machine been pretty strong, they would hardly have saved 
those of tte actor from being broken, In all haste tho masquer 
cropt out of his disguise, unwillmg to abido a third buffet from 
the Janee of the enraged knight. And when the ex-dragon 
stood on the floor of the church, he presented to Halbert 
Glendinning the well-known countenance of Dan of the Howlet- 
hiyst, an ancient comrade of his own, ere fate had raised hin 
so high above the rank to which he was born. The clown 
looked aulkily upon the knight, as if to upbraid him for his 
violence towards an old acquaintance, and Glendinning’s own 
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good-nature reproached him for the violence he had acted 
supon him, : : 

‘I did wrong to strike thee, Dan,’ ho said; ‘but in truth 1 
knew thee not: thou wert ever a mad fellow, Come to Avenol 
Castle, and we shall see how my hawks fly.’ 

‘And if we show him not falcons that will mount ag 
merrily as rockets,’ said the Abbot of Unreason, ‘1 would 
your honour laid as hard on my hones as you did on his even 
now.’ " 

‘How now, sir knaye,’ said the knight, ‘and what has 
brought you hither?’ 

The abbot, hastily ridding himself of the false nose which 
mystified lis physiognomy, and the supplemontary belly which 
made up his disguise, stood before his master in his real char- 
acter of Adam Woodcock, the faleoner of Avenel. 

‘How, varlet!’ said the knight; ‘hast thou dared to como 
here, and disturb the vory house my brother was dwelling in?’ 

‘And it was evon for that reason, craving your honour’s 
pardon, that I came hither; for I hoard the country was to be 
wp to choose an Abbot of Unveason, and “Sure,” thought I, “1 
that can sing, dance, leap backwards ovor a broadsword, and 
am as good a fool as ever sought promotion, have all chance of 
carrying the office ; and if I gain my election, I may stand his 
honour’s nother in some stead, supposing things fall roughly 
out at the kirk of St. Mary’s.”’ 

‘Thou art but a cogging knave,’ said Sir Halbert, ‘and woll 
IT wot that love of ale and brandy, besides tho humour of riot 
and frolic, would draw thee a mile, when love of my house 
would not bring theo a yard. But, go to—earry thy roistorers 
elsowhero—to the alchouse if they list, and thero aro crowns 
to pay your charges; make out tho day’s madnesy without 
doing more mischief, and be wise men to-morrow ; and here- 
after learn to serve a good causo better than by acting like 
buffoons or ruffians,’ 

Obedient to his master’s mandate, tho falconor was collect- 
ing his discouraged followers, and whisporing into thoir cars— 
‘Away, away—tace is Latin for a candle, Nover mind tho good 
knight’s Paritanism—we will play tho frolic owt over a stand 
of double alo in Dame Martin the brewster’s barn-yard. Draw 
off, harp and tabor, bagpipe and drum, mum till you are out 
of the churchyard, then let the welkin ring again; move on, 
wolf and bear—keep the hind logs till you cross the kirk-stile, 
and then show yourselves beasts of mettle; what dovil sent 
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him here to spoil our holiday! But anger him not, my hearts; 
hig lance is no goose-feather, as Dan’s ribs can tell’ 

‘By my soul,’ said Dan, ‘had it been another than my 
ancient comrade, I would have made my father’s old fox fly 
about his ears!’ 

‘Hush |!—hush! man,’ replied Adam Weodcock, ‘not a word 
that way, as you value the safety of your bones; what, man} 
we must take a clink as it passes, 60 it is not bestowed in 
downright ill-will.’ . 

‘But [ will take no such thing,’ said Dan of the Howlet- 
hirst, sullenly resisting the offorts of Woodcock, who was drag- 
ging him out of the church; when, tho quick militery eye of 
Sir Halbert Glondinning detecting Roland Greme betwixt his 
two guards, the knight exclaimed, ‘So ho! faleoner—Wood- 
cock—knave, hast thou brought my lady’s page in mine own 
livery to assist at this hopeful revel of thino, with your wolves 
and bears? Since you were at such mummings, you might, if 
you would, have at least saved the credit of my household by 
dressing him up as a jackanapes. Bring hum hither, fellows!’ 

Adam Woodcock was too honest and downright to permit 
blame to light upon the youth when it was undeserved, ‘I 
swear,’ he said, ‘by St. Martin of Bullions—— 

‘And what hast thou to do with St. Martin ?? 

‘Nay, little enough, sir, unless when he sonds such rainy 
days that we cannot fly a hawk; but I say to your worshipful 
knighthood that, as T am a truce man——’ 

As you are @ false varlet, had been the better obtestation,’ 

‘Nay, if your knighthood allows me not to speak,’ said 
Adam, ‘I can hold my tongue; but the boy came not hithor 
by my bidding, for all that.’ 

‘But to gratify his own mulapert pleasure, I wavrant me,’ 
said Sir Halbert Glendinning, ‘Come hither, young springald, 
and tell me whether you have your mistross’s license to bo 
so far absont from tho eastle, or to dishonour my livery by 
mingling ix such a May-game 3’ 

‘Sir Halbert Glendinning,’ answered Roland Greme, with 
steadiness, ‘I have obtained the pormission, or rathor the com- 
mands, of your lady to dispose of my time hereafter according 
to my own pleasure. I have been a most unwilling spectator 
of this May-game, since it is your pleasure go to call it; and I 
only wear your livery until I can obtain clothes which bear no 
such badge of servitude,’ 

‘How am I to understand this, young man?’ said Sir 
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Halbert Glendinning; ‘speak plainly, for I am no roador of 
riddles. That my Indy favoured thee, 1 know. What hast 
thou dono to disoblige her, and occasion thy dismissal ?’ 

‘Nothing to speak of,’ said Adam Woodcock, answering for 
the boy; ‘a foolish quarrel with me, which was more foolishly 
told over again to my honoured lady, cost the poor boy his 
place. For my part, I will say frecly that I was wrong from 
beginning to end, except about the washing of the oyas’s meat. 
There I stand to it that I was right.’ 

With that, the good-natured faleoner repeated to his master 
the whole history of the squabble which had brought Roland 
Greme into disgraco with his mistress, bul in a manner so 
favourable for the page that Sir Halbert conld not but suspect 
his generous motive. 

‘Thou art a good-natured fellow,’ he said, ‘Adam Wood- 
cock.’ 

‘As ever had falcon upon fist,’ said Adam; ‘and, for that 
matter, so is Master Roland; but, being half a gentloman by 
his office, his blood is soon up, and so is mine.’ 

‘Well,’ said Sir Halbert, ‘be it as it will, my lady has acted 
hastily, for this was no great matter of offence to discard the 
lad whom she had trained wp for years; but he, I doubt not, 
made it worse by his prating; it jumps well with a purpose, 
however, which I had in my mind. Draw off these people, 
Woodcock ; and you, Roland Graeme, ationd mo.’ 

The page followed him in silence into the abbot’s house, 
where, stepping into the first apartment which he found open, 
he commanded one of his attendants to lot his brother, Master 
Edward Glendinning, know that he desired to speak with him. 
The men-at-arms went gladly off to join thoir comrade, Adam 
Woodcock, and the jolly crow whom ho had assembled at Damo 
Martin’s, the hostler’s wife, and the pago and knight wore loft 
alone in the apartment. Sir IIabert Glendinning paced the 
floor for 2 moment in silence, and thon thus addressed his 
attendant : J 

‘Thou mayest have remarked, stripling, that [ have but 
seldom distinguished thee by much notico—I see thy colour 
rises, but do not speak till thou hearest me out. I say, I have 
never much distinguished thee, not because I did not seo that 
in thee which I might well havo praised, hut because J saw 
something blameable, which such praises might have made 
worse. Thy mistress, dealing according to her pleasure in hor 
own household, as no one hath better reagon or titlo, had picked 
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thee from the vest, and treated thee more like a relation than 
a, domestic ; and if thou didst show somo vanity and petulance 
under such distinction, it were injustice not to say that thon 
hast profited both in thy exercises and in thy breeding, and 
hast shown many sparkles of a gentle and manly spirit. More- 
over, it were ungenerous, having bred thee up freakish and 
fiery, to dismiss thee to want or wandering for showing that 
yory peevishness and impatience of discipline which arose from 
thy too delicate nurture. Therefore, and for the eredit of my 
own'household, I am determined to retain thee in my train, 
until I can honourably dispose of thee olsowhere, with a fair 
prospect of thy going through the world with eredit to the 
house that brought thee up.’ 

If there was something in Sir Halbert Glendinning’s speoch 
which flattered Roland’s pride, there was also much that, ac- 
cording to his mode of thinking, was an alloy to the compli- 
ment. And yet his conscience instantly told him that he 
ought to accept, with grateful deference, the offer which was 
made him by the husband of his kind protectress; and his 
prudence, however slender, could not but admit he should enter 
the world under very different auspices as a retainer of Sir 
Halbert Glendinning, so famed for wisdom, courage, and influ- 
ence, from thoge under which he might partake the wandorings, 
and become an agent in the visionary schemes—for such they 
appeared to him—of Magdalen, his relative. Still, a strong 
reluctance 10 re-enter a service from which he had been 
dismissed with contempt almost counterbalanced these con~ 
siderations, 

Sir Halbort looked on the youth with surprise, and resumed : 
‘You seom to hesitate, young man. Are your own prospects 
xo inviting that you should pause cro you accept thoso which 
I offer to you? or must I remind you that, although you have 
offended your benofactress, even to the point of hor dismissing 
you, yot I am convinced, the knowledge that you have gono 
ungttuded on your own wild way, into a world so disturbed as 
ows of Scotland, cannot, in tho upshot, but give her sorrow 
and pain; from which it ig, in gratitude, your duty to preserve 
her, no less than it is in common wisdom your duty to accept 
my offered protection, for your own sake, where body and soul 
are alike endangered should you refuse it.’ 

Roland Greme replied in a respectful tone, but at the same 
time with some spirit, ‘I am not ungrateful for such coun- 
tenance as hag been afforded me by the Lord of Avenel, and 
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T am glad to learn, for the first time, that IT havo not had the 
misfortune to be utterly bencuth his obsorvation, as I had 
thought. And it is only needful to show me how I can testify 
my duty aud my gratitude towards my carly and constant 
benefactress with my life’s hazard, and I will gladly peril it? 
He stopped. 

‘These are but words, young man,’ answered Glendinning ; 
‘large protestations are often used to supply the place of 
effectual service. I know nothing in which the peril of your 
life can serve the Lady of Avenol; I can only say, she will be 
pleased to lean you have adopted somo course which may 
ensure the safety of your person and the weal of your soul. 
What ails you, that you accept not that safety when it is offered 

ou}? 

: ‘My only relative who is alivo,’ answered Roland— at loast 
the only relative whom I have over seon, has rejoined mo since 
T was dismissed from the Castle of Avenel, and I must consult 
with her whether I can adopt the line to which you now call 
me, or whether her increasing wfirmities, or the authority 
which she is entitled to exercise over me, may not require me 
to abide with her.’ 

‘Where is this relation ?’ said Sir Halbert Glondinning, 

In this house,’ answered the page. 

‘Go, then, and seok her out,’ said tho Knight of Avencl; 
‘moro than meet it is that thou shouldst have her approbation, 
yet worse than foolish would she show herself in denying it.’ 

Roland left the apartment to seck for his grandmother, and 
as he retreated the abbot entered. 

The two brothors mot as brothers who loye each other fondly, 
yet meet rarely together. Such indeed was the case. Their 
mutual affection attached them to each othor; but in ovory 
pursuit, habit, or sentimont conneeted with tho discords of the 
times tho friend and counsellor of Murray stood opposed to 
the Roman Catholic priesb; nor, indeed, could thoy have hold 
very much society together without giving causa of offence and 
suspicion to their confederates on each side. After a closo 
embrace on tho part of both, and a welcome on that of tho 
abhot, Sir Halbert Glendinning expressed his satisfaction that 
he had come in time io appeaso the riot raised by Howleglas 
and his tumultuous followers. 

‘And yet,’ he said, ‘when I look on your garmonts, brother 
Edward, [ cannot help thinking there still remains an Abbot of 
Unreason within the bounds of tho monastery.’ 
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‘And wherefore carp at my garments, brother Talbot?’ 
suid the abbot; ‘it is the spiritual armour of my calling, and, 
as such, beseems me as well as breastplate and baldric become 
your own bosom.’ 

‘Ay, but there were small wisdom, methinks, in putting on 
armour where we have no power to fight: it is but a dangerous 
temerity to defy the foe whom we cannot resist.’ 

‘For that, my brother, no one can answer,’ said the abbot, 
‘until the battle be fought; and, were it even as you say, me- 
thinks a brave man, though desperate of victory, would 1ather 
desire to fight and fall than to resign swoid and shield on some 
mean and dishonourable composition with his insulting antago- 
nist. But let us not, dear Halbert, make discord of a themo 
on which we cannot agree, but xather stay and partake, though 
a heretic, of my admission feast. You need not fear, my brother, 
that your zeal for restoring the primitive discipline of the church 
will, on this occasion, be offended with the rich profusion of a 
conventual banguet. The days of our old friend Abbot Boni- 
face are over; and tho superior of St. Mary’s has neithor forests 
nor fishings, woods nor pastures, nor cornficlds; neither flocks 
nor herds, bucks nor wild-fowl, granaries of wheat nor store- 
houses of oil and wine, of ale and of mead. ‘The refectionor’s 
office 1s ended; and such a meal as a hermit in romance can 
offer to a wandering knight is all we have to sct before you. 
But, if you will share it with us, we shall eat it with a cheerful 
heart, and thank you, my brother, for your timely protection 
against these rude gcoffors,’ 

‘My dearest Edward,’ said the knight, ‘it grieves me deeply 
I cannot abide with you; but it would sound ill for us both 
wore one of the Reformed congregation to sit down at your 
admission feast; and, if I can evor have tho satisfaction of 
affording you effectual protection, it will be much owing to my 
yemaining unsuspected of countenancing or approving your 
religious rites and coremonies, It will demand whatever con- 
sideration can acquire among my own friends to shelter the 
bold man who, contrary to law and tho edicts of parliament, 
has dared to take up tho office of abbot of St. Mary’s.’ 

‘Trouble not yourself with the task, my brother,’ replied 
Father Ambrosius. ‘I would lay down my dearest blood to 
know that you defended the church for the church’s sake; but, 
while you remain unhappily her enemy, I would not that you 
endangered your own safety, or diminished your own comforts, 
for the sake of my individual protection. But who comes 
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hither to disturb the few minutes of fraternal communication 
which our evil fate allows us?’ 

The door of the apartment oponed as the abbot spoke, and 
Dame Magdalen entered. 

‘Who is this woman?’ said Sir Halbert Glondinning, some- 
what sternly, ‘and what does sho want?’ 

‘That you know me not,’ said the matron, ‘signifies little ; I 
come by your own order, to give my free consent that tho strip- 
ling, Roland Grame, return to your service ; and, having said so, 
Tcumber you no longer with my presence. Peace be with you !? 
She turned to go away, but was stopped by tho inquiries of 
Sir Halbort Glendinning. 

‘Who are you !—what are you?}—and why do you not await 
to make me answer?’ 

‘1 was,’ she replied, ‘while yet 1 belonged to the world, a 
matron of no vulgar name; now J un Magdalen, a poor pil- 
grvimer, for the sake of Holy Kirk.’ 

*Yea,’ said Sir Halbert, ‘art thou a Catholic? 1 thought 
my dame said that Roland Greomo came of Reformed kin,’ 

‘His fathor,’ said the matron, ‘was a heretic, or rathor ono 
who regarded neither orthodoxy nor heresy~neither the tomplo 
of the church or of antichrist. J, too—for the sins of the times 
make sinners—have scemed to conform to your unhallowed 
rites ; but I had my dispensation and my absolution.’ 

‘You seo, brothor,’ said Su Halbert, with a smile of meaning 
towards the abbot, ‘that we accuse you not altogether without 
grounds of mental equivocation.’ 

‘My brother, you do us injustice,’ roplied the abbot ; ‘this 
woman, as her bearing may of itself warrant you, is not in her 
perfect mind. Thanks, I must needs say, to the porscoution of 
your marauding barons and of your latitudinarian clorgy,’ 

‘T will not dispute the point,’ said Sir Halbort; ‘tho ovils 
of tho time are unhappily so numerous that both churchos may 
divide thom and havo enow to spare.’ So saying, he Icaned 
from the window of tho apartment and winded his ugle. 

‘Why do you sonnd your horn, my brother ?’ said tho abbot ; 
‘we have spent but few minutes together.’ 

‘Alas!’ said the elder brother, ‘and evon these fow havo 
heen sullied by disagreemont. IT sound to horse, my brother, 
the rather that, to avert the consequences of this day’s rashnoss 
on your part requires hasty offorts on mino. Dame, you will 
oblige me by letting your young rolative know that wo mount 
instantly. Iintend not that ho shall return to Avenel with 
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me; it would lead to new quarrels betwixt him and my house: 
hold ; at least, to taunts which his proud heart could ill brook, 
and my wish is to do him kindness. He shall, therefore, go 
forward to Edinburgh with one of my retinue, whom I shalt 
send back to say what has chanced here. You scem rejoiced 
at this?’ ho added, fixing his ayes keenly on Magdalen Graeme, 
who returned his gazo with calm indifference. 

‘I would rather,’ she said, ‘that Roland, a poor and friend- 
less orphan, were the jest of the world at large than of tho 
menials at Avenel.’ 

‘Year not, dame, he shall be scorned by neither,’ anawered 
the knight. 

“Tt may be,’ sho replied—it may well be; but I will trust 
more to his own bearing than to your countenance.’ She left 
the room as she spoke, 

The knight looked after hor as she departed, but turned 
instantly to his brother, and expressing, in the most affectionate 
terms, his wishes for his welfare and happiness, craved his leave 
to depart. ‘My knaves,’ he said, ‘are too busy at the ale-stand 
to leave their revelry for the empty breath of a bugle-horn,’ 

‘You have freed thom from higher restraint, Halbert,’ 
answered the abbot, ‘and therein taught them to rebel against: 
your own,’ 

‘Fear not that, Edward,’ exclaimed Halbort, who novor gave 
his brother his monastic name of Ambrosius; ‘none obey the 
command of real duty so well as those who are free from the 
observance of slavish bondage.’ 

Ho was turning to depart, whon the abbot said, ‘Let us 
not yet part, my brother; here comes some light refreshment. 
Leave not the house which I must now call mine, till force expel 
me from it, until you have at least broken bread with me.’ 

The poor lay brother, the same who acted as porter, now 
entered tho apartment, bearing somo simple refreshment and 
a flask of wine, ‘He had found it,’ ho said with officious 
humility, ‘by rummaging through every nook of the cellar,’ 

The knight filled a small silver cup, and, quafling it off, 
asked his brother to pledge him, observing, the wine was 
Bachavac, of the first vintage, and great age. 

‘Ay,’ said the poor Jay brothoy, ‘it came out of the nook 
which old Brother Nicolas—may his soul bo happy |—was wont 
to call Abbot Ingelram’s corner; and Abbot Ingelram was bred 
at the convent of Witrtzburg, which T understand to be near 
whero that choice wine grows.’ 
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‘Tue, my reverend six, said Sir Halbort ; ‘and therefore [ 
entreat my brother and you to pledge mo in a cup of this 
orthodox vintage.’ 

The thin old porter looked with a wishful glanco towards 
the abbot. ‘Do venzam,’ said hig superior; and the old man 
seized, with a trembling hand, a beverage to which he had been 
long unacoustomed, drained tho cup with protracted delight, 
as if dwelling on the favour and porfumo, and set it down with 
a, melancholy smile and shake of,tho head, as if bidding adion 
in future to such delicious potations, The brothors smiled, 
But when Sir Halbert motioned to the abbot to take up his 
cup and do him reason, the abbot, in turn, shook his hoad, and 
roplied, ‘This is no day for the abbot of St. Mary’s to cat the 
fat and drink the sweet. In wator from Our Lady’s woll,’ he 
added, filling a cup with the limpid clement, ‘IT wish you, my 
brother, all happiness, and, above all, a truo sight of your 
apivitual errors,’ 

‘And to you, my beloved Edward,’ replied Glondinning, ‘T 
wish the free exercise of your own free reason, and the discharge 
of more important duties than are connected with the idlo name 
which you have so xashly assumed,’ 

The brothers parted with deep regrot; and yet cach, confi- 
dent in his opinion, felt somowhat relioved by the absenco of 
one whom he respected so much, and with whom he could 
agreo 80 little, 

Soon afterwards tho sound of the Knight of Avenel’s trumpets 
was heard, and the abbot went to the top of a tower, from 
whose dismantled battlements he could soon seo tho horsemen 
ascending the rising ground in the direction of the drawbvidge. 
As he gazed, Magdalen Grwme came to his side. 

‘Thou art come,’ ho said, ‘to catch tho last glimpse of thy 
grandson, my sister. Yondor ho wends, under the chargo of 
the best knight in Scotland, his faith over excepted.’ 

‘Thou canst bear witness, my futhor, that ib was no avish 
either of mine or of Roland’s,’ replied the matron, ‘which 
induced the Knight of Avonol, as ho is called, again Lo entertain 
my grandson in his household, Ieaven, which confounds the 
wise with their own wisdom, and tho wicked with their own 
policy, hath placed him whore, for the sorvice of the church, I 
would most wish him to be,’ 

‘IT know not what you mean, my sistor,’ said the abbot, 

‘Reverend father,’ replied Magdalon, ‘hast thou nover heard 
that there are spirits powerful to rond tho walls of a castle 
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asunder when once admitted, which yet cannot enter the house 
unless they are invited, nay, dragged over the threshold ?* 
Twice hath Roland Greeme been thus drawn into the houschold 
of Avenel by those who now hold the title, Let them look to 
the issus,’ 

So saying, sho loft the turret; and the abbot, after pausing 
a moment on her words, which he imputed to tho unsettled 
state of her mind, followed down the winding stair to celebrate 
his admission to his high office by fast and prayer, instead of 
revelling and thanksgiving. ° 


* Seo Inability of Evil Spirita to onter ae Tonse uninvited. Noto 12. 


CHAPTER XVI 


Youth ! thou wear’st to manhood now. 
Daiker lip and dake: brow, 
Statolier step, moie pensive mien, 
In thy face and gait me scen: 
Thon must now biook midnight watches, 
Take thy food and sport by snatches ! 
For tho gambol and the est, 
Thon wat wont to love the best, 
Graver follies must thou follow, 
But as senseless, false, aud hollow, 
Life, a Pon. 


Youna Roland Greme now trotted gaily forward in the train 
of Sir Halbert Glendinning, He was relioved from his most 
galling apprehension—the encounter of the scorn and taunt 
which might possibly hail his immediate return to the Castle 
of Avenel. ‘There will be a change ere they seo mo again,’ 
he thought to himself; ‘I shall wear the coat of plato, instoad 
of the green jerkin, and tho steel morion for the bonnet and 
foather, They will be bold that may venture to break a gibo 
on the man-at-arms for the follios of the page; and I trust 
that, ere we return, I shall have done something more worthy 
of note than hallooing a hound aftor a deer, or sorambling a 
crag for a kito’s nest.’ Ie could not, indecd, help marvelling 
that his grandmother, with all her religious prejudices loaning, 
it would seem, to tho other side, had consented so readily to 
his re-entering the servico of the houso of Avongl; and yet 
more at the mysterious joy with which she togk Icave of him 
at tho abbey. 

‘Tleaven,’ said the dame, as she kissed her young relation, 
and bade him farewell, ‘ works its own work, even by the hands 
of those of ovr enemies who think themselves tho strongest 
and the wisest. Thou, my child, be ready to act upon the call 
of thy religion and country ; and remember, each earthly bond 
which thou canst form is, compared to the ties which bind thee 
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to them, like the loose flax to the twisted cable. Thou hast 
not forgot the face or form of the damsel Catherine Seyton ?’ 

Roland would have replied in the negative, but the woid 
seemed to stick in his throat, and Magdalen continued her 
exhortations, 

‘Thou must not forget her, my son; and here I entrust 
thee with a token, which I trust thou wilt specdily find an 
opportunity of delivering with care and secrecy into her own 
hand.’ 4 : 

She put hero into Roland’s hand a very small packot, of 
which she again enjoined him to take the strictest care, and to 
suffer it to be seen by no one gave Catherine Scyton, who, she 
again (very unnecessarily) reminded him, was the young maiden 
he had met on the procecing day. She then bestowed on him 
her solemn benediction, and bade God speed him, 

There was something in her manner and her conduct which 
implied mystery; but Roland Greame was not of an age or 
temper to waste much time in endeavouring to decipher her 
meaning, All that was obvious to his perception in the present 
journey promised pleasure and novelty, He rejoiced that he 
was travelling towards Edinburgh, in order to assumo the 
character of & man, and lay aside that of a boy. He was 
delighted to think that he would have an opportunity of rejoin- 
ing Catherine Seyton, whose bright eyes and lively manners 
had made so favourable an impression on his imagination ; 
and, as an inexperionced yet high-spirited youth, ontering for 
the first time upon activo life, hig heart bounded at the thought 
that he was about to see all those scenes of courtly splendour 
and warlike adventures of which the followers of Sir Halbert 
used to boast on their occasional visits to Avenel, to tho 
wondermont and onvy of those who, like Roland, knew courts 
and camps only by hearsay, and were condemned to the solitary 
sports and almost monastio seclusion of Avenel, surrounded by 
its lonely Inke, and embosomed among its pathless mountains. 
‘They shall mention my namo,’ he said to himself, ‘if the risk 
of my life can Yurchaso me opportunities of distinction, and 
Catherine Seyton’s saucy eye shall rest with more respect on 
the distinguished soldier than that with which she laughed to 
scorn the raw and inexperienced page.’ Thoro was wanting 
but one accessaty to complete the sense of rapturous excitation, 
and he possessed it by being onco more mounted on the back 
of a fiery and activo horso, instead of plodding along on foot, 
as had been the case during the preceding days. 

xt fo 
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Impelled by the liveliness of his own spirits, which so many 
circumstances tended naturally to oxalt, Roland Graome’s voice 
and his laughter were soon distinguished amid tho trampling 
of the horses of tho retinue, and more than once attracted the 
attention of their leader, who remarked with satisfaction that 
the youth replied with good-humoured raillery to such of tho 
train as josted with him on his dismissal and return to the 
service of tho house of Avenel, 

‘I thought tho holly-brangh in your bonnet had boon 
blighted, Master Roland?’ said one of the mon-at-arms. 

“Only pinched with half an hour's frost; you see it flourishes 
as green ag ever.’ 

‘It is too grave a plant to flourish on so hot a soil as that 
head-piece of thine, Master Roland Graeme,’ retorted the other, 
who was an old equerry of Sir Halbert Glendinning. 

‘Tf it will not flourish alone,’ said Roland, ‘I will mix it 
with tho laurel and the myrtle; and I will carry them so near 
tho sky that it shall make amends for thoir stinted growth,’ 

Thus speaking, he dashed his spurs into his horse’s sides, 
and, checking him at the same time, compelled him to exeante 
a lofty caracole. Sir Halbort Glondiming looked at the de- 
meanour of his new attondant with that sort of melancholy 
pleasure with which thoso who have long followed the pursuits 
of life, and are sensiblo of thoir vanity, regard tho gay, young, 
and buoyant spirits to whom existence as yet is only hope 
and promise. 

In the meanwhile, Adam Wootleock, the falconer, stripped 
of his masquing habit, and attired, nccording to his rank and 
calling, in a green jorkin, with a hawking-bag on the ono side 
and a short hanger on the other, a glove on his loft hand which 
reached half-way up his arm, and a bonnet and feather upon 
his head, camo after tho party as fast ay his active little 
Galloway nag could trot, and immediately entered into parley 
with Roland Greeme. 

‘So, my youngster, you are ones more under shadow of the 
holly-branch ?” 

‘And in case to repay you, my good friend,’ answered Roland, 
‘your ten grouts of silver.’ 

‘Which, but an hour since,’ said the falconer, ‘you had nearly 
paid me with ten inches of steel. +On my faith, id is writton 
in the book of our destiny that I must brook your dagger, 
after all.’ 

‘Nay, speak not of that, my good friend,’ said the youth, ‘1 
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would rather have broached my own bosom than yours; but 
who could have known you in the mumming dress you wore?’ 

‘Yes,’ the falconer resumed, for both as a poct and actor 
he had his own professional shave of self-conceit, ‘I think I was 
as good an Howleglas as ever played part at a Shrovetide revelry, 
and not a much worse Abbot of Unreason. I defy the Old 
Enomy to unmasquo mo whon I choose to keep my vizard on, 
What tho dovil brought the knight on us before wo had the 
game out? You would have,heard mo halloo my own new 
ballad with a voice should have reached to Berwick. But I 
pray you, Master Roland, be less free of cold steel on slight 
oceasions ; since, but for the stuffing of my reverend doublet, I 
had only loft the kirk to take my place in the kirkyard’? 

‘Nay, spare mo that feud,’ said Roland Graeme, ‘we shall 
have no time to fight it out; for, by our lord’s command, I am 
bound for Edinburgh.’ 

‘I know it,’ said Adam Woodcock, ‘and even therefore we 
shall have timo to solder up this rent by the way, for Sir Halbert 
has appointed mo your companion and guide.’ 

‘Ay? and with what purpose?’ said the page. 

‘That, said the falconer, ‘is a question £ cannot answer ; 
but I know that, be the food of the eyascs washed or unwashed, 
and, indeed, whatever becomes of porch and mew, I am to go 
with you to Edinburgh, and sce you safely delivored to the 
Regent ab Holyrood.’ 

‘How, to the Regent?’ said Roland, in surprise. 

‘Ay, by my faith, to the Regent,’ replied Woodcock ; * I pro- 
mise you that, if you are not to enter his service, at least you 
are to wait upon him in tho charactor of a rotainer of our 
Knight of Avenel.’ 

‘I know no right, said the youth, ‘which tho Knight of 
Avenel hath to transfor my sorvice, supposing that T owe it to 
himself,’ 

‘Tush—hush |’ said tho faleoner; ‘that is a question I 
advise no ons to stir in until ho has the mountain or the lake, 
or the march of another kingdom, which is better than either, 
betwixt him and his foudal superior,’ 

‘But Sir Halbert Glendinning,’ said the youth, ‘is not my 
foudal superior ; nor has ho aught of authority’ 

‘I pray you, my son, to rein your Longue,’ answered Adam 
Woodeoek ; ‘my lord’s displeasure, if you provoko it, will bo 
‘worse to appeaso than my lady’s. Tho touch of his least finger 
were heavier than her hardest blow. And, by my faith, he is 
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a man of stecl, as true and as pure, but as hard and as pitiless, 
You remember the Cock of Capperlaw, whom he hanged over 
his gate for a mere mistake—a poor yoke of oxen taken in 
Scotland, when he thought he was taking them in English land? 
T loved the Cock of Capperlaw ; the Korrs had not an honester 
man in their clan, and they have had men that might have been 
a pattern to the Border-—men that would not have lifted undor 
tw8nty cows at once, and would havo hold themselves dis- 
honoured if thoy had taken adrift of sheop or the like, but 
always managed their raids in full credit and honour, But see, 
his worship halts, and we aro close by tho bridgo, Tide up— 
ride up; wo must have his last instructions.’ 

Tt was as Adam Woodcock said. In tho hollow way descond- 
ing towards tho bridge, which was still in the guardianship of 
Peter Bridge-Ward, as he was called, though he was now very 
old, Sir Halbert Glendinning halted his retinue, and beckoned 
to Woodcock and Grwme to advance to the head of tho train, 

‘Woodcock,’ said he, ‘thou knowest to whom thou art to 
conduct this youth. And thou, young man, oboy discrectly and 
with diligence the orders that shall be given thee, Curb thy 
yain and peevish temper. Bo just, true, and faithful; and 
there is in thee that which may raiso thee many # dogroe above 
thy present station. Neither shalt thou—always supposing 
thine efforts to bo fair and honest—want the protection and 
countenance of Avonel.’ 

Leaving them in front of the bridge, tho centro towor of 
which now began to cust a prolonged shade upon the rivor, tho 
Knight of Avenel turned to the left, without crossing the river, 
and pursued his way towards the chain of hills within whose 
recesses arc situated the Lake and Castle of Avencl. ‘hero 
remained behind, the faleoner, Roland Grime, and a domestic 
of the knight, of inferior rank, who was loft with thom to look 
after their horses whilo on the road, to carry their baggage, and 
to attend to their convenience. 

So soon as the more numorous body of ridors had treed off 
to pursue their journey westward, thosa whoso routo lay across 
the river, and was directed towards the north, summoned the 
bridge-ward, and demanded a free passage. 

‘I will noé lower tho bridge,’ answered Peter, in a voice 
querulous with ago and ill-humowr. ‘Como Papist, come 
Protestant, yo are all tho same, Tho Papists threatened us 
with purgatory, and fleeched us with pardons; the Protestant 
mints at us with the sword, and cuittles us with the liberty of 
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conscience ; but never a one of cither says, “ Peter, there is your 
penny.” Tam woll tired of all this, and for no man shall the 
bridge fall that pays me not ready money ; and I would have 
you know I cave as little for Geneva as for Rome, as little for 
homilies as for pardons ; and the silver pennies are tho only 
passports I will hear of.’ 

‘Here is a propor old chuff!’ said Woodcock to his com- 
panion ; then raising his voice, he exclaimed, ‘Hark thee, dog 
~—bridge-ward—villain, dost thou think we have refused thy 
namesake Poter’s pence to Rome, to pay thine at the bridge of 
Kennaquhair? Let thy bridge down instantly to the followers 
of the house of Avenel, or by the hand of my father, and that 
handled many a bridlo rein, for ho was a bluff Yorkshixeman 
I say, by my father’s hand, our knight will blow theo out of 
thy solan-gooso’s nest there in the middle of the water, with the 
light faleonct which wo ave bringing southward from Edinburgh 
to-morrow.’ 

The bridge-ward heard, and muttered, ‘A plague on falcon 
and falconet, on cannon and demi-cannon, and all the barking 
bull-dogs whom they halloo against stone and lime in these our 
days! It was a merry timo when there was little besides handy 
blows, and it may be a flight of arrows that harmed an ashler 
wall 28 little as so many hailsiones. But we must jouk and 
let the jaw gang by.’ Comforting himself in his state of 
diminished consequence with this pithy old proverb, Peter 
Bridge-Ward lowered the drawbridge, and permitted them to 
pass over. At tho sight of his whito hair, albeit it discovered 
a visage equally peevish through age and misfortune, Roland 
was inclined to give him an alms, but Adam Woodcock pre- 
vented him, ‘Hen lot him pay the penally of his former 
churlishness and grecd,’ he said ; ‘the wolf, when he has lost his 
teeth, should be treated no beticr than a en,’ 

Leaving the bridgo-vard to lament the alteration of times, 
which sont domineering soldiers and feudal retainers to his 
place of passage, instead of peaceful pilgrims, and reduced him 
to become the oppressed, instead of playing the extortioner, the 
travellers turned them northward; and Adam Woodcock, well 
acquainted with that part of the country, proposed to cut short 
a considerable portion of the road by traversing the little valo 
of Glendearg, so famous for the adventures which befell therein 
during tho earlior part of the Benedistine’s Manuscript. With 
these, and with tho thousand commentaries, representations 
and misrepresentations to which they had given rise, Roland 
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Graeme was, of course, well acquainted; for in tho Castle of 
Avenel, as well as in other great establishments, tho inmates 
talked of nothing so often, or with such pleasure, as of the 
private affairs of their lord and lady. But whilo Roland was 
viewing with interest these haunted scenes, in which things 
were said to have passed beyond tho ordinary laws of nature, 
Adam Woodcock was still regretting m his secrot soul the 
unfinished revel and the unsung ballad, and kept every now 
and then breaking out with some such verses as theso: 


‘The fiiats of Fail drank borry-hown ale, 
‘The best that e’cr was tasted ; 
The monks of Melrose made guido kale 
On Fridays, when they fasted. 
St. Monance’ sister, 
The gioy priost kast her— 
Fiend save the company | 
Sing hay trix, taim-go-trix, 
ndei the gicenwood treo !’ 


‘By my hand, friond Woodcock,’ said the pago, ‘though I 
know you for a hardy Gospellor, that fear neithor saint nor 
dovil, yet, if I wore you, T would not sing your profanc songs 
in this villey of Glendearg, considering what has happened hore 
before our time,’ 

‘A straw for your wandering spirits!’ grid Adam Wood- 
cock ; ‘I mind them no more than sn earn cares for a string 
of wild geese; they have all fled since the pulpits woro filled 
with honest men, and the people’s cms with sound doctrine, 
Nay, I have a touch at them in my ballad, an T had but had 
the good luck to have sung it to end’; and again he sot off in 
tho same key: 

‘Fiom haunted spring and giassy ring 
Troop goblin, elf and fiary 
And the kelpio must flit fom the blavk hog-pit, 
And the biownie must not tarry ; 
To limbo lake 
Thott way they take, 
With seaice tho pith to flea 
Sing hay trix, tim-go-trix, 
Under tha greenwood tice | 


I think,’ he added, ‘that, could Sir Halbort’s pationco have 
stretched till we came that length, ho would have had a hearty 
laugh, and that is what he seldom enjoys.’ 

‘If it be all true that men tell of his oarly lifo,’ snid Roland, 
‘ho has less right to langh at goblins than most men.’ 
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‘Ay, @ it be all truo,’ answered Adam Woodcock ; ‘but who 
can ensure us of that? Moreover, these were but tales the 
monks used to gull ws simple laymen withal; they know that 
fairies and hobgoblins brought aves and paternosters into repute; 
but now we have given up worship of images in wood and stone, 
methinks it wore no time to be afraid of bubbles in the water or 
shadows in tho nix’ 

‘However,’ said Roland Creme, ‘as the Catholics say they 
do not worship wood or stone, but only as emblems of the holy 
saints, and not as things holy in themaclyes: ? 

*Pshaw ! pshaw |’ answered the falconer; ‘a rush for their 
prating. They told us another story whon these baptized idols 
of theirs brought pike-staves and sandalled shoon from all the 
four winds, and whillicd the old women out of their corn and 
their candle-ends, and their butter, bacon, wool, and cheese, and 
when not so much as a grey groat escaped tithing,’ 

Roland Greme had been long taught, by necessity, to con- 
sidor his form of religion as a profound secret, and to gay 
nothing whatever in its defenco when assailed, lest he should 
draw on himsclf the suspicion of belonging to tho unpopular 
and exploded church. He thorefore suffered Adam Woodcock 
to triumph without farther opposition, marvelling in his own 
mind whether any of the goblins, formerly such active agents, 
would avonge his rudo raillery before they left the valley of 
Glondearg. But no such consequences followed. They passed 
the night quietly in a cottage in the glen, and the next day 
resumed their route to Edinburgh, 
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Edina! Scotia’s datling seat, 
All hail thy palaces and towers, 
Whore once, beneath a monarchs foct, 
Sate legislation’s sovercign powers! 
Bunna, 


‘Tas, then, is Edinburgh?’ said the youth, as the fellow- 
travellers arrived at one of the heights to the southward, which 
commanded a view of the great northern capital— this is that 
Edinburgh of which we have heard so much?’ 

‘Even so,’ said the falconer; ‘yonder stands Auld Rookio ; 
you may see the smoke hover ovor her at twonty miles’ 
distance, as the goss-hawk hangs over a plump of young wild 
ducks; ay, yonder is the heart of Scotland, and each throb 
that she gives is folt from the edge of Solway to Duncansbay 
Hend. See, yonder is the old Castle; and gee to tho right, on 
yon rising ground, that is the Castle of Craigmillar, which I 
have known a merry place in my time,’ 

‘Was it not there,’ said the page in a low voice, ‘that tho 
Queen held her court?’ 

‘Ay, ay, veplicd the falconer—‘ Queen sho was thon, though 
you must not call her so now. Well, they may say what they 
will—many a true heart will be sad for Mary Stuart, o’en if all 
bo truo men say of her; for look you, Mastor Roland, she was 
tho loveliest creature to look upon that I ever saw with oye, 
and no lady in the land liked better the fair flight.of a falcon, 
Iwas at the great match on Roslin Moor betwixt Bothwoll— 
he was a black sight to her that Bothwell—and tho Baron of 
Roslin, who could judgo a hawk’s flight as well ag any man in 
Scotland: a butt of Rhenish and-a ring of gold was the wager, 
and it was flown as fairly for as ever was red gold and bright 
wine, And to see her there on her white palfrey, that flew as 
if it scorned to touch more than the heather blossom; and to 
hear her voice, as clear and sweet as the mavis’s whistle, mix 
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among our jolly whooping and whistling ; and to mark all the 
nobles dashing round her—happicst he who got a word or a 
look—tcaring through moss and hag, and venturing neck and 
limb to gain the praise of a bold rider, and the blink of a bonny 
queen’s bright eye! She will see little hawking where she lies 
now; ay, ay, pomp and pleasure pass away as specdily as the 
wap of # falcon’s wing.’ 

‘And where is this poor queen now confined?’ seid Roland 
Grome, interested in the fate of a woman whose beauty and 
grace had made 80 strong an impression even on the blunt and 
careless character of Adam Woodcock. 

‘Whore is she now imprisoned?’ said honest Adam; ‘why, 
in some castle in the north, they say. I know not wheve, for 
my part, nor is it worth while to vex one’s self anent what cannot 
be mended. An she had guided her power well whilst she 
had it she had not come to so ovil a pass. Men say sho must 
rosign her crown to this little baby of a prince, for that they 
will trust her with it no longer. Our master has been as busy 
as his neighbours in all this work, If the Queen should come 
to hor own again, Avencl Castle is like to smoke for it, unless 
he makes his bargain all the better.’ 

‘In a castle in the north Queen Mary is confined 7’ said the 
page, 
; Why, ay——thoy say so, al least. In a castle beyond that 
groat river which comes down yondor, and looks liko a river ; 
but it is a branch of the aca, and ag bittor as brine,’ 

‘And amongst all hor subjects,’ said tho page, with some 
emotion, ‘ig thore none that will adventure anything for her 
relict ? , 

‘That is a kibtle question,’ said the faleoner; ‘and if you 
ask it often, Mastor Roland, 1 am fain to tell you that you will 
be mowed up yourself in some of thoso castles, if they do not 
profer twisting your head off, to save farther trouble with you. 
Adventure anything! Lord, why, Mivray has the wind in his 
poop now, man, and flics so high and strong that the devil a 
wing of them can match him, No, no; thero she is, and thers 
sho must lic, till ILeaven send her deliverance, or till her son 
has the managemont of all, But Murray will never lot her 
loose again, he knows her too well. And hark thee, we are 
now bourid for Holyrood, whore thou will find plenty of news 
and of cowrtiers to tell it. But, take my counsel, and keep a 
calm sough, 18 the Scots say: hear every man’s counsel, and 
keep your own, And if you hap to learn any news you like, 
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leap not up as if you were to put on armour direct in the cause, 
Our old Mr, Wingate seys—and_he knows court cattle well— 
that if you are told old King Coul is come alivo again, you 
should turn it off with, “And is he, in truth? I heard not of it,” 
and ghould seem no more moved than if one told you, by way 
of novelty, that old King Coul was dead and buried, Where- 
fore, look well to your bearing, Master Roland, for I promise 
ou, you come among a generation that are keen as a hungry 
hawk, And nover be dagger out of sheath at overy wry word 

‘ou hear spoken ; for you will find as hot blades as yoursolf, 
and then will be letting of blood without advice cithor of leech 
or almanack.’ 

‘You shall see how staid I will be, and how cautious, my 
good friend, said Graeme; ‘but, blessed Lady, what goodly 
house is that which is lying all in ruins so clogo to the city? 
Have they been playing at the Abbot of Unreason here, and 
ended the gambol by burning the church ?” 

‘There again now,’ replied his companion, ‘you go down 
the wind like a wild haggard, that minds neither lure nor beck ; 
that is a question you should have asked in as low a tone ay I 
shall answer it. 

‘If I stay here long,’ said Roland Graeme, ‘it is liko I shall 
lose tho natural use of my yoice ; but what are the ruins then ?? 

‘The Kirk of Field,’ said the falconer, in a low and im- 
pressive whisper, laying at tho saine time his fingor on his lip ; 
‘ask no moro about it; somobody got foul play, and somebody 
got the blame of it; and the game began there which perhaps 
may not be played ont in our time. Poor Monry Darnley ! to 
be an ass, he understood somewhat of a hawk! but thoy sont 
him on tho wing through the air himsolf one bright moonlight 
night’ 

The memory of this catastrophe was ao rocont that the Dogo 
averted his eyes with horror from the seathed ruins in which 
it had taken place; and tho accusations against tho Queen, Lo 
which it had given riso, came over his mind with such strength 
as to balanco tho compassion ho had begun to ontortuin for her 
presont forlorn situation, 

It was, indeed, with that agitating state of mind which arises 
partly from horror, but more from anxious interest and curiosity, 
that young Greome found himsolf actually traversing tho scono 
of those tremendous events the roport of which had disturbed 
the most distant solitudes in Scotland, like the echoes of distant 
thunder rolling among the mountains, 
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‘Now,’ ho thought—‘now or nover shall I become a man, 
and bear my part in thoso decds which the simple inhabitants 
of our hamlets repeat to cach other as if they were wrotight by 
beings of a superior order to their own! I will know now 
wherefore tho Knight of Avenol carrics his crest so much above 
those of the noighbouring baronage, and how it is that men, 
by valour and wisdom, work their way from the hodden-groy 
coat to the cloak of scarlet and gold. Men say I have not 
much wisdom to recommend me; and if that be truc, courage 
must do it; for I will bea man amongst liying men, or a dead 
corpse amongst the dead,’ 

From these dreams of ambition he turned his thoughts to 
those of pleasure, and began to form many conjectures when 
and where he should see Catherine Seyton, and in what manner 
their acquaintance was to be renewed. With such conjectures 
he was amusing himself, when he found that they had entered 
the city, and all other feelings wore suspended in the sensation 
of giddy astonishment with which an inhabitant of the country 
is affected when, for tho first time, he finds himself in the 
streets of a largo and populous city, an unit in tho midst of 
thousands. 

Tho principal street of Edinburgh was then, as now, one of 
the most spacious in Ikwope. Tho oxtreme height of the 
houses, and the variety of Gothic gables, and battlements, and 
balconies, by which the sky-line on each side was crowned and 
terminated, together with tho width of the street itself, might 
havo struck with surprise a moro practised eyo than that of 
young Greme, ‘The population, close packed within the walls 
of tho city, and at this time increased by tho number of the 
lords of tho King’s party who had thronged to Edinburgh to 
wait upon the Regent Murray, absolutely swarmed like bees 
on the wido nnd stately street. Instead of the shop-windows, 
which are now calculated for the display of goods, the traders 
had thoir opon booths projecting on tho streot, in which, as in 
the fashion of tho modorn bazars, all was exposed which they 
had upon sole. And though the commoditics wore not of the 
richest kinds, yet Greme thought he beheld the wealth of the 
whole world in tho various bales of Flanders cloths and the 
spocimens of tapestry; and at other places the display of 
domestic utensils and pieces of plate struck him with wonder. 
Tho sight. of eutlors’ booths, furnished with swords and poniards, 
which wero manufactured in Scotland, and with piacos of 
defensive armour, imported from Flanders, added to his sur- 
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prise; and at every step he found so much to admire and to 
gaze upon that Adam Woodcock had no little dificulty in pre- 
vailing on him to advance through such a scene of enchant- 
ment, 

The sight of the crowds which filled the strects was equally 
a subject of wonder. Hee a gay lady, in her muffler, or silken 
yeil, traced her way delicately, a gentleman-usher making way 
for her, a page hearing up her train, and a waiting gentlewoman 
carrying her Bible, thus intimating that her purpose was 
towards the church, There he might see a group of citizens 
bending the same way, with their short Flemish cloaks, wide 
trowsors, and high-caped doublets—a fashion to which, as well 
as to their bonnet and feathor, the Scots were long faithful, 
Then, again, came the clorgyman himself, in his black Genova 
cloak and band, lending « grave and attentive ear to the dis- 
course of several persons who accompanied him, and who were 
doubtless holding scrious converse on the religious subject he 
was about to treat of, Nor did thero lack passongors of a 
different class and appearance. 

At every tun, Roland Greme might see a gallant rufile 
along in the newor or French mode, his doublet slashed, and 
his points of the same colours with tho lining, his long sword 
on one side, and his poniard on the other, bchind him a body 
of stout serving-men, proportioned to his estate and quality, 
all of whom walked with the air of military retainers, and 
were armed with sword and buckler, the latter being a small 
round shield, not unlike the Highland target, having a steel 
spike in the centre. ‘Two of these parties, cach headed 
by a person of importance, chanced to moot in tho vory 
centre of the street, or, as it was called, ‘the crown of the 
causeway’—a post of honour as tenaciously assorted in Scotland 
as that of giving or taking tho wall used to be in tho moro 
southern part of the island. The two leaders boing of oqual 
yank, and, most probably, cither animated by political dislike 
or by recollection of some feudal cnmity, marched close up to 
each other, without yielding an inch to the right or the loft; 
and neither showing the least purpose of giving way, they 
stopped for an instant, and then drow their swords. ‘heir 
followors imitated their examplo; about a score of weapons at 
once flashed in the sun, and there was an immediate clatter of 
swords and bucklers, while the followers on either side oried 
their master’s name: the one shouting, ‘Help, a Leslie!—a 
Leslie!’ while the othors answered with shouts of ‘Soyton |— 
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Seyton !’ with the additional punning slogan, ‘Set on—set ou ; 
bear the knaves to the ground |” 

If the faleoner found difficulty in getting the page to go 
forward before, it was now porfectly impossible. He reined up 
his horse, clapped his hands, and, delighted with the fray, 
evied and shouted as fast as any of those who wero actually 
engaged in it. 

The noise and cries thus arising on the Highgate, as it was 
called, drew into the quarrel two or threc other parties of 
gentlomen and thoir sorvants, besides some single passengers, 
who, hearing a fray betwixt these two distinguished names, 
took part in it, cither for love or hatred. 

The combat became now very sharp, and although thot 
sword-and-buckler men made more clatter and noise than they 
did veal damago, yot sevoral good cuts were dealt among them; 
and those who wore rapiers—a moro formidable weapon than 
the ordinary Scottish sword—gave and received dangerous 
wounds, ‘Two mon wore already stretched on the causeway, and 
the party of Seyton began to give ground, being much inferior 
in uumber to tho other, with which several of the citizens 
had united themselves, when young Roland Greeme, beholding 
their leader, a noble gentleman, fighting bravely, and hard 

vesscd with numbers, could withhold no longer. ‘Adam 
Woodcock,’ ho said, ‘an you be w man, draw, and let us take 
part with the Scyton.” And, without waiting a roply, or listen-* 
ing to tho falconer’s carnest ontreaty that he would leave 
alone a strife in which ho had no concern, the fiery youth 
sprung from his horse, drew his short sword, and shouting like 
the rest, ‘A Scyton !—a Seyton! Set on !—set on |? thrust for- 
ward into the throng, and stick down one of those who was 
pressing hardest wpon the gontleman whose causo he espoused. 
This suddon reinforcement gave spirit to the weaker party, 
who began to renow the combat with much alacrity, when four 
of tho magistrates of the city, distinguished by their velvet 
cloaks and gold chains, came up with 9 guard of hatbordiers 
and citizens, armed with long weapons, and woll accustomed to 
such service, thrust, boldly forward, and compelled the swords- 
mon to soparate, who immediately retreated in different direc- 
tions, leaving such of the wounded on both sides as had been 
disabled in tho fray lying on tho street. 

Tho falconor, who had been tearing his beard for anger at 
his comrado’s rashness, now rode up to him with the horse, 
which ho had caught by the bridle, and accosted him with 
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‘Master Roland—master goose—master madcap—will it pleaso 
you to get on horse, and budge? or will you remain here to be 
carried to prison, and made to answer for this pretty day’s 
work ?? 

The page, who had begun his retreat along with the Seytons, 
just as if he had been one of their natural allies, was by this 
unceremonious application made sensible that he was acting a 
foolish part; and, obeying Adam Woodcock, with some sonso of 
shame, he sprung actively on herseback, and upsetting with 
the shoulder of the aninal a city-officer who was making towards 
him, he began to ride smartly down tho stveot, along with his 
companion, and was quickly out of the reach of tho hue and 
ery. In fact, rencounters of the kind were so common in Edin- 
burgh at that period that the disturbanco seldom oxcited much 
attention after the affray was over, unless some person of con- 
sequence chanced to have fallen, an incident which imposed on 
his friends the duty of avenging his death on the first con- 
venient opportunity. So feeble, indeed, was the arm of the 
poles that it was not unusual for such skirmishes to last for 
hows, where the parties were numerous and woll matched, 
But at this timo the Rogont, a man of gieat strength of char. 
acter, aware of the mischief which usually arosa from such acts 
of violence, had provailed with tho magistrates to keop a con- 
stant guard on foot, for preventing or soparating such affrays 
as had happoned in the present caso. 

The falconer and his young companion were now riding down 
the Canongate, and had slackoned their pace to avoid attract 
ing attention, the 1ather that there seomed to be no appearance 
of pursuit. Roland hung his head as ono who was conscious 
his conduct had been none of the wisest, while his companion 
thus addressed him + 

‘Will you bo pleased to tell mo ono thing, Master Roland 
Grame, and that is, whethor there be a dovil incarnato in you 
ov no?” 

‘Truly, Master Adam Woodcock,’ answored the page, ‘T 
would fain hope thore is not,’ 

‘Then,’ said Adam, ‘I would fain know by what other influ- 
ence or instigation you are perpetually at one end or tho othdr 
of somo bloody brawl$ What, I pray, had you to do with 
theso Seytons and Leshes, that you never heard the names of 
in your life bofore ?’ 

‘You are out there, my friond,’ said Roland Graeme, ‘I havo 
my own reasons for being a friend to the Soytons,’ 
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‘They must have beon vory sceret reasons, then,’ answered 
Adam Woodcock, ‘for I think I could have wagered you had 
never known one of the namo; and I am apt to believe still 
that it was your unhallowed passion for that clashing of cold 
ivon, which has as much charm for you as the clatter of a brass 
pan hath for a hive of bees, 1ather than any care either for 
Seyton or for Loslio, that persuaded you to thrust your fool’s 
head into a quarrel that nowise concerned you. But take this 
for ® warning, my young master, that if you are to draw swoid 
with ovory man who draws sword on tho Iighgato here, it will 
bo scarce worth your while to sheath bilbo again for the rest of 
your life, since, if I guess rightly, it will scarce endure on such 
terms for many hours—all which I leave to your serious con- 
sideration.’ 

‘By my word, Adam, I honour your advice; and I promise 
you that I will practiso by it as faithfully as if I were sworn 
apprentice to you, to the trade and mystery of bearing myself 
with all wisdom and safoty through the new paths of lifo that 
I am about to be ongaged in,’ 

‘And theroin you will do well,’ said the falconer, ‘and I do not 
quarrel with you, Mastor Roland, for having a grain over much 
apirit, because I know one may bring to the hand a wild hawk, 
which ono nevor can a dunghill hen; and so betwixt two faults 
you have the host sido on’t, But, besides your peculiar genins 
for quarreling and lugging out your side companion, my dear 
Mastor Roland, you have algo the gift of peermg under every 
woman’s muffler and screen, as if you expected to find an old 
acquaintance. ‘Though, were you to spy one, I should be as 
much surprised at it, well wotting how few you havo seen of 
these same wild-fowl, as I was at your taking so deep an interest 
eyon now in the Seyton.’ 

‘Tush, man! nonsense and folly,’ answered Roland Greome ; 
‘T but sought to see what oyos these gentle hawks have got 
under their hood.’ 

‘Ay, but it’s a dangerous subject of inquiry,’ said the 
falconer ; ‘you had better hold out your bare wrist for an eaglo 
to perch upon. Look you, Master Roland, these pretty wild 
geese cannot be huwked at without risk: they have as many 
divings, boltings, and volleyings as thé most gamesome quarry 
that falcon ever flow at. And besides, every woman of them is 
manned with her husband, or her kind friend, or her brother, 
or her cousin, or her sworn servant at the least. But you heed 
me not, Mastor Roland, though I know the game so well: your 
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eye is all on that pretty damsel who trips down the gate before 
us; by my certes, I will warrant her a blythe dancer cither in 
reel or revel—a puir of silver morisco bells would become theso 
pretty ankles as well as the jesses would suit the fairost Norway 
hawk.’ 

‘Thou art a fool, Adam,’ said the page, ‘and I care not a 
button about the girl or hor ankles. But, what the foul fiend, 
one must look at something |’ 

‘Very truc, Master Roland Grome,’ said his guide, “but lot 
me pray you to choose your objects better. Look you, there 
is scarce a woman walks this Highgate with a silk sereen ora 
pearlin muffler, but, as I said before, she has cither gentloman- 
usher before her, or kinsman, or Jover, or husband, at hor 
elbow, or it may bo a brace of stout fellows with sword and 
buckler, not so far behind but what they can follow close, 
But you heed mo no more than a goss-hawk minds a yollow 
yoldring.’ 

0 yes, I do—I do mind you indeed,’ said Roland Greome ; 
“but hold my nag a bit—I will bo with you in the exchango of 
a, whistle’ So saying, and ere Adam Woodcock could, finish 
the sermon which was dying on his tongue, Roland Greme, to 
the falconer’s utter astonishment, threw him the bridle of his 
jennet, jumped off horschack, and pursued down ono of the 
closes or narrow lanes, which, opening under a vault, terminate 
upon the main streot, the very maiden to whom his friend had 
aconsed him of showing so much attention, and who had turned 
down the pass in question. 

‘St. Mary—St. Magdalon—-St. Bencdict—-8t. Barnabas |’ 
oried the poor falconor, when ho found himself thus suddonly 
brought to a pause in the midst of the Canongato, and saw his 
young chargo start off like a madman in quest of a damsel whom 
he had never, as Adam supposed, seen in his lifo hofove—‘ St, 
Satan and St. Beelzolub—for this would make one swear saint 
and devil—what can havo como over tho lad with a wanion | 
And what shall Ido the whilst? IIo will havo his throat cut, 
tho poor lad, as sure as I way born at tho foot of Rosoberry 
Topping. Could I find somo one to hold the horses! But thoy 
aro as sharp here north-away as in canny Yorkshire herself, 
and quit bridle, quit titt, as wo say, Au T could but. sce one 
of our folks now, a holly-sprig wero worth a gold tassel; or 
could I but see ono of the Regent’s mon; but to leaye tho 
horses to © stranger, that I cannot; and to leave the place 
while tho lad is in jeopardy, that I wonot,’ 
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Wo must leave the falconer, however, in tho midst of his 
distress, and follow the hot-headed youth who was the cause of 
his perplexity, 

The latter part of Adam Woodcock’s sage remonstrance had 
been in a great measure lost upon Roland, for whose benofit 
it was intended ; because, im one of the female forms which 
tripped along tho strect, muffled in a veil of striped silk, like 
the women of Brussols at this day, his eye had discerned some- 
thing which closely resombled ,tho exquisite shapo and spirited 
boaring of Cathorine Seyton. During all the grave advice 
which the falconer was dinning into his ear, his eyo continued 
intent upon so interesting an object of observation; and at 
length, as the damsel, just about to divo undor one of the 
arched passages which afforded an outlet to the Canongate 
from the houses beneath (® passage graced by a projecting 
shiold of arms, ropperel by two huge foxes of stone), had 
lifted her veil for the purpose perhaps of deserying who the 
horseman was who for some time had eyed her so closely, 
young Roland saw, under the shade of the silken plaid, enough 
of tho hight azure oyos, fair locks, and blythe features to 
indueo him, like an inoxporienced and rash madcap, whose wil- 
ful ways had never beon traversed by contradiction, nor much 
subjected to consideration, to throw the bridlo of his horse into 
Adam Woodcock’s hand, and leave him to play the waiting gentle- 
man, whilo he dashed down the paved court after Catherine 
Seyton—all as aforesaid. 

Women’s wits aro proverbially quick, but apparently those 
of Catherino suggested no better expedient than fairly to betake 
herself to speed of foot, in hopes of baffling the pago’s vivacity, 
by gotting safely lodged before he could discover where. But 
a youth of cighteen, in pursuit of a mistress, is not so easily 
outstripped, Catherine fled across a payed court, decorated 
with large formal vases of stone, in which yews, cypresses, and 
other evergreens vegetated in sombre sullenness, and gave a 
correspondent dogreo of solemnity to the high and heavy build- 
ing in front of which they were placed as ornaments, aspiring 
towards a square portion of the bluo hemisphere, correspond- 
ing exactly in oxtont to the quadrangle in which they wero 
stationed, and all around which rose huge black walls, exhibit- 
ing windows in rows of five stories, with heavy architraves over 
each, bearing armorial and religious devices. 

Through this court Catherine Seyton flashed like a hunted 
doe, making the best use of those pretty legs which had 
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attracted the commendation coven of the reficetive and cantious 
Adam Woodcock. She hastened towards 2 large door in the 
centre of the lower front of the court, pulled tho bobbin tilt 
the lateh flew up, and ensconced horself in the anciont mansion, 
But, if she fled hke a doe, Roland Greome followed with the 
speed and ardour of a youthful staghound, loosed for the first 
time on his prey. Heo kept her in view in spite of her efforts ; 
for it is remarkable what an advantage in such a race the 
gallant who desires to seo possesges over the maiden who wishes 
not to be scon—~an advantage which I have known counter- 
balance a gicat start in pomt of distance. In short, he saw 
the waving of her screen, or veil, at ono corner, heard the tap 
of her foot, light a8 tha was, a8 it crossod the court, and 
caught a glimpse of her figure just as she enterod the door of 
tho mansion. 

Roland Graeme, inconsiderate and headlong as wo have 
desombed hin, haying no knowledge of real life but from the 
yomaaces which he had read, and not an idea of checking him- 
self in the midst of any cager impulse, possessed, besides, of 
much courage and readiness, nover hositated for 2 moment to 
approach the door through which the object of his search had 
disappeared. He too pulled the bobbin, and the latch, though 
heavy and massive, answered to the summons, and arose. ‘The 
page entered with the same precipitation which had marked 
his whole procecding, and found himasolf in a large gloomy hall, 
or vestibule, dimly enlightened by latticed casomonts of painted 
glass, and rendered yet dimmer through tho exclusion of the 
sunbeams, owing to the hoight of the walls of thoso buildings 
by which the courtyard was inclosod. ‘Tho walls of the hall 
wore surrounded with suits of anciont and rusted armour, inter 
changed with huge and massive stono soutcheons, beariig 
double tressures, fleured and counter-fleured, wheat-sheavos, 
coronets, and so forth—things to which Roland Graome gavo not 
a moment's attention. 

In fact, he only deigned to observe tho figure of Cathorino 
Seyton, who, deeming herself safe in tho hall, had stopped to 
take breath after her course, and was reposing herself for a 
moment on a large oaken settle which stood at the upper end 
of the hall. The noise of Roland’s entrance at onee disturbed 
her ; she started wp with a faint scream of surpriso, and escaped 
through one of the several folding-doors which opened into this 
apartment as acommon centre. This door, which Roland Gromo 
instantly approached, opened on a large and well-lighted gallery, 
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at the upper ond of which he could hoar several voices, and the 
noise of hasty steps approaching towards the hall, or vestibule. 
A littlo recalled to sober thought by an appearance of serious 
danger, he was deliberating whether he should stand fast or 
yetiro, when Cathorine Soyton ro-entered from a side door, 
running towards him with as much speed as a few minutes 
since she had fled from him. 

0, what mischief brought you hither }’ sho said, ‘Fly—fly, 
or you are a dead man; or stay—thoy come—flight is impos- 
sible; say you camo to ask for Lord Scyton.’ 

She sprung from him and disappeared through the door by 
which sho had mado her second appearanco; and, at tho same 
instant, © pair of large folding-doors at the upper end of the 
gallery flew open with vchemence, and six or seven young 
gentlemon, richly dyessed, pressed forward into the apartment, 
having, for tho greater part, their swords drawn, 

‘Who is it, said one, ‘dare intrude on us in our own 
mansion ?’ 

“Out him to pieces,’ said another; “let him pay for this 
day’s insolonce and violence ; ho is some follower of the Rothes.’ 

°No, by St. Mary,’ said another; ‘he is a follower of the 
avch-fiond and ennobled clown, Halbert Glendinning, who takes 
the stylo of Ayenel—once a church-vassal, now a pillager of 
the church.’ 

‘Tt is so,’ said a fourth; ‘I know him by tho holly-sprig, 
which is their cognizance. Secure the door; he must answer 
for this insolence.’ 

‘Iwo of the gallants, hastily drawing their weapons, passed 
on to tho door by which Roland had entered the hall, and 
stationed thomsolves there as if to prevent his escape. The 
others advanced on Graeme, who had just senso enough to 
perceive Lhat any attempt at resistance would bo alike fruitless 
and imprudont, At once, and by various voices, none of which 
sounded amicably, tha pago was required to say who he was, 
whenes he came, his name, his errand, and who sont him hither. 
The number of the questions demanded of him at once afforded 
a momentary apology for his remaining silent, and ero that 
brief truce had elapsed a personage entered the hall, at whose 
appearance those who had gathered fiercely around Roland fell 
back with respect, 

This was a tall man, whose dark hair was already grizzled, 
though his eye and haughty features retained all the animation 
of youth, The upper part of his person wes undressed to his 
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Holland shirt, whose amplo folds wero stained with blood. But 
ho wore a mantle of crimson, lined with rich fur, cast around 
him, which supplied the deficioney of his dress. On his head 
he had a crimson velvet bonnet, looped up on one side with a 
small golden chain of many links, which, going thrice round 
the hat, was fastened by a medal, agreeable to the fashion 
amongst the grandecs of the time. 

‘Whom have you here, sons and kinsmon,’ said ho, ‘around 
whom you crowd thus roughly ? + Know you not that tho shelter 
of this roof should sccuro overy one fair treatment who shall 
come hither cither in fair peaco or in open and manly 
hostility 7’ 

‘But here, my lord,’ answered onc of the youths, ‘is a knavo 
who comes on treachorous espial !” 

‘I deny tho charge,’ said Roland Graeme, boldly ; ‘I came to 
inquire after my Lord Seyton.’ 

‘A likely tale,’ answered his accusers, ‘in tho mouth of a 
follower of Glendinning.’ 

‘Stay, young men,’ said tho Lord Seyton, for it was that 
nobloman himself, ‘let. me look at this youth, By Heaven, it 
is the vory samo who camo so boldly to my side not very many 
minutes sines, whon some of my own knayes boro thomselveg 
with moro respect to their own worshipful safoty than to mine | 
Stand back from him, for he well deserves honow: and a friendly 
welcome at your hands, instead of this rough treatment.’ 

They fell back on all sides, obedient to Lord Soyton’s 
commands, who, taking Roland Grome by the hand, thanked 
him for his prompt and gallant assistance, adding, that ho 
nothing doubted ‘the same interest which he had taken in his 
cause in the affray brought him hither to inquire after his 
hurt.’ 

Roland bowed low in acquiescence. 

‘Or is thore anything in which J can sorve you, to show my 
sonse of your ready gallantry 9’ 

But the pago, thinking it best to abide by the apology for 
his visit which the Lord Soyton had so aptly himsolf suggested, 
replied, ‘That to be assured of his lordship’s safoty had beon 
the only cause of his intrusion. He judged,’ he added, ‘ho had 
seen him receive some hurt in tho affray.’ 

‘A trifle,’ said Lord Seyton ; ‘IL had but stripped my doublet, 
that the chirurgeon might put some dressing on tho paltry 
Soratch, when theso rash boys intorrupled us with their 
lamour,’ 
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Roland Greme, making a low obcisance, was now about to 
depart, for, relieved from the danger of being treated ag a spy, 
he began next to fear that his companion, Adam Woodcock, 
whom he had s0 uncoremoniously quitted, would cither brmg 
him into some farthor dilemma by venturing into the hotel in 
quest of him, or ride off and leave him behind altogether. But 
Lord Soyton did not permit him to escape s0 easily. ‘Tarry,’ 
he said, ‘young man, and Jet mo know thy rank and namo. 
Tho Seyton has of lato beey moro wont to see friends and 
followers shrink from his sido than to reccive aid from 
strangers ; but a now world may come round, in which he may 
have the chance of rowarding his well-wishers,’ 

‘My namo is Roland Graeme, my lord,’ answered the youth, 
‘a page, who for the present is in the service of Sir Halbert 
Glendinning.’ 

‘I said so from the first,’ said one of the young men ; ‘my 
life I will wagor that this is a shaft out of the heretio’s quiver 
—a stratagem from first to last, to injeer into your confidence 
some espial of his own, They know how to teach both boys 
and women to play the intelligencers.’ 

‘That is false, if it be spoken of mo,’ said Roland ; ‘no man 
in Scotland should teach mo such a foul part!’ 

‘T beliove thee, boy,’ said Lord Seyton, ‘for thy strokes were 
too fair to be dealt upon an understanding with those that were 
to receive them, Credit me, however, I little expected to have 
help at need from one of your master’s household ; and I would 
know what moved theo in my quarrel, to thine own endangoring?” 

‘So pleaso you, my lord,’ said Roland, ‘I think my master 
himsolf would not have stood by and seen an honourable man 
borne to earth by odds, if his single arm could help him. Such 
at least is tho lesson we were taught in chivalry at the Castle 
of Avonol.’ 

‘The good seed hath fallen into good ground, young man,’ 
suid Seyton; ‘but, alas! if thon practise such honourable war 
in theso dishonorable days, when right is cverywhoro borne 
down by mastory, thy life, my poor boy, will be but a short 
one,’ 

‘Let it bo short, so if be honourable,’ said Roland Graeme ; 
‘and permit me now, my lord, to commend me to your grace, 
and to take my(eave, A comrade waits with my horse in the 
streot,’ 

‘Take this, however, young man,’ said Lord Seyton,* undoing 
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from his bonnet the golden ehain and medal, ‘and wear it for 
my sake,’ 

With no httle pride Roland Greeme accepted the gift, which 
he hastily fastened around his bormet, as ho had seen gallants 
wear such an ornament, and, Yenewing his obeisance to the 
baron, left the hall, traversed the court, and appeared in the 
street, just as Adam Woodcock, vexed and anvious at his delay, 
had determined to leave the horses to their fate and go in 
quest of his youthful comade. ‘Whose barn hast thou broken 
next?’ he exclaimed, greatly relieved by his appearance, 
although his countenance indicated that ho had passed through 
an agitating scene 

‘Ask mo no questions, said Roland, leaping gaily on his 
horse ; ‘but seo how short time it takes to win a chain of gold,’ 
pointing to that which he now wore, 

‘Now, God forbid that thou hast cither stolen it or reft it 
by violence,’ said the falconer ; ‘for, otherwise, I wot not how 
the devil thou conldst compass it. I have been often hero, ay, 
for months at an end, and no one gave me either cham or 
medal,’ 

‘Thou secest I have got one on shorter acquaintance with 
tho city,’ answered tho page; ‘but set thino honest heart at 
vest: that which is fairly won and freely given is neither roft 
nor stolen,’ 

‘Marry, hang thee, with thy fanfarona* about thy neck |’ 
said the falconer; ‘I think water will not drown nor hemp 
strangle thee, Thon hast been discarded as my lady’s page, to 
come in again as my lord’s squire; and, for following a noble 
young damsel. into soma great household, thou getst a chain 
and medal, where another would have had the baton across hig 
shoulders, if he missed having tho dirk in his body, But here 
we come iu front of the old abbey. Boar thy good Inck with 
you when you cross these paved stones, and, by Our Lady, you 
may brag Scotland.’ 

As he spoke, they checked thoir hotses, where the huge old 
vaulted entrance to the Abbey or Palace of Holyrood erossed 
the termination of the street down which they had proveeded. 
The courtyard of the palace opened within this gloomy porch, 
showing tho front of an irregular pile of monastic buildings, 
one wing of which is still extant, forming # part of the modern 
palace, erected in the days of Charles I. 

At the gato of the porch the falconer and page resigned their 
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horses to tho serving-man in attendance; the falconer com- 
manding him, with an air of authority, to carry them safcly to 
the stables. ‘We follow,’ he said, ‘the Knight of Avenel. 
Wo must bear oursolves for what we are here,’ said he in a 
whisper to Roland, ‘for every one here is looked on as they 
demean themselves ; and he that is too modest must to the wall, 
as the proverb says; thorcfore, cock thy bonnet, man, and let 
us brook the causeway bravely,’ 

Assuming, therefore, an air of consequence corresponding 
to what he supposed to be his master’s importance and quality, 
Adam Woodcock led the way into the courtyard of the Palace 
of Holyrood, 


CHAPTER XVII 


The sky is clouded, Gaspard, 
And the ver'd ocean sleeps a troubled slesp, 
Beneath a Imid gleam of parting sunshino, 
Such slumber hangs o’er discontented lends, 
While factions doubt, as yot, if they havo strength 
To fiont the open battle, 
Albion, @ Poem. 


Tun youthful page paused on the entranco of the courtyard, 
and implored his guide to give him 2 moment’s breathing-space, 
‘Let mo but look around me, man,’ said he ; ‘you consider not 
I have never seen such a scono as this before, And this is 
Holyrood—the resort of the gallant and gay, and tho faix, and 
the wise, and the powerful! 

‘Ay, marry, is it!’ said Woodcock ; “but I wish I could 
hood thee as they do the hawks, for thou starest as wildly as if 
you sought anothor fray or another fanfarona. I would I had 
thee safely housed, for thou lookest wild as a goss-hawk.’ 

It was indeed no common sight to Roland, the vostibulo of 
palace, traversed by its various groups—some radiant with 
gaiety, some pensive, and apparently weighed down hy affairs 
concerning the state or concerning thomsclyes, Wore tho 
hoary statesman, with his cautious yes commanding look, his 
furred cloak and sable pantoufies ; thore the soldier, in buff and 
steol, his long sword jarring against tho pavement, and his 
whiskered upper lip and frowning brow looking a habitual 
defiance of danger which perhaps was not always made good ; 
there again passed my lord’s serving-man, high of heart and 
bloody of hand, humble to his master and his master’s equals, 
insolent to all others, To theso might be added, the poor 
suitor, with his anxious look and depressed mion; the officar, 
full of his brief authority, elbowing his betters, and possibly 
his benefactors, out of the road; the proud priest, who sought 
& better benefice; the proud baron, who sought a grant of 
chureh lands; the robber chief, who came to solicit a pardon for 
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the injuries he had inflicted on his neighbours; the plundered 
franklin, who camo to seek vengeance for that which he had him- 
self received. Bosides, there was the mustering and disposition 
of guards and soldiers; the despatching of messengers, and the 
receiving them; the trampling and neighing of horses without 
the gate; the flashing of arms, and rustling of plumes, and 
jingling of spurs, within it. In short, it was that gay and 
splendid confusion in which tho eye of youth sees all that 
is bravo and brilliant, and that of experience much that is 
doubtful, deceitful, false, and hollow—hopes that will never ho 
gratified, promises which will never be fulfilled, pride in the 
disguise of humility, and insolonce in that of frank and 
generous bounty. ! 

As, tired of the cager and onraptured attention which 
the page gave to a sceno so new to him, Adam Woodcock 
endeavoured to get him to move forward, before his exuberance 
of astonishment should attract the observation of the sharp- 
witted denizens of the court, the faleoner himself became an 
object of attention to a gay menial in a dark-green bonnot and 
foather, with a cloak of a corresponding colour, laid down, as 
the phrase then went, by six broad hars of silver lace, and 
welted with violet and silver. The words of recognition burst 
from both at once. ‘What! Adam Woodcock at court!’ and 
‘What! Michael Wing-tho-Wind—and how runs the hackit 
greyhound bitch now?’ 

‘The waur for the wear, like ourselves, Adam,—eight years 
this grass—no four legs will carry a dog for ever; but we keep 
her for the breed, and so sho ’scapes Border doom, But why 
stond you gasing there? I promise you, my lord has wished for 
you, and asked for you.’ 

‘My Lord of Murray asked for me, and he Regent of the 
kingdom too!’ said Adam. ‘TI hunger and thirst to pay my 
duty to my good lord ; but I fanoy his good lordship remembers 
tho day’s sport on Carnwath Moor ; and my Drummelzier falcon, 
that beat the hawks from the Islo of Man, and won his lordship 
a hundred crowns from the Southern baron whom they called 
Stanley.’ 

‘Nay, not to flatter thee, Adam,’ said his court friend, ‘he 
yermembers nought of thee, or of thy faleon either. He hath 
flown many a higher flight since that, and struck his quarry too. 
But como—come hither away ; I trust we are to be good com- 
vades on the old score.’ 

‘What!’ said Adam, ‘you would have me crush a pot with 
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you? but I must first dispose of my eyas, where he will neither 
have girl to chase nor lad to draw sword upon.’ 

‘Ts the youngster such a one?’ said Michael, 

‘Ay, by my hood, he flies at all game,’ replied Woodcock. 

‘Then had he better come with us,’ said Michael Wing-the- 
Wind ; ‘for we cannot have a proper carouse just now, only I 
would wet my lips, and so must you. I want to hear the news 
from St. Mary’s before you see my lord, and 1 will let you 
know how the wind sits up yondév.’ 

While he thus spoke, he led the way to a side door which 
opened into the court; and threading scvoral dark passagos 
with the air of one who knew the most secret recesses of the 
palace, conducted them to a small matted chamber, whore he 
placed bread and cheese and a foaming flagon of ale before the 
falconer and his young companion, who immediately did justice 
to the latter m a hearty draught, which nearly emptied the 
measure. Having drawn his breath, and dashed the froth from 
his whiskers, he observed, that his anxiety for the boy had mado 
him deadly dry. 

‘Mend your draught,’ said his hospitable friond, again 
supplying the flagon from a pitcher which stood beside, ‘TI 
know the way to the buttery-bar, And now, mind what I say, 
This morning the Earl of Morton came to my lord in a mighty 
chafe.’ 

‘What! they keep the old friendship, then?’ said Wood- 
cook. 

‘Ay, ay, man, what else?’ said Michael; ‘one hand must 
sorateh the other. But in a mighty chafe was my Lord of 
Morton, who, to say truth, looketh on such occasions altogether 
uncanny, and, as it were, fiendish ; and he says to my Jord—for 
I was in the chamber talking orders about a cast of hawks that 
are to be fetched from Darnaway ; thoy match your long-winged 
falcons, friend Adam.’ 

‘T will believe that when I see thom fly as high a pitch, 
replied Woodeook, this professional observation forfning a sort 
of parenthesis. 

‘However,’ said Michael, pursuing his talo, ‘my Lord of 
Morton, in a mighty chafe, asked my Lord Regent whether he 
was well dealt, with—‘ For my brother,” said he, “should have 
had a gift to be commendator of Kennaquhair, and to have all 
the temporalities erected into a lordship of regality for his 
benefit ; and here,” said he, “the false monks have had the 
ingolence to choose « new abbot to put his claim in my brother's 
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way ; and, moreover, the rascality of tho neighbourhood heve 
burnt and plundered all that was left in the abbey, so that my 
brother will not have a house to dwell in whon he hath ousted 
the lazy hounds of priests.” And my lord, seoing him chafed, 
said mildly to him, “These ave shrewd tidings, Douglas, but 
T trust they be not true; for Halbert Glendinning went south- 
ward yesterday with a band of spears, and assuredly, had either 
of these chances happened, that the monks had presumed to 
choose an abbot, or that the abbey had been burnt, as you say, 
he had taken order on the spot for the punishment of such 
insolence, and had despatched us a messonger.” And the Earl of 
Morton replied: Now I pray you, Adam, to notice that I say 
this out of love to you and your lord, and also for old comrade- 
ship; and also because Sir Halbert hath done me good, and 
may again; and also because I love not the Earl of Morton, 
as indeed more fear than like him—so then it were a foul deed 
in you to betray me. But,” said the Earl to tho Regent, 
“take heed, my lord, you trust not this Glendinning too far: 
he comos of churl’s blood, which was never true to the nobles.” 
By St. Andyew, theso were his very words. “And besides,” he 
said, “he hath a brother a monk in St. Mary’s, and walks all 
by his guidance, and is making friends on tho Border with 
Buccleuch and with Forniehorst,* and will join hand with 
them, were there likelihood of a new world.” And my lord 
answered, like a free noble lord as he is: “'lush! my Lord of 
Morton, I will be warrant for Glondinning’s faith ; and for his 
brother, he is a dreamer, that thinks of nought but book and 
breviary ; and if such hap have chanced as you tell of, I look 
to receive from Glondinning the cowl of a hanged monk, and 
tho head of a riotous churl, by way of sharp and sudden justice.” 
And my Lord of Morton loft the place, and, as it seemed to me, 
somewhat malcontent, But since that time my lord has asked 
me more than once whethor thero has arrived no messenger 
from the Knight of Avenel. And all this I have told you, that 
you may frame your discourse to the best purpose, for it seems 
to me that my lord will not be well pleased if aught has hap- 
pened like what my Lord of Morton said, and if your lord hath 
not ta’en strict orders with it.’ 

There was something in this communication which fairly 
blanked the bold visage of Adam Woodcock, in spite of the 
reinforcement which his natural hardihood had received from 
the berry-brown ale of Holyrood, 

* Both these Border chicltnins were great filonds of Queen Mmy. 
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‘What was it he said about a churl’s head, that grim Lord 
of Morton?’ said the disconcertcd falconer to his friend. 

‘Nay, it was my Lord Royont, who said that ho expected, if 
the abbey was injured, your knight would sond him the head 
of the ringleader among the riotors,’ 

‘Nay, but is this done like a good Protestant,’ said Adam 
Woodcock, ‘or a true Lord of the Congregation? Woe used to 
be their white-boys and darlings when wo pulled down the 
convents iv Fife and Perthshires 

‘Ay, but that,’ said Michacl, ‘was whon old mothor Rome held 
hor own, and her({the}great folks were determined she should have 
no shelter for her head in Scotland, But, now that tho priests 
are ficd in all quarters, and their houses and lands aro given 
to our grandeos, they cannot sce that wo ave working tho work 
of reformation in destroying the palaces of zealous Protestants,’ 

‘ «But I tell you St, Mary’s is not destroyed !’ said Woodcock, 
in increasing agitation ; ‘somo trash of painted windows thore 
woro broken—things that no nobleman could havo brooked in 
his house; some stone saints wore brought on thoir marrow- 
bones, like old Widdrington at Chevy Chaso; but as for fire- 
raising, there was not so much as a lighted lunt amongst us, 
save the match which the dragon had to light the burning Low 
withal, which he was to spit against St. George; nay, I’ had 
omutjon of that.’ 

‘How! Adam Woodcock,’ suid his comrade, ‘I trust thou 
hadst no hand in such a fair work? Look you, Adam, I were 
loth to terrify you, and you just come from a journey; but I 
promise you, Harl Morton hath brought you down a “maiden” 
from Halifax, you never saw tho like of hor; and she'll clasp 
you round the nock, and your head will remain in hor arms,’ 

‘Pshaw !? answored Adam, ‘T am too old to have my hoad 
turned by any maiden of thom all, I know my Lord of Morton 
will go as far for a buxom lass as any one; but what tho dovil 
took him to Halifax all tho way? and if ho hag got a gamoster 
there, what hath sho to do with my head?’ : 

‘Much—much |’ answored Michael. ‘1erod’s daughtor, who 
did such excoution with her foob and anklo, danced not men’s 
headg off more cleanly than this maiden of Morton.* “Tis an 
axe, man—an axe which falls of itself like a sash window, and 
never gives the headsman the trouble to wiold it.’ 

‘By my faith, a shrewd doyice,’ said Woodcock ; ‘Heaven 
keep us free on’t!? 

* Sen Note 16. 
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Tho page, secing no end to the conversation between these 
two old comrades, and anxious, from what ho had heard, con- 
cerning the fate of the abbot, now interrupted their conference. 

‘Methinks,’ he said, ‘Adam Woodcock, thou hadst better 
deliver thy mastor’s letter to the Regent ; questionless he hath 
therein stated what has chanced at Kennaquhair, in the way 
most advantageous for all concerned,’ 

‘The boy is right,’ said Michael Wing-the-Wind, ‘my lord 
will be very impatient,’ : 

‘The child hath wit enough to keep himself warm,’ said 
Adam Woodcock, producing from his hawking-bag his Jord’s 
letter, addressed to the Earl of Murray, ‘and for that matter so 
have I. So, Master Roland, you will e’en please to present this 
yourself to the Lord Regent ; his presence will be better graced 
by a young page than by an old falconer.’ 

‘Woll said, canny Yorkshire!’ replied his friend; ‘and but 
NOW You wore so earnest, to see our good lord! Why, wouldst 
thou put the lad into the nooso that thou mayst slip tether 
thyself? or dost thou think tho maiden will clasp his fair 
young neck moro willingly than thy old sunburnt weasand ?’ 

‘Go to,’ answered the falconor; ‘thy wit towers high an it 
could strike the quarry, I tell theo, tho youth has nought to 
fear: he had nothing to do with the gambol, A rare gambol it 
was, Michael, as madcaps ever played ; and T had made as rare 
a ballad, if we had had tho luck to get if sung toan end. But 
mum, for that—dzace, as I said before, is Latin for a candle. 
Carry the youth to the presence, and I will remain here, with 
bridle in hand, ready to strike the spurs up to the rowel-heada, in 
caso the hawk flies my way. I will soon put Soltra Ndge, I trow, 
betwixt the Regent and mo, if he means mo less than fair play.’ 

‘Como on thon, my lad,’ said Michael, ‘since thou must 
needs take tho spring boforo canny Yorkshire.’ So saying, ho 
led the way through winding passages, closely followed by 
Roland Graome, witil they arrived at a large winding stone 
stair, the steps of which were so long and broad, and at the 
samo time so low, as to render the ascent uncommonly easy. 
When they had ascended about the height of one story, the 
guido stepped aside, and pushed open tho door of a dari and 
gloomy ante-chamber ; so dark, indeed, that his youthful com- 
panion stumbled, and nearly fell down upon a low step, which 
was awkwardly placed on the very threshold. 

‘Take heed,’ said Michael Wing-the-Wind, in a yory low tone 
of voice, and first glancing cautiously round to sce if any one 


174 WAVERLEY NOVELS 


listened—‘ take heed, my young friend, for those who fall on 
these boards seldom riso again. Seest thou that,’ ho added, in 
a still lower voice, pointing to some dark crimson stains on the 
floor, on which a ray of light, shot through a small aperture, 
and traversing tho general gloom of tho apartment, foll with 
mottled radiance—‘scest thon that, youth? Walk warily, for 
men have fallen here before you.’ 

‘What mean you?’ said the page, his flesh creeping, though 
he searce knew why. ‘Is it bloqgd?’ 

‘Ay, ay,’ said the domostic, in the samo whispering tone, and 
dragging the youth on by the am, ‘Blood it is—but this is 
no time to question, or even to look at it. ‘Blood it is, foully 
and fearfully shed, as foully and fearfully avenged.  ‘Uho 
blood,’ he added, in a still more cautions done, ‘of Seignor 
David.’ 

Roland Greeme’s heart throbbed when he found himself so 
unexpectedly in the scene of Rizzio’s slanghtor—a catastrophe 
which had chilled with horror all evon in that rude age, which 
had been the theme of wonder and pity through every cottayo 
aud castle in Scotland, and had not escaped that of Avonol, 
But his guide hurried him forward, permitting no furthor 
question, and with the mannor of ono who has already tampered 
too much with a dangeious subject. A tap which ho mado at 
a low door at one end of tho vostibule was answered by a 
huissier, or usher, who, opening it cautiously, reccived Michaol’s 
intimation that a page waited the Regent's Ieisure, who brought 
letters from tho Knight of Avenel. 

‘The council is breaking up,’ said the usher; ‘but give mo 
the packet; his Grace tho Regent will presontly soo tho 
messengor,’ 

‘The packot,’ replicd the page, ‘must bo delivered into the 
Regent’s own hands ; such were the orders of my master.’ 

The usher looked at him from head to foot, as if surprised 
at his boldness, and then replicd, with somo aspority, ‘Say you 
so, my young master? Thou crowest loudly to be bug a chicken, 
and from a country barn-yard too.’ 

‘Were it a timo or place,’ said Roland, ‘thou shouldst sco J 
can do more than crow ; but do your duty, and lot the Rogent 
know I wait his pleasure,’ 

‘Thou art but pert knave to tell me of my duty,’ said the 
courtier in office ; ‘but Iwill find a time to show you you are 
out of yours; meanwhile, wait there till you are wanted,’ So 
saying, he shut the door in Roland’s face. 
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Michael Wing-the-Wind, who had shrunk from his youthful 
companion during this altercation, according to the established 
maxim of courtiers of all ranks, and in all ages, now transgressed 
their prudential line of conduct so far as to come up to him 
once more. ‘Thou art a hopeful young springald,’ said he, 
‘and I see right woll old Yorkshire had reason in his caution. 
Thou hast been five minutes in the court, and hast employed 
thy time so well as to make a powerful and s mortal enemy 
of the usher of the council-chamber. Why, man, you might 
almost as well have offended the deputy butler !’ 

‘T caro not what he is,’ said Roland Greme; ‘I will teach 
whomover I speak with to speak civilly to me in return. I did 
not come from Avenel to be browbeaten in Holyrood,’ 

‘Bravo, my lad !’ said Michael ; ‘it is a fine spirit if you can 
hold it ; but see, the door opens,’ 

The usher appeared, and, in a more civil tone of voice aud 
manner, said that his Grace the Regent would receive the Knight 
of Avencl’s mesgago ; and accordingly marshalled Roland Grame 
the way into the apartment, from which the council had been 
just dismissed, after finishing their consultations. There was 
in tho room a long oaken table, surrounded by stools of the 
sme wood, with a large elbow-chair, covered with crimson velvet 
at the head. Writing materials and papers wore lying there in 
SEbarent disorder ; and one or two of the privy-councillors who 
had lingered behind, assuming their cloaks, bonnets, and swords, 
and bidding farewell to tho Regent, were departing slowly by 
2 large door, on the opposite side to that through which the 

age entered, Apparently the Karl of Mumay had made some 
Jost, for the smiling countenances of the statesmen expressed 
that sort of cordial reception which is paid by courtiors to the 
condescending pleasantries of a prince. 

The Regont himself was laughing heartily as ho said, ‘Tare- 
well, my lords, and hold me remembered to tho Cook of the 
North,’ 

Ho then, twned slowly round towards Roland Graeme, and 
the marks of gaioty, real or assumed, disappeared from his 
countenance as completely as the passing bubbles leave the 
dark mirror of a still profound lake into which a traveller has 
cast a stone; in the course of a minute his noble features had 
assumed their natural expression of deep and even melancholy 
gravity. 

This distinguished statesman, for as such his worst enemies 
acknowledged him, possessed all the external dignity, as well as 
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almost all the noble qualities, which could grace the powor that 
he enjoyed ; and had ho sueceeded to the throno as his logiti- 
mate inheritance, it is probable ho would have been recorded as 
one of Seotland’s wisest and greatest kings, But that he held 
his authority by the deposition and imprisonment of his sister 
and benefactress was a crime which those only can excuso who 
think ambition an apology for ingratitude. Ho was dressed 
plainly in black velvet, after the Flemish fashion, and wore in 
his high-crowned hat a jewelled clasp, which looped it wp on one 
side, and formed the only ornament of his apparel. Ho had 
his poniard by his side, and his sword Jay on tho council tablo, 

Such was the personage beforo whom Roland Grome uow 
presented himself, with a fecling of breathless awe, very differont 
from the usual boldness and vivacity of his temper, In fact, 
he was, from edueation and nature, forward, but not impudent, 
and was much more easily controlled by tho moral superiority, 
arising from the elevated talents and renown of thoso with 
whom he conversed, than by pretensions founded only on rank 
or oxternal show. He might havo braved with indifforence tho 
presence of an earl, merely distinguished by Is belt and coronot; 
but he felt oyerawed in that of the ominent soldior and gtatos- 
man, the wielder of a nation’s power, and tho leader of her 
armies, The greatest and wisest are flattored by the doforence 
of youth, so graceful and becoming in itsolf; and Murray took, 
with much courtesy, the letter from tho hands of the ebashed 
and blushing page, and answered with complaisanco to tho im- 
perfect and half-muttered greeting which he endeavoured to 
deliver to him on the part of Sw Halbort of Avenel. Ifo ovon 
paused a moment eve he broke the silk with which tho lettor 
was secured, to ask the page his name, so much ho was slruck 
with his vory handsomo features and form. 

‘Roland Graham,’ ho said, repoating the words aftor tho 
hesitating page, ‘what, of the Grahams of the Lennox ?’ 

‘No, my lord,’ repliod Roland; ‘my parents dwelt in tho 
Debateable Land.’ . 

Murray made no farther inquiry ; but proceeded to read his 
despatches, during the perusal of which his brow began to 
assume a stern expression of displeasure, as that of onc who 
found something which at once surprisod and disturbed him, 
He sate down on the nearest seat, frowned till his oyebrows 
almost met together, read the letter twice over, and was then 
silent for several minutes, At length, raising his hend, his eye 
encountered that of the usher, who in vain endeavoured to 
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exchange the look of eager and onrious observation with which 
ho had been perusing tho Regent's features for that open 
and umnoticing oxpression of countenance which, in looking 
at all, scoms us if it saw and marked nothing—a cast of 
look which may be practised with advantage by all those, of 
whatever degree, who aro admitted to witness tho familiar 
and unguarded hours of their snperiors, Great ion are as 
jealous of their thoughts as the wife of King Candaules 
was of hor charms, and will,as readily punish those who 
have, however involuntarily, behold thom in montal dishabille 
and exposure. 

‘Leave the apartment, Hyndman,’ said tho Rogont, stornly, 
‘and carry your observation elsewhere, You ave loo knowing, 
sit, for your post, which, by special onder, is destined for men 
of blunter capacity. So! now you look more like w fool than 
you did (for Hyndman, as may casily bo supposed, was nat 
a little disconcerted by this rebuke); keep that confused stare, 
and it may keep your office, Bogono, sir!’ 

The usher dept in dismay, not forgotting to rogistor, 
amongst his other causes of disliko to Roland Grime, that ho 
had beon tho witness of this disgraceful chiding, Whon he 
had loft the apartment, tho Regont again addressed tho page. 

‘Your name you say is Armstrong?” 

‘No,’ replied Roland, ‘my namo is Graeme, so please you—- 
Roland Greemo, whose forbears wore designated of Uenthorgil), 
in the Debatonble Land.’ 

‘Ay, I knew it was a namo from tho Dobatenble Land, 
Tiast thou any acquaintances hove in Rdinburgh ?? 

‘My lord,’ roplied Rolund, willing rathor to evade this ques- 
tion than to answor it direotly, for the prudonco of being silont 
with yospect to Lord Seyton’s advonture immediately styuck 
him, ‘I have been in Edinburgh scarco an hour, and thit for 
the first time in my life.’ 

‘What! and thou Sir Ualbort Glondiming’s pago?? suid tho 
Rogent. . 

‘I was brought up as my lady’s page,’ said the youth, ‘and 
left, Avenel Cnstle for the first timo in my life—at toast sinco 
my childhood—only threo days since,’ 

‘My lady’s page |’ ropeated tho Earl of Murray, as if speak- 
ing to himsolf; ‘it was strange to send his lady’s page on a 
matter of such deop concernment, Morton will say it is of 1 
piece with the nomination of his brother to bo abbot; and yot 
in some sort an inexperienced youth will best seryo tho uitn. 

xl 12 
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What hast thou been taught, young man, in thy doughty 
apprenticeship ?” 

‘To hunt, my lord, and to hawk,’ said Roland Graeme. 

«To hunt coneys, and to hawk at onzels?’ said tho Rogont, 
smiling ; ‘for such ave the sports of ladies and thoir followers,’ 

Greomo’s check reddened deeply ag ho replied, not without 
some emphasis, ‘To hunt red-deer of tho first head, and to 
strike down herons of tho highest sow, iny lord, which, in 
Lothian speceh, may bo termod for aught 1 know, conoys and 
ouzels; also, I can wield a brand and couch a lance, according 
to owr Border meaning ; in inland speech these may be termed 
water-flags and bulrushes,’ 

‘Thy specch rings like metal,’ said tho Rogent, ‘and I 
pmdon the sharpness of it for the truth. Thou knowest, then, 
what belongs to the duty of a man-at-arms ?’ 

‘So far ag exorciso can teach it, without real sorvice in tho 
field,” answaed Roland Grumo; ‘but our knight permitted 
none of his honschold to make raids, and I noyor had the good 
fortune to seo a strickon field’ 

‘Phe good fortune |’ repeated tho Rogont, smiling sornowhal 
nian 3 ‘take my word, young man, war is the only game 
from which both parties riso losers,’ 

‘Not always, my lord,’ answored the page, with his charactor 
istio audacity, ‘if famo speaks truth.’ 

‘How, sir?’ said tho Regent, colouring in his turn, and 
perhaps suspecting an indiscrect allusion to tho height which 
he himself had attained by the hap of civil way, 

‘Because, my lord,’ said Roland Groome, without chango of 
tone, ‘he who fights woll must Lave famo in life or honour in 
eng and so war is a gamo from which no ono can rise # 
loser, 

The Regont smiled and shook his head, whon at that 
moment the door opened, and the Earl of Morton prosented 
himself. 

‘T come somewhat hastily,’ he said, ‘and I. onter unan- 
nounced, because my nows aro of weight, Tt is as I said: 
Edward Glondinning is named abbot, and— 

‘Tush, my lord !’ said the Regent, ‘I know it, but——’ 

‘And perhaps you knew it before I did, my Lord of Murray,’ 
answered Morton, his dark red brow growing darker and redder 
as he spoke, 

‘Morton,’ said Murray, ‘suspect mo not—touch not mino 
honour; I have to suffer enough from the calumnies of foes, 
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let mo not havo to contend with tho unjust suspicions of my 
friends. We are not alone,’ said ho, recollocting hiniwolf, ‘or 
T could tell thee more,’ 

He led Morton into one of tho deop embrasures which the 
windows formed in the massive wall, and which afforded a 
retiring-placo for their conversing apart. In this roeoss, Roland 
observed thom speak togathor with nuch oarnostness, Murray 
appearing to be gravo and earnest, and Morton having v jentous 
and offended air, which scomed gradually to give way Lo tho 
assurances of the Regont. 

As thoi conversation grew moro carnest, thoy hecamo gradu-- 
ally louder in speech, having perhaps forgotten tho presenco of 
the page, tho more readily as his position in the apartment 
placed him out of sight, so that ho found himself unwillingly 
privy to more cf their discourse than he cared to hear, Vor, 

ago though ho was, « mean curiosity after tho secrets of othors 
ad never been numbered amongst Roland’s failings; and, nore- 
ovor, With all his natwal rashnoss, he could not but doubt tha 
safety of becoming privy to the secret discourse of these power- 
ful and dreaded men. Still, he could neither stop his ens nor 
with proprioty leave tho apartment; and whilo he thought of 
somo means of signifying his prescnce, he had already heurd sa 
much that to have produced himsolf suddenly would have beon 
as awkward, and porhaps as dangerous, as in quiot to nbido 
tho end of their conference. What he overheard, however, was 
but an imperfect part of their communication; and although 
& moro export poet acquainted with tho cirewmstunces of 
the times, would havo had little difficulty in tracing the mean- 
ing, yet Ronald Gime could only form very general and vague 
conjectures as to tho import of their discomse, 

AML is prepared,’ said Murray, ‘and Lindesay is no(ting for 
ward. Sho must hesitate no longer; thou acest ! ach by thy 
counsel, and hardon myself against softer considerations,’ 

‘frue, my lord,’ replied Morton, ‘in what is necessary to 
gain power fou do not hesitate, but go boldly to tho mark. 
But are you as careful to dofond and presorve what you have 
won? Why this establishmont of domostics around her? Tas 
not your sister men and maidens cnongh to tend her, but you 
must consent to this superfluous and dangerous ratinne t” 

‘For shamo, Morton! a princess, and my sister, could I do 
less than allow her duo tondance}’ 

‘Ay, roplied Morton, ‘oven thus fly all your shafts—smartly 
enough loosened from tho bow, and not wuskilfully aimed, 
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but a breath of foolish affection ever erosses in the mid yolloy, 
and sways the arrow from the mark,’ 

*Say not so, Morton!’ replied Murray; ‘1 haye both dared 
and done——’ 

‘Yes, enough to gain, but not enough to keep; reckon not 
that she will think and act thus, You have wounded her deeply 
both in pride and in power ; it signifies nought that you would 
tent now the wound with unavailing selves: as matiors stand 
with you, you must forfeit tho ‘title of an affectionate brother, 
to hold that of a bold and determined statesman.’ 

‘Morton |’ said Murray, with somo impationce, ‘I brook not 
theso taunts; what I have done T have dono; what I must 
farther do,  musé and will; but I am not made of ivon like 
thee, and I cannot but remember, Enough of this—my pur- 
pose holds,’ 

‘And I warrant mo,’ said Morton, ‘tho choico of thoso 
domestic consolations will rest with-—’ 

Here he whispered names which escaped Roland Greme’s 
car, Murray replicd in a similar tone, bué so much raised 
towards tho conolusion of tho sontonco that tho page heard 
these words—‘ And of him I hold myself seoure, by Glondin- 
ning’s recommendation.’ 

fAy, which may bo as much trustworthy as his lato conduct 
at tho Abbey of St. Mary’s: you havo heard that his brother's 
cleotion has taken place. Your favourite Six Halbort, my Lord 
of Murray, has as much fraternal affection as yourself.’ 

‘By Heaven, Morton, that taunt domanded an unfriondly 
angwor, bub I pardon it, for your brother also is concorned ; 
but this election shall bo annulled, T toll you, Earl of Morton, 
whilo [hold tho sword of state in my royal nephew's namo, 
neither lord nor knight in Scotland shall disprte my rnthority; 
and if I bear with insults from my frionds, it is only while I 
know them to be such, and forgive thoir follies for their faith- 
fulness.’ 

Morton muttered what seemed to be some oxéuse, and tho 
Regent answered him in a milder tone, and then anbjoined, 
‘Besides, I have another pledge than Glendinning’s recommond- 
ation for this youth’s fidelity: his nearest relative has placed 
herself in my hands as his security, to bo dealt withal as his 
doings shall deserve.’ 

‘That is something,’ replied Morton; ‘bué yet, in fair love 
and good-will, I musé still pray you to keop on your guard, 
The foes are stirring again, as horse-flics and hormets beeomo 
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busy so soon as the storm-blast is over. George of Soylon was 
crossing the causeway this morning with a score of men nt his 
pack, and had a ruffie with my friends of the houso of Loslio; 
they met at the Tron, and were fighting hard, when the provost, 
with his guard of partizans, camo in thirdsman, and stayed 
them asunder with their halberdy, as mon part dog and ben. 

‘He hath my order for such intorforonco,’ said tho Regont. 

‘Has any one beon hurt?’ 
‘ ¢George of Soyton himself, by black Ralph Loslio; the dovil 
take tho rapior that van not through from side to side! Ralph 
has 2 bloody coxcomb, by a blow from a mossan page whom 
nobody knew; Dick Seyton of Windygowl is run through the 
arm; and two gallants of the Leslios have suffored phlebotomy. 
This is all tho gentle blood which hag beon spilled in the revel ; 
but a yeoman or two on both sides have had bones broken and 
ears cropped. ‘The hostlor-wives, who aro like to be tho only 
losers by their miscarriage, have dragged tho knaves off the 
street, and are crying a drunken coronach over them,’ 

‘You take it lightly, Douglas,’ snid the Regout ; ‘these broils 
and feuds would shame the capital of the Greut Turk, leb alono 
that of a Christian and Roformed state. But, if 1 live, this gew 
shall be amended ; and men shall say, whon thoy read my story, 
that if if wore my cruol hap to rise to power by tho dothrone- 
ment of # sistor, I omployed it, whon gaincd, for tho benofit of 
the commonweal.’ 

‘And of your friends,’ replied Morton; ‘whoreforo T inst 
for your instant order ennulling tho clootion of this Iurdano 
abbot, Edward Glondinning.’ 

‘You shall be prosontly satisfied,’ said tho Rogent, and, 
stepping forward, he began to call ‘So ho, Tyndman !? whon 
suddenly his oyo lighted on Roland Graeme, ‘By my filth, 
Douglas,’ snid he, turning to his friond, ‘here have beon threo 
at counsel |’ 

‘Ay, but only two can keep counsel,’ said Morton; ‘tho 
galliard must bo disposed of,’ 

‘¥or shame, Morton—an orphan hoy! Iearken theo, my 
child. Thou hast told mo somo of thy accomplishmonts—cnnst 
thou speak truth ?’ 

‘Ay, my lord, when it serves my turn,’ replied Graeme, 

‘Tt shall serve thy turn now,’ said the Regont; ‘and falso- 
hood shall be thy destruction, IIow much hast thou heard or 
understood of what wo two have spokon togothor ?? 

‘But little, my lord,’ replied Roland Grwme, boldly, ‘which 
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met my apprehension, saving that it seemed to me as if in 
something you doubted the faith of the Knight of Avenol, 
under whose roof I was nurtured.’ 

‘And what hast thou to say on that point, young man?’ 
continued the Regent, bending his eyes upon him with a koon 
and strong expression of observation. 

‘That,’ said tho page, ‘depends on the quality of thoso who 
speak against his honour whose bread J havo long caten. If 
they be my inforiors, T say thoy lic, and will maintain what T 
say with my baton; if my equals, still I say they lie, and will 
do battle in tho quarrol, if thoy list, with my sword; if my 
superiors ’ he prised. 

‘Proceed boldly,’ said the Regent. ‘What if thy superiors 
said aught that nearly touched your master’s honour?’ 

‘I would say,’ replied Graeme, ‘that he did ill to slandor the 
absent, and that my master was a man who could ronder an 
account of his actions to any one who should manfully domand 
it of him to his face.’ 

‘And it were manfully said,’ replied the Regont, ‘What 
thinkest thou, my Lord of Morton?’ 

‘I think,’ replied Morton, ‘that if the young galliard 
resemble a certain ancient friend of ours as much in the craft 
of his disposition as ho docs in eye and in brow, there may bo 
a wide differenco betwixt what he means and what he speaks.’ 

‘And whom meanest thou that he resembles so closely? 
said Murray, 

‘Even the true and trusty Julian Avenol,’ replicd Morton. 

‘But this youth belongs to the Dobateable Land,’ said 
Murray. 

It may be so; but Julien was an outlying striker of 
yenison, and made many a far cast when ho had a fait doe in 
chase,’ 

‘Pshaw!’ said the Regent, ‘this is but idle talk, lero, 
thou Hyndman—thou curiosity,’ calling to the nsher, who now 
entered, ‘ conduct this youth to his companion, You will both,’ 
he said to Greme, ‘keep yourselves in rendiiess to travel on 
short notice.” And then motioning to him courteously to with- 
draw, he broke up the interview. 





CHAPTER XIX 


It is and is not—tis the thing I sought for, 
Havo kneel'd for, pray’d for, risk'd my fomo and lifo for, 
And yet it is not—-no moro than tho shadow 
Upon the hard, cold, flat, and polish’d mirror 
Is the warm, graceful, .ounded, living substance 
Which it presents in form and lincament. 
Old Play, 


Tru usher, with gravity which ill concealed a jealous scowl, 
conducted Roland Grame to o lower apirimont, where he 
found his comrade, the faleoner, Tho man of office thon briefly 
acquainted them that this would bo their residence till his 
Grace’s further orders ; that they wore 10 go to tho pantry, to 
the buttery, to the cellar, and to tho kitchon, at the usual 
hours, to receivo tho allowances bocoming their station 
instructions which Adam Woodeock’s old familiarity with 
the court mado him perfectly understand, ‘Ior your beds,’ 
he said, ‘you must go to the hostelry of St. Michaol’s, in 
vespecl the palace is now full of the domestics of tho greator 
nobles,’ 

No sooner was tho ushor’s back turned than Adam exoluimed, 
with all tho glee of cagor curiosity, ‘And now, Master Roland, 
the news—the news; como, unbutton thy poush and give Ww 
thy tidings. What says the Regent? Asks he for Adan 
Woodeock? And is all soldered up, or must tho’ Abbot of 
Unreason strap for it ?? 

‘All is woll in that quartor, said the pago; ‘and for tho 
vest: But, hoy-day, what! have you taken the chain and 
medal off from my bonnet ?? 

‘And meot time it was, when yon usher, vinegar-faced rogno 
that he is, began to inquire what Popish trangum you were 
wearing. By tho mass, the metal would havo been confisented 
for conscience sre, like your othor ratile-trap yonder at Avenel, 
which Mrs, Liliss bears about on her shoos in the guise of a pair 
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of shoe-buckles. This comes of carrying Popish nicknackets 
about you.’ 

‘The jade!’ exclaimed Roland Greeme, ‘has she moltod 
down my rosary into buckles for her clumsy hoofs, which will 
set off such a gninish nearly as woll as a cow's might? But, 
hang her, let her keep thom ; many 2 dog's trick hayo I played 
old Lihas, for want of having something better to do, and the 
buckles will serve for a remembrance, Do you remembor tho 
verjuice I put into the comfits, when old Wingate and she wore 
to breakfast together on Easter morning 1” 

‘In troth do I, Master Roland; the major-domo’s mouth 
was as crooked as a hawk’s beak for the whole morning after- 
wards, and any other page in your room would have tasted the 
discipline of the porter’s lodge for it, But my lady’s favour 
stood betweon your skin and many a jerking, Lord send you 
may be the better for her protection in such matters !’ 

‘Iam at least grateful for it, Adam; and I am glad you put 
mo in mind of it,’ 

‘Well, but the news, my young master,’ said Woodcock~— 
‘spell me the tidings ; what are wo to fly ab noxt? What did 
the Regent say to you?’ 

‘Nothing that I am to repeat again,’ said Roland Grame, 
shaking his head, 

‘Why, hey-day,’ said Adam, ‘how prudent wo are become 
all of a sudden! You have advanced rarely in brief space, 
Master Roland. You have wollmgh had your head broken, 
and you have gained your gold chain, and you have made an 
enemy, Master Usher to wit, with his two legs liko hawks’ 
perches, and you have had audionco of the first man in the realm, 
and bear as much mystery in your brow as if you had flown in 
the conrt-sky evor smce you were hatched. I beliove in my 
soul you would run with a piece of tho egg-shell on your head 
like the curlews, which—I would wo were after thom again— 
wo used to call whaups in the halidome and its noighbourhood. 
But sit thee down, boy; Adam Woodcock was nover the lad to 
seok to enter into forbidden secrets—sit thee down, and I will 
go fotch the vivors ; I know the butler and tho pantler of old.’ 

The good-natured falconer set forth upon his errand, busy- 
ing himself about procuring their yofreshment; and during his 
absence Roland Greme abandoned himself to tho strange, com- 
plicated, and yot heart-stirrig reflections to which the events 
of the morning had given rise. Yesterday he was of neither 
mark nor likolihood, a vagrant boy, the attendant on a rolativo 
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of whose sane judgment he himself had not the highest opinion ; 
but now he had become, he know not why, or whorefore, or Lo 
what oxtent, tho custodior, as the Scottish phraso wonl, of some 
important state sceret, in the safo kooping of which tho Regent 
himself was concerned. It did not diminish from, but rathor 
added to, the intorest of a situation so unexpected that Roland 
himself did not perfectly undorstand wherein he stood com- 
mitted by tho state seorets m which he had unwittingly becomo 
participator, On tho contrary, sho folt like ono who looks on a 
yomantie landscape, of which he sees tho features for tho first 
time, and then obsoured with mist and driving tompest, ‘The 
imperfect glimpse which tho oye catches of rocks, trees, and 
other objects around him adds double dignity to these shrouded 
mountains and darkened abysses, of which tho height, depth, 
and oxtent are left to imagination. 

But mortals, especially at the well-appetised age which 
precedes twouty years, aro soldom s0 much engaged cither 
by real or conjectural subjects of speculation but that their 
earthly wants claim their hour of attention, And with any 
a smile did ow: hero, so tho reader may term him if ho will, 
hail the reappearance of his friond Adam Woodcock, Learing 
on one wooden platter a tremendous portion of boiled beef, and 
on another a plentiful allowance of greons, or rather what the 
Scotch call lang-kale. A groom followed with bread, salt, and 
the other means of setting forth a meal; and when thoy had 
both placed on tho oaken table what they hore in their hands, 
the faleoner observed that, since ho knew tho court, it had got 
harder and harder every day to the poor gentlemon and yeomon 
retainors, but that now it was an absolute flaying of 1 flea for 
the hide and tallow, Such thronging to tho wicket, and snch 
churlish answers, and such bare becf-bones, such 2 shouldering 
at the buttery-hatch and collarage, and nought to bo gained 
beyond small insufficiont single alo, or at best with a single 
‘stvaike’ of malt to countorbalance a double allowance of water, 
‘By the mass, though, my young friond,’ said ho, while ho 
saw the food disappearing fast undor Roland’s active oxortions, 
‘it is not so woll to lament for former times as to take the 
eames of the present, else wo aro liko to loso on both 
sides, 

So saying, Adam Woodcock drow his chaiy towards the tablo, 
unsheathed his knife (for every one carried that ministor of 
fostive distribution for himsclf), and imitated his young com- 
panion’s example, who for the momont had lost his anxiety for 
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the future in the eager satisfaction of an xppotito sharponed by 
youth and abstinence. 

In truth, they made, though tho materials wore sufficiently 
simplo, a vory respectablo meal ab tho expense of tho royal 
allowance; and Adam Woodcock, notwithstanding the deliborato 
censure which he had passed on the household beer of the 
palace, had taken the fourth deep draught of the black-jack 
eve he remembered him that ho had spoken in its dispraine. 
Then, flinging himself jollily and luxuriously back i an ald 
Danske clbow-chair, and looking with careloss gloo towards tho 
page, extending at the same time his right log, und stretching 
the other casily over it, he reminded his companion that ho had 
not yot heard tho ballad which he had mado for the Abbot of 
Unrenson’s revel. And accordingly he struck merrily up with 


‘Tho Popo, that pagan full of pride, 
Has Biinded us fill lang——’ 


Roland Grier, who felt no great delight, as may bo supposed, 
in the falconer’s satire, considering its subjoot, bogan to snatch 
up his mantle and fling it around his shoulders, an action which 
instantly interrupted the ditty of Adam Woodcock. 

‘Where the vengeance are you going now,’ ho said, ‘thou 
vestless boy? Thou hast quicksilvor in the veins of theo to a 
certainty, and canst no more abide any douco and sensible com- 
muning than a hoodless hawk would keop perched on my wrist{’ 

‘Why, Adam,’ replied the page, ‘if you must neods know, 
Tam about to tako a walk and look at‘this fair city, One may 
as well be still mowed up in the old castle of the lake, if ono is 
to sit tho livelong night botweon four walls, and hearken 10 
old ballads.’ 

‘It is a new ballad, tho Lord help theo!’ replied Adam, 
‘and that ono of the best that ever was matched with a rousing 
chorus.’ 

‘ Bo it so,’ said the page, ‘I will hear it anothor day, when 
the min is dashing against the windows, and thore is neither 
steed stamping, nor spur jingling, nor feather waving in tho 
neighbourhood, to mar my marking it well, But, oven now, 
I want to bo in the world, and to look about me.’ 

‘But the never a strido shall you go without mo,’ said tho 
faleonor, ‘until the Regent shall take you whole and sound off 
my hand ; and so, if you will, we may go to the hostelry of St. 
Michael’s, and thero you will seo company cnough, but through 
the casement, muk you me; for as to rambling through tho 
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stveet to seek Soytons and Loslies, and having a dozon holes 
drilled in your now jacket with rapior and poniard, 1 will yiold 
no way to it.’ ' : 

‘To the hostelry of St. Michacl’s, then, with all my heart, 
said the page; and they left the palace accordingly, yendored 
to the sentincls at the gato, who had now taken their posts for 
the evening, a strict account of their namos and business, were 
dismissed through a small wicket of the closo-harred portal, 
and goon reached the inn or hostelry of St. Michaol, which 
stood in a large courtyard, off the main strect, close wader the 
descent of the Calton Hill. The place, wide, waste, and uncom- 
fortable, resembled rather an Eastom caravansary, whicro mon 
found sheltcr indeed, but were obliged to supply themselves 
with everything else, than one of our modern inus— 


Where not one comfort shall to thoso be lost, 
Who never ask, or never feel, the cost, 


But still, to the inexporienced oye of Roland Graeme, the bustlo 
and confusion of this place of public resort furnished excitement 
and amusement, In the large room, into which they had rathor 
found their own way than been ushered by mine host, travellors 
and natives of the city entered and departed, met and greoted, 
gamed or drank togethor, forming tho strongest contrast Lo tho 
stern and monotonous order and silence with which matters 
were conducted in the well-ordored honsehold of tho Knight of 
Avenel. Altercation of every kind, from brawling to jesting, 
was going on among the groups around them, and yet the 
noise and mingled voices seemed to disturb no ono, and indeed 
to be noticed by no others than by those who composed tho 
group to which the speaker belonged. 

Tho falconer passed through the apartmont to a projecting 
latticed window, which formed « sort of recess from the room 
itself; and having hero ensconced himsolf and his companion, 
he called for some rofreshments; and a tupster, after ho had 
shouted for tho twentieth timo, accommodated him with tho 
remains of a cold capon and a neat's tongue, together with a 
pewter stoup of weak Fronch vin-depays, ‘Votch x stoup of 
brandy-wine, thou knave, We will bo jolly to-night, Master 
Roland,’ said he, when ho saw himself thus aceommodaied, ‘and 
let care como to-morrow.’ 

But Roland had caten too lately to onjoy the good cheer; 
and feeling his curiosity much sharper than his appotite, ho 
made it his choice to look out of the lattice, which overhung 
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a large yard swrounded by the stables of the hostelry, and fod 
his oyes on the busy sight beneath ; whilo Adam Woodcock, 
afler ho, had compared his companion to tho Laird of Mac- 
Farlano’s geese, who liked thoir play better than their ment,* 
disposed of his time with the ail of eup and trenchor, occasion 
ally humming the burden of his birth-strangled ballad, ond 
beating timo to it with his fingers on tho little round table. 
In this oxercise he was frequently interrupted by the exclama 
tions of his companion, as ha saw something new in tho yard 
beneath to attract and interest him, 

It was a busy acene, for the number of gontlomon and nobles 
who were now crowded into the city had filled all spare stablos 
and places of public iccoption with thoir horses and military 
attendants. There were somo score of yeomen dressing their 
own or theix masters’ horses in tho yard—whistling, singing, 
laughing, and upbraiding cach othor, in a stylo of wil which 
the good order of Avenel Castle rondered strange to Roland 
Greme’s ears. Others were busy repairing their own arms, or 
cleaning those of their masters, One fellow, having just bought 
a bundle of twonty spears, was sitting in a corner, agers in 
painting the white staves of the weapons with yellow and | 
yermilion, Other lackeys led lnrge staghounds, or woll-dogs, 
of noble race, carcfully muzzled to prevent accidents to 
passengers, All came and went, mixed together and separated, 
under the delighted eye of the page, whose imagination had 
not even conceived a sceno so gaily diversified with the objects 
he had most pleasure in beholding ; so that he was perpetually 
breaking the quiet reverie of honest Woodcock, and tho mental 
progress which he was making in his ditty, by exclaiming, “Look 
hore, Adam--look at the bonny bay horse; St. Anthony, what 
a gallant forchand he hath got! And see the goodly groy, 
which yonder fellow in tho friove jacket is dressing as awkwardly 
as if he had never touched aught but a cow; 1 would I wero 
nigh him to teach him his trade! And lo you, Adam, tho gay 
Milan armour that the yeoman is scouring, all stool and silver, 
like our knight's prime suit, of which old Wingate makes such 
account. And see to yonder protty wench, Adan, who comes 
tripping through them all with her milk-pail ; I warrant mo sho 
has had a long walk from the lonning; she has a stammal 
waistcoat, like your favourite Cicely Sunderland, Master Adam! 

‘By my hood, lad,’ answered the falconor, ‘it is woll for thoo 
thou wert brought up where grace grow. Tiven in the Cnstlo 

* {Sea The Monastery, Noto 10, p. 877.) 
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of Avenel thou wort a wild-blood onough ; but hadst thou been 
nurtured hore, within a flight-shot of the courl, thou hadst 
been the veriost crack-hemp of a page that over wore feather in 
thy bonnet or steel by thy sido; truly, I wish it may ond woll 
with thee,’ 

‘Nay, but Icavo thy sensoless humming and drumming, old 
Adam, and como to the window ere thou hast drenched thy 
senses in tho pint-pot there. Seo, here comes a merry minstrel 
with his crowd, and a wonch with him, that dances with bolls 
at hor ankles; and see, tho yeomen and pages leave their horses 
and the armour they were cleaning, and gather round, as is 
very natural, to hear the music. Come, old Adam, wo will 
thither too.’ 

‘You shall call mo “ cut” if T do go down,’ said Adam ; ‘you 
are near as good minstrelsy as tho stroller can make, if you had 
Dut the grace to listen to it.’ 

‘But the wonch in the stammel waistcoat is stopping too, 
Adam ; by Heaven, they aro going to danco! Vriozo jackot 
wants to danco with stammel waistcoat, but she is coy and 
yecusant,’ 

Then suddenly changing his tone of levity into ono of deep 
intorest and surpriso, ho exclaimed, ‘Queen of Henven | what 
is it that I sec?’ and then remained silent. 

The sago Adam Woodcock, who was in a sort of languid 
degreo amused with the page’s oxclamations, even whilo ho 
professed to despise them, became at length rather desirous to 
set his tongue onco moro a-going, thal he might onjoy the 
suporiority afforded by his own intimate familiarity with all the 
cireumstancos which excited in his young companion’s mind so 
much wonderment. 

‘Woll, thon,’ ho said at last, * what is it yon do sce, Mastor 
Roland, that you have become mute all of a sudden 1’ 

Roland returned no answer, 

‘Tsay, Master Roland Grama,’ said tho falconor, ‘it is mannors 
in my country for 4 man to speak when he is spoken to,’ 

Roland Greeme romained silent. 

‘Tho murrain is in the boy,’ suid Adam Woodcock, ‘ho has 
starved out his oyes and talked his tongue to ploces, T think { 

The falconor hastily drank off his can of wine, and came to 
Roland, who stood like a statue, with his oyes oagerly bent on 
the courtyard, though Adam Woodcock was wneblo to detect 
amongst tho joyous sceno which it oxhibited aught that could 
deserve such devoted attention. 
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Tho lad is mazed !? said tho faleoner to himself, 

But Roland Gremo had good reasons for his surprise, 
though they were not such as ho could communicate to his 
companion, 

Tho touch of tho old minstrel’s instrument, for ho had 
already begun to play, had drawn in several auditors from tho 
street, when ono ontored tho gate of tho yard whoso xppear- 
ance oxclusively arrested tho attontion of Roland Gramo. To 
was of his own ago, or a goed deal younger, and from his 
drogs and bearing might bo of the samo rank and calling, 
having all the air of coxcombry and protension which accorded 
with a handsome, though slight and low, figure and an olegant 
dross, in part hid by a largo purple cloak, As ho entored, ho 
cast a glance up towards the windows, and, to his oxtremo 
astonishment, under the purple velvet bonnet and whito 
feather, Roland recognised tho features so deoply impressed on 
his memory, the bright and clustered trosses, tho laughing 
full blue eyes, the well-formed eyebiows, tho nose with tho 
slightest possiblo inclination to be aquiline, tho ruby lip, of 
which an arch and half-suppressed smile seomed tho habitual 
exprossion—in short, the form and faco of Cathorino Soyton ; 
in man’s attire, howevor, and mimicking, as it scomed nob 
unsuecessfully, tho bearing of & youthful but forward page, 

‘St. George and St, Androw !’ exclaimed tho mazed Roland 
Greemo to hisolf, ‘was there ever such an audacious quean | 
She seems a little ashamed of hor mummery too, for sha holds 
tho lap of her cloal to her face, and her colour is heightened ; 
but, Sancta Maria, how she threads the throng, with as firm 
and bold a step as if sho had nover tied petticont round her 
waist! Holy saints! sho holds up her riding-rod as if sho 
would lay it about some of tho cars that stand most in her 
way ; by tho hand of my father! sho bears hersolf like tho 
yery model of pagehood, Hey! what! sure she will not strike 
friezo jacket in carnest?? But he was not long left in doubt; 
for the lout whom ho had before repeatedly noticed, standing in 
the way of tho bustling page, and maintaining his place with 
clownish obstinhey or stupidity, the advanced riding-rod was, 
without a moment's hesitation, sharply applied to his shoulders, 
in a manner which made him spring aside, rubbing the part of 
the body which had reccived so unceremonious & hint that it 
was in the way of his betters. The party injured growled 
forth an oath or two of indignation, and Roland Graeme began 
to think of flying downstairs to the assistance of tho translated 
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ne; but tho laugh of tho yard was against friovo 
which indoed had, in thoso days, small chanco of fair 
& quarrel with velvet and embroidery; so that tho 
who was a menial in the inn, slunk back to finish hig 
dressing tho bonny grey, laughed at by all, but most 
wench in tho stammel waistcoat, his fcllow-servant, 
crown his disgrace, had the eruclty to cast an applaud- 
le upon the author of the injury, while, with a freedom 
co tho milkmaid of the tgwn than sho of tho plaing, sho 
1 him with—‘Is thero any one you want hero, my 
yentleman, that you seem in such hasto?? 
‘ele a slip of a lad,’ said tho scoming gallant, ‘with a 
? holly in his cap, black hair, and black cyes, green 
and the air of a country coxcomh; I havo sought him 
every close and alloy in the Canongate—tho fiond gore 


ys, God-a-mercy, nun!’ muftercd Roland Graeme, much 
red. 

Il inquiro him presently out for your fair young worship,’ 
wench of the inn, 

‘said the gallant squire, ‘and if you bring mo to him 
MN havo a ‘groat to-night, and a kiss on Sunday whon 
6 on a cleaner kirtle.’ 

y, God-a-morey, nun!’ again muttered Roland, ‘this is 
bove E La.’ 

moment after the servant entered the room, and ushored 
bject of his surprise. 

e@ tho disguised vestal looked with unabashed brow, 
1 and rapid glanco of her oyo, through tho various 
in tho largo old oom, Roland Gromo, who felt an in- 
wkward senso of bashful confusion, which he deemed 
er unworthy of the bold and dashing charactor to which 
ad, dolormined not Lo be‘browbeaten and put down by 
vular fomalo, but to mect her with a glanco of recogni- 
ly, 80, penetrating, so oxprossively humorous, as should 
: at onco he was in possession of her sceret aud mastor 
ite, and should compel her to humblo herself towards 
east into tho look and manner of respectful and depre- 
asorvance, 

wag extremely well planned ; but, just as Roland had 
) the knowing glance, the suppressed smite, tho shrewd, 
at look which was to ensure his triumph, he encountered 
, firm, and steady gaze of his brother or sister page, 


192 WAVERLEY NOVELS 


who, casting on him a falcon glance, and recognising him at 
onee as the object of his search, walked up with tho most un- 
concerned look, the most free and undaunted composure, and 
hailed him with ‘You, sir holly-top, I would speak with you,’ 

The steady coolness and assurance with which those words 
wore uttered, although tho yoico was the very voico ho had 
heard at the old convent, and although the features more nearly 
resombled those of Catherine when scon close than whon viewed 
from a distance, produced, nevertheless, such a confusion in 
Roland’s mind that he becamo uncertain whether ho was not 
still under a mistake from the beginning ; tho knowing shrewd- 
ness which should havo animated his visage faded into a sheepish 
bashfulnoss, and tho half-suppressed but most intelligible smilo 
became the senseless giggle of ono who laughs to cover his own 
disorder of ideas, 

‘Do they understand a Scotch tongue in thy country, holly- 
top?’ seid this marvellous specimen of metamorphosis. ‘TI 
said T would speak with thee.’ 

‘What is your business with my comrade, my young chick 
of tho game ?’ said Adam Woodcock, willing to step in to his 
companion’s assistance, though totally at a loss to account for 
tho sudden disappearanco of all Roland’s usual smartness and 
presence of mind. 

‘Nothing to you, my old cock of tho perch,’ roplied tho 
gallant; ‘go mind your hawks’ castings, T guess by your bag 
and your gauntlet that you aro aquiro of tho body to a sort of 
kites.’ 

He laughed as he spoke, and the laugh rominded Roland so 
irresistibly of the hearty fit of risibility in which Cathorino had 
indulged at his expense whon they first mot in tho old nunnory, 
that hoe could scarce help oxclaiming, ‘Catherino Soyton, by 
Heavens!’ Ho cheoked tho oxclamation, however, and only 
said, ‘I think, sir, wo two are not totally strangers to exch 
other.’ 

‘Wo must have mot in our dreams, thon,’ sqid tho youth ; 
‘and my days are too busy to remember what [ think on at 
nights.’ 

‘Or apparently to remember upon one day those whom you 
may have scon on tho preceding ove,’ snid Roland Greomo. 

Tho youth in his turn cast on him a look of somo surprise, 
as he replied, ‘T know no more of what you mean than doos 
the horso I ride on; if there be offence in your words, you 
shall find me as ready to take it as any lad in Lothian,’ 
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‘You know woll,’ said Roland, ‘though it pleases you to tse 
the language of a stranger, that with you I can have no purposo 
to quarrel,’ 

‘Let me do mine errand, thon, and bo rid of you,’ said tho pago. 
‘Step hither this way, out of that old leathern fist’s heuing.’ 

They walked into tho reeess of the window, which Roluut 
had left upon tho youth’s ontranco into tho apartment, The 
messenger then turned his back on the company, afler custing 
a hasty and sharp glance aroun, to seo if thoy were observed, 
Roland did the samo, and the pngo in the purple mantle thus 
addressed hin, taking at the samo time from under his clouk 
a short but beautifully-wrought sword, with the hill and orna- 
ments upon the sheath of silver, massively chased md ovor- 
gilded: ‘I bring you this woapon from a friend, who gives it 
you under the solomn condition that you will not unpheathe 
it until you are commanded by your rightful sovercign. For 
your warmth of temper is known, and tho presumption with 
which you intrude yoursolf into the quarrels of othors; and, 
therefore, this is ind upon you as a penance by those who wish 
you well, and whose hand will influcnco your destiny for good 
or for evil, ‘This is what I was charged to toll you. So if you 
will give a fair word for a fair sword, and pledge your promise, 
with hand and glove, good and woll; and if not, 1 will carry 
back Caliburn to thoso who sont it.’ 

‘And may T not ask who these are?’ said Roland Graeme, 
admiring at the same timo tho beauty of the weapon thus 
offered him. 

‘My commission in no way leads mo 10 answer such #1 ques- 
tion,’ said ho of tho purple mantlo, 

‘But if I am offonded,’ said Roland, ‘may E nob draw to 
defend myself ?’ 

‘Not éhés weapon,’ answered the sword-bearer; ‘but you 
have your own at command, and, besides, for what do you woar 
your poniard 7” 

‘Tor no good,’ said Adam Woodcock, who had now 
approached close to them, ‘and that T can witness as woll as 
any one? 

‘Stand back, follow,’ snid the messenger; ‘thou hast an 
intrusive, curious face, that will come by a buffet if it is found 
where it has no concern,’ 

‘A buffot, my young Master Malaport4? said Adum, drawing 
hack, howovor 5 ‘best keop down fist, or, by Our Lady, buflo 
will beget buffet !’ 


XI 13 
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‘Bo patient, Adam Woodcook,’ said Roland Graomo; ‘and 
let me pray you, fair six, since by such addition you choose 
for the present to be addvossed, may I not baroly unshowtho 
this weapon, in pure simplicity of desire to know whethor 
so fair 4 hilt and scabbard are matched with a bofitting 
blade?’ 

‘By no mannor of means,’ said tho messongor; ‘at a word, 
you must take it undoi tho promise that you novor draw it 
until you recoive the commands of your lawful sovorcign, or you 
must leave it alone,’ 

‘Under that condition, and coming from your friendly hand, 
T accept of the sword,’ said Roland, taking it from his hand ; 
“put credit me, that if wo are to work together in any woighty 
emprise, as I am induced to beliove, some confidence and opon- 
ness on your part will be necessary to give the right impulse to 
my zeal, I press for no moro at presont, it is onough that you 
understand me.’ : 

‘I understand you!’ said tho page, exhibiting tho appoar- 
ance of unfeigned surprise in his turn. ‘Renounco mo if I do! 
Hore you stand jiggoting, and sniggling, and looking cunning, 
as if fers wero some mighty matter of intrigue and common 
understanding betwixt you and me, whom you novor set your 
eyes on before |’ 

‘What!’ said Roland Graeme, ‘will you deny that we havo 
mot before?’ 

‘Marry that I will, in any Christian court,’ said the other 

age. ; 
erAnd will you also deny,’ said Roland, ‘that it was recom- 
monded to us to study gach othor’s features well, that, in what- 
over disguise the time might impose upon us, cach should 
yecogniso in the other the seorct agont of a mighty work? 
Do not you remembor that Sister Magdalen and Damo 
Bridget-— 

The messonger hore intorrupted him, shrugging up_ his 
shoulders with a look of compassion— Bridget and Magdalen | 
why, this is madness and dreaming! Hark yo, Mastor Holly- 
top, your wits are gono on wool-gathering ; comfort yourself 
with a caudle, thatch your brain-sick noddle with a woollen 
nightcap, and so God be with you!’ 

. As ho concluded this polite parting address, Adam Wondcook, 
who was again seated by tho tablo on which stood tho now 
empty can, said to him, ‘Will you drink a cup, young man, in 
the way of courtesy, now you have done your ortand, and listen, 
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to a good song?’ and without waiting for an answer, ho com- 
menced his ditty— 


‘Tho Pope, that pagan full of pride, 
Tiath blinded us full long—’ 


It is probable that tho good wine had made somo innovation 
in the falconor’s brain, otherwise he would have recollected 
the dangor of introducing anything like politieal or polomical 
pleasantry into a public assemblage, at a timo whon mon'’s 
minds were in a state of great irritability, ‘T'o do him justice, 
ho perceived his error, and stopped short so soon as ho saw that 
the word ‘Pope’ had at once interrupted the separate conversi- 
tions of the varions partics which were assembled in tho apart- 
ment; and that many began to draw themsclves up, bridlo, look 
big, and prepare to take part in tho impending brawl; while 
others, more decent and cautions persons, hastily paid down 
their lawing, and prepared to leave the place cre bad should 
come to worse. 

And to worse it was soon likely to come; for no sooner did 
Woodcock’s ditty reach the car of the strangor pago, thin, up- 
lifting his riding-rod, he exclaimed, ‘He who speaks irrevorontly 
of the Holy Father of the church in my presenco is the cub of 
a, heretic wolf-bitch, and I will switch him as I would a mongrel 
our!’ 

‘And I will break thy young pato,’ said Adam, ‘if thou 
darest to lift a finger to me.’ And then, in defianco of the young 
Draweansir’s threats, with a stout heart and duuntless accent, 
he again uplifted the stave, 

‘The Popo, that pagan full of pride, 
Hath blinded rr 


But Adam was able to proceed no farther, being himself un- 
fortunately blinded by a stroke of the impationt youth’s switel 
across his eyes, Hnragod at onco by the smart and tho indignity, 
the falconor sfarted up, and darkling as ho was—for his oyes 
watered too fast to permit his seaing anything—ho would soon 
havo been at close grips with his insolent advorsary, had not 
Roland Grome, contrary to his nature, played for once tho 
prudent man and the peacemaker, and thrown himsolf betwixt 
them, imploring Woodcook’s patience. ‘You know not,’ ho 
said, ‘with whom you have to do. And thou,’ addrossing the 
messengor, who stood scornfully laughing at Adam's rago, ‘get 
theo gone, whoever thou art; if thou bo'st what 1 guoss 
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thee, thou well knowest thore are carnost reasons why thou 
shouldst,’ 

‘Thou hast hit it right for onco, holly-top,’ said tho gallant, 
‘though I guess you drew your bow ata vonturo. Tere, host, let 
this yeoman have a pottle of wine to wash the smart out of his 
eyes, and there is a Ironch crown for him.’ So saying, hoe 
threw tho piece of money on tho table, and left the apwiment 
with a quick yot steady pace, looking firmly ab right and loft, 
as if to dofy interruption, and snapping his fingers vt two or 
three respectable burghers, who, declaring it was a shumo that 
any ono should be suffered to rant and rufllo in dofence of tho 
Popo, wore labouring to find tho hilts of thoir swords, which had 
got for the present unhappily entangled in tho folds of their 
cloaks. But, as the adversary was gono ere any of thom had 
reached his weapon, thoy did not think it necessary to unsheathe 
cold iron, but merely observed to each other, ‘This is more than 
masterful violence, to see a poor man strickon in tho face just 
for singing a ballad against the Whore of Babylon! If tho 
Pope’s champions are to be bangsters in our very chango- 
houses, we shall soon havo tho old shavelings back again,’ 

‘Tho provost should look to it,’ said anothor, ‘and havo 
some fivo or six armed with partizans, to come in por tho first 
whistlo, to teach these gallants their lesson. For, look you, 
neighbour Lugleather, it is not for decont houscholdors like 
ourselves to be brawling with the godloss grooms and port pagos 
of tho nobles, that arc bred up to little else savo Honimed and 
blasphemy,’ 

‘For all that, neighbour,’ said Lugleathor, ‘I would havo 
ewried that youngster as properly as evor I curried a lamb’s 
hide, had not the hilt of my bilbo boon for the instant boyond 
my grasp; and before I could twn my girdlo, gono was my 
master !” 

‘Ay,’ said the others, ‘tho devil go with him, and peace 
abido with us; I give my rede, neighbours, that wo pay tho 
lawing, and be stepping homoward, liko brother and brothor ; 
for old St. Giles’s is tolling curfew, and tho street grows dangor- 
ous ab night,’ 

With that tho good burghers adjusted their clouks and pre- 
paved for their doparture, while he that scemed tho briskest of 
tho three, laying his hand on his Andrea Forrara, observed, 
‘That they that spoke in praise of the Pope on the Fighgato 
a Edinburgh had best bring the sword of St. Poter to defend 
them, 
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While the ill-humour oxcited by the insolonce of tho young 

aristocrat was thus evaporating in ompty monaco, Holand 
Gyeme had to control the far moro serious indignation of Adam 
Woodcock. ‘Why, man, it was but a switch across the mazaurd 5 
blow your nose, dry your eyes, and you will seo ul the better 
for it’ 
‘By this light, which I cannot sco,’ said Adium Wootenck, 
‘thou hast been a falso friend to mo, young man, noither 
taking up my rightful quarrel nor letting me fight ib out 
myself.’ 

‘Fy for shame, Adam Woodcock,’ replied the youth, doter- 
mined to turn the tables on him, and become in tun tho 
counsellor of good order and peaceable demeanour—‘T sey, 
ty for shame! Alas, that you will speak thus! ore are 
you sent with me, to prevent my innocent youth getting into 
snares——’ 

‘I wish your innocont youth were cut short with » halter, 
with all my heart!’ said Adam, who began to sce which way 
the admonition tended. 

—‘ And instead of setting before me,’ continued Roland, ‘an 
example of patience and sobriety becoming the falconor of Sir 
Halbert Glendinning, you quaff me off I know not how many 
flagons of alo, besides a gallon of wino, and a full measure of 
strong waters |” 

‘It was but ono small pottio,’ said poor Adam, whom con- 
sciousness of his own indiscrotion now reduced to a merely 
defensive warfare. 

‘It was onough to pottle you handsomely, howover,’ said tho 
page. ‘And thon, instead of going to hed to sleep off your 
liquor, must you sit singing your roistoring songs ubout popes 
and pagans, till you have got your oyes almost switched out of 
your head ; and but for my interference, whom your drunken 
ingratitude accuses of desorting you, yon galliavd would have 
cut your throat, for he was whipping out a whingor as broad as 
my hand afd as sharp asa razor, And these are lessons for 
an inexporicnced ‘youth! Oh, Adam! ont upon you !—out 
wpon you!’ a 

‘Marry, amen, and with all my heart,’ said Adam; ‘oub 
upon my folly for oxpecting anything but importinent raillery 
from a page like thee, that, if he saw his father in a sorepo, 
would laugh at him, instead of londing him aid!’ 

‘Nay, but I will lend you aid,’ said tho page, still laughing ; 
‘that is, I will lend thee aid to thy chamber, good Adam, whore 
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thou shalt sloop off wino and ale, iro and indignation, and 
awake the noxt morning with as much fair wit ay nature his 
blessed thee withal. Only one thing I will warm theo, goat 
Adam, that henceforth and for over, when thou railost at mo 
for being somewhat hot at hand, and rather too prompt to out 
with poniard or so, thy admonition shall serve as & protoguo to 
the memorable adventure of the switching of St. Michnel’s,’ 

With such condoling expressions ho got the crostfullon 
falconor to his bed, and then fotired to his own pallet, where it 
was some time ore he could fall asleop. If the messenger whom 
he had seen were really Catherine Seyton, what a masculine 
virago and termagant must sho be! and stored with what an 
inimitable command of ingolence and assurance! Tho brass on 
her brow would furbish the front of twenty pagos; ‘and T 
should know,’ thought Roland, ‘what that amounts to, And 
yet, her features, her look, her light gait, her laughing oye, 
the art with which she disposed the mantle to show no more 
of her limbs than needs must he seon—I am glad sho had at 
least that grace left—the voice, the smilo-~it must have been 
Cathorine Seyton, or the devil in her likeness! One thing is 
good, T have silenced the eternal predications of that ass, Adam 
Woodcock, who has set up for being a preacher and a governor 
over me, so soon as he has left the hawks’ mew behind him,’ 

And with this comfortable roflection, joined to tho happy 
indifference which youth hath for the ovents of tho morrow, 
Roland Greeme fell fast asleep, 


CHAPTER XX 


Now havo you 1of¢ me from my staff, my guido, 
Who taught my youth, as mon tench untamod falcons, 
To uso my strength diserectly—I am reft 


Of comrade and of counsel ! 
Old Play. 


Iw the grey of the next morning’s dawn there was a loud knook- 
ing at the gate of the hostelry, and thoso without, proclaimin, 
that they came in the name of the Rogent, wore instantly ad- 
mitted. A moment or two afterwards, Michael Wing-the-Wind 
stood by the bedside of our travollors. 

*Up |—up !’ he said, ‘thoxe is no slambor whore Mwray hath 
work ado,’ 

Both sleepers sprung up, and began to dross thomeclves, 

*You, old friend,’ said Wing-the-Wind to Adam Woodcovk, 
‘must to horse instantly, with this packet to the monks of 
Kennaquhair, and with this,’ delivering them as he spoke, ‘to 
tho Knight of Avenel.’ 

‘As much as commanding the monks to annul thoir clection, 
Tl warrant mo, of an abbot,’ quoth Adam Woodcock, as he 
put the packets into his bag, ‘and charging my master Lo seo 
it done, To hawk at ono brother with another is loss than fair 
play, methinks.’ 

‘Fash not thy beard about it, old boy,’ said Michael, ‘hut 
betake thee to tho saddle prosontly ; for if these orders aro not 
obeyed thare will be baro walls at tho kirk of St. Mary’s, and 
it may bo at the Castle of Avonel to boot; for I heard my Lord 
of Morton loud with tho Regont, and wo are at a pass that wo 
cannot stand with him anent trifles,’ 

‘But,’ said Adam, ‘touching tho Abbot of Unroason—what 
say they to that outbreak? An they bo shrowixhly disposed, 
I were better pitch the packets to Satan, and take tho othor 
side of the Border for my bicld’ 

*O, that was passed over as a jest, since there was little harm 
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done. But, hark thee, Adam,’ continued his comrade, ‘if there 
wero a dozen vacant abbacies in your road, whethor of jest or 
carnest, reason of unreason, draw thou never ono of thoir mitres 
over thy brows. ‘The time is not fitting, man; besides, our 
maiden longs to clip the nock of a fat churchman.’ 

*Sho shall never shocr mino in that capacity,’ said tho 
faleoncr, whilo ho knotted the kerchief in two or threo double 
folds around his sunburnt bull-neck, caling out at tho sume 
time, ‘Master Roland—Master'e Roland, make haste! wo must: 
back to perch and mew, and, thank [caven moro than our own 
wit, with our bones whole, and without 1 stab in the stomach,’ 

‘Nay, but,’ said Wing-the- Wind, ‘the page goos not back 
with you: the Regont has other omployment for him.’ 

‘Saints and sorrows!’ oxclaimed the falconer. ‘Mastor 
Roland Grame to romain hore, and T to roturn to Avonel! 
Why, it cannot be: tho child cannot manage himsolf in this 
wide world without me, and I question if he will stoop to any 
other whistle than mine own; there are times I mysolf can 
hardly bring him to my lure.’ 

It was at Roland’s tongno’s ond to sy something concerning 
the occasion they had for using mutually each othor’s prudonco ; 
but the real anxiety which Adam evineed at parting with him 
took away his disposition to such ungracious raillery. ‘Tho 
falconer did not altogether escape, however, for, in tuming his 
face towards the lattice, his friond Michacl caught a glimpse of 
it, and exclaimed, ‘I prithee, Adam Woodcock, what hast thou 
been doing with theso cyes of thine? ‘Ihey are swolled to the 
starting from the sockot !? 

‘Nonght in the world,’ said he, aftor casting a dopreenting 
glance at Roland Grime, ‘bub the effect of sleoping in this 
d——d truckle without a pillow,’ 

‘Why, Adam Woodcock, thou munt bo grown strangoly 
dainty,’ said his old companion; ‘1 havo known theo sloop 
all night with no better pilloy than a bush of ling, and 
start up with the sun as glog as a feleon; and now ihino eyes 
vesomble-——’ 

‘Tush, man, what signifies how mino eyes look now?’ snid 
Adam. ‘Let us bub roast a erab-epple, pour a pottle of ale 
on it, sand batho our throats withal, thou shalt sco 1 chango 
mM m4.’ 

‘And thou wilt be in heart to sing thy jolly ballad about 
tho Popo?’ said his comrade. 

‘Ay, that I will,’ voplied the falconor, ‘that is, when we have 
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left this quiet town fivo miles behind us, if you will take your 
hobby and ride so far on ny way,’ 

‘Nay, that I may not,’ said Michaol; ‘I ean but stop to 
partake your morning’s draught, and seo you fairly Lo horso; 
T will sce that they saddle thom, and toast the crab for theo, 
without loss of time.’ 

During his xbsenco the faleoner took the page by the hind, 
‘May I never hood hawk again,’ said the good-natured follow, 
if am not as sorry to part with you as if you were a child of 
mine own, craving pardon for the freedom; T cannot tell what 
makes mo love you so much, unless it be for the reason that [ 
loved the vicious devil of a brown Galloway nag, whom my 
master the knight called Satan, till Master Warden changed 
his namo to Soyton; for ho said it was over boldness to call a 
beast after the King of Darkness ? 

‘And,’ said the page, ‘it was over boldness in him, | trow, 
to call a vicious brute after a noblo family.’ 

‘Woll,’ proceeded Adam, ‘Seyton or Satan, I loved that nag 
over every other horse in the stable, Thore was no sleeping 
on his back; he was for over fidgeting, bolting, reaving, biting, 
kicking, and giving you work to do, and maybe tho measuro 
of your back on the heather to the boot of it all. And I think 
love you better than any lad in the castlo for tho solf-samo 
qualities.’ 

‘Thanks—thanks, kind Adam. I regard myself bound to 
you for the good estimation in which you hold me,’ 

‘Nay, interrupt me not,’ said the falconer; ‘Satan was a 
good nag. But, I gay, I think I shall call tho two eyases 
after you—the one Roland and the other Grome; and, whilo 
Adam Woodcock lives, be sure you have @ friend. Lloro is to 
thee, my dear son.’ 

Roland most heartily roturned the grasp of tho hand, and 
aio having taken a deop draught, continued his farewell 
speech. 

‘There are threo things I warn you against, Roland, now 
that you are to tread this weary world without my oxporicuco 
to assist you. In tho first plaeo, never draw dagger on slight 
occasion : every man’s doublet is not so well stuffed ax a cortain 
abbot’s that you wot of. Secondly, fly not at every pretty, girl, 
like a morlin at a thrush ; you will not always win a gold chain 
for your labour; and, by the way, hore I return to yor your 
fanfarona ; keep it closo, it is weighty, and may benefit you at 
a pinch more ways than ono, ‘Thirdly, and to concludo, as our 





202 WAVERLNY NOVELS 


worthy preacher says, beware of the pottle-pot: i has drenched 
the judgment of wiser men than you. I could bring somo 
instances of it, but I daresay it needeth not; for if you should 
forget your own mishaps, you will scarco fail to romomber mine, 
And so farewell, my dear son.’ 

Roland retuned his good wishes, and failed not to send his 
humble duty to his kind lady, charging tho falconer at tho samo 
timo to express his regret that he should havo offonded her, 
and his determination s0 to‘bear him in the world that sho 
would not be ashamed of the generous protection she had 
afforded him. 

Tho falconor embraced his young friond, mounted his stout, 
round-made, trotting nag, which tho serving-man who had 
attended him held ready at the door, and took tho road to the 
southward. A sullen and heavy sound echoed from tho horse's 
fest, as if indicating the sorrow of the good-natured vidor, Ever 
hoof-tread seemed to tap upon Roland's heart as ho heard his 
comrade withdraw with go little of his usual alert activity, and 
folt that he was onco more alone in the world, 

Ho was roused from his rovorio by Michnol Wing-the-Wind, 
who rominded him that it was necessary they should instantly 
return to tho palace, as my Lord Rogont wont to tho sessions 
early in the morning, They went thithor accordingly, and 
Wing-the-Wind, a favourite old domestic, who was admiticd 
nearer to the Regent’s porson and privacy than many whoso 
posts were more ostensible, soon introduced Gimme into a small 
matted chamber, whore ho had an audionce of tho present head 
of the troubled stato of Scotland. Tho Earl of Murray was 
clad in a sad-coloured morning-gown, with a cap and slippors of 
the same cloth; but, oven in this casy dishabille, hold his 
sheathed rapier in his hand—a preeaution which he adopted 
whon receiving strangors, rathor in complianco with tho onrnost 
yemonstrances of his frionds and prrtizans than from any per- 
sonal apprehensions of his own. Ilo answored with a silont 
nod the respectful obeisanco of tho page, and took ono or tivo 
turns through the small apartment in silenco, fixing his keon 
oye on Roland, as if ho wished to ponotrate into his vory soul, 
At length ho broko silenco, 

‘Your namo is, I think, Julian Greomo ?’ 

‘Roland Grame, my lord—not Julian,’ replied tho page. 

‘Right—I was misled by some trick of my memory. Rolund 
Graeme, from the Debateable Land. Roland, thou knowest tho 
duties which belong to a lady’s service?’ 
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'T should know them, my lord,’ roplied Roland, ‘having 
beon bred so near the person of my Lady of Avenel; but 
I trust nevor more to practiso them, as the knight hath 
promised. 

‘Bo silent, young man,’ said tho Regent; ‘I am to speak, 
and you to hear and obey. It is necessary that, for somo space 
at least, you shall again enter into the sorvice of a lady, who 
in rank hath no equal in Scotland; and this servico accom- 
plished, I give thee my word af knight and prince that it shall 
open 10 you a course of ambition such as may well gratify the 
aspiring wishes of onc whom circumstances entitle to entortain 
much higher viows than thou. 1 will take thee into my house- 
hold and near to my person, or, at your own choico, I will give 
you the command of a foot-company ; cither is a preferment 
which the proudest laird in tho land might bo glad to ensure 
for a second son,’ 

‘May I presume to ask, my lord,’ said Roland, observing 
the Earl paused for a reply, ‘to whom my poor services tre in 
the first place destined ?’ 

‘You will bo told hereafter,’ said tho Regent; and then, as 
if overcoming some internal roluctance to speak further him- 
self, he added, ‘or why should I not myself toll you that you 
are about to enter into the service of a most illustrious—most 
unhappy, lady-—into the sorvice of Mary of Scotland.’ 

‘Of the Queen, my lord?’ said the page, unable to repress 
his surprise. 

‘Of her who was the Queon |’ said Murray, with a singular 
mixture of displeasure and ombarrassmont in his tone of voico, 
‘You must be aware, young man, that hor son roigns in her 
stead,’ 

He sighed from an emotion partly natnral, perhaps, and 
partly assumed, 

‘And am I to attend upon her Graco in hor placo of 
imprisonment, my lord?’ again demanded tho page, with a 
straightforward and hardy simplicity which somewhat discon- 
certed the sago and powerful statesman, 

‘She is not imprisoned,’ answered Murray, angrily, ‘God 
forbid she should: she is only sequestrated from state affairs, 
and from the business of the public, until the world bo so 
offectually settled that sho may onjoy hor natural and uncon- 
trolled freedom, without her royal disposition being oxposed to 
the practices of wicked and dosigning mon. 1t is for this pur- 
pose,’ he added, ‘that, while sho is to bo furnished, as right is, 
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with such attondance as may befit, her present secluded stato, 
it becomes necessary that those placed around hor avo persons 
on whose prudence I can have reliance. You sec, therefore, 
you aro at onco called on to dischargo an office most honourable 
in itself, and so to discharge it that you may mako # friend of 
tho Rogont of Scotland. ‘Thou art, I havo been told, a singularly 
approhonsive youth; and T perceive by thy look that thon dost 
already understand what 1 would say on this matter, tn this 
schedule your particular points of duty are set down at length ; 
but tho sum required of you is fidelity—J mer fidelity to 
myself and to tho state. You are, therfore, to watch overy 
attempt which is made, or inclination displayed, to open any 
communication with any of the lords who have become banders 
in the west—with Hamilton, Scyton, with Mloming, or tho like, 
It is true that my gracious sister, reflecting upon tho il] chances 
that have happed to tho state of this poor kingdom, from evil 
counsellors who have abused her royal nature in time past, 
hath determined to sequestrate horself from stato affairs in 
future. But it is our duty, as acting for and in tho nune of 
our infant nophew, to guard against tho ovils which may aviso 
from any mutation or vacillation in hor royal rosolutions, 
Whorefore, it will be thy duty to watch, and report to onr lady 
mother, whose guost our sister is for the prosont, whateyor 
inay infer a disposition to withdraw her person from tho place 
of security in which she is lodged, or to open communication 
with thoso without. If, however, your observation should 
detect anything of weight, and which may exceed moro sus- 
picion, fail not to sond notice by an ospecial messenger to mo 
directly, and this ring shall be thy warrant to ordar horse and 
man on such service. And now begona, If there bo Jilf the 
wit in thy head that there is approhonsion in thy look, thon 
fully comprohondest all that T would say. Sorve mo fnithfully, 
and sure as Tam bolted earl thy roward shall bo great.’ 

Roland Grwmo mado an oboisaneo, and was about to dopart. 

The Karl signed to him to remain, ‘1 have irusted thea 
deeply,’ ho said, ‘young man, for thou art the only one of hor 
suite who has been sent to her by my own reemnmeandation, 
Ter gentlewomen are of hor own nomination : it wore Loo hard 
to have barred hor that priviloge, though somo there wore who 
reckoned it inconsistent with suro policy. ‘Thou art young 
and heudsome, Minglo in their follies, and sco thoy covor not 
deeper designs under the appearance of fomale lovity; if they 
do mine, do thou countermino, For the vost, bear all decorum 
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and respect to the person of thy mistress: sho is a princess, 
though a most unhappy one, and hath been a queen, though 
now, alas! no longer such. Pay, therefore, to her all honour 
and respect consistent with thy fidelity to the King and ine. 
And now, farewell! Yet stay—you travel with Lord Lindesny, 
a man of the old world, 1ough and honest, though untaught ; 
see that thou offend him not, for he is not pationt of raillery, 
and thou, I have heard, art & erack-halter” This he said with 
a smile; thon added, ‘T could haye wished tho Lord Lindesay’s 
mission had been entrusted to somo other and moro gentle 
noble.’ 

‘And wherefore should you wish that, my lord?’ said 
Morton, who even then entered the apartinent; ‘the council 
have decided for tho best; we have had but too many proofs 
of this lady’s stubbornness of mind, and tho oak that resists tho 
sharp steel axo must Lo riven with the rugged iron wedge, 
And this is to bo her pago? My Lord Regent hath doubtless 
instructed you, young man, how you shall guide yourself in 
these matters; I will add bat a little hint on my part. You 
ave going to the castle of a Douglas, where treachery nover 
thrives: tho first moment of suspicion will be tho Inst of your 
life. My kinsman, William Douglas, understands no raillory, 
and if ho onco have causo to think you false, you will waver in 
the wind from tho castle battlements oro the sun set upon his 
anger, And is the lady to havo an almonor withal ?’ 

Occasionally, Douglas,’ said tho Regent; ‘it were hard to 
deny tho spiritual consolation which she thinks cssontial to hor 
salvation.’ 

‘You ara evor too soft-hearted, my lord, What! a falso 
priest to communicate hor Jamontations, not only to our un- 
friends in Scotland, but to the Guises, to Romo, to Spain, and 
T know not whero |’ 

‘Fear not,’ said the Regent, ‘wo will tako such ordor that no 
treachory shall happon.’ 

‘Look to jit, then,’ said Morton; ‘you know my mind 
respecting the wench you have consented she shall receive as a 
waiting-woman—ono of a family which, of ull others, has ever 
leon devoted to her and inimical to us, TIad we nob been 
wary, she would have beon purveyed of a page as much to her 
purpose as hor waiting-damsol. [hear a yumour that an old 
mad Romish pilgrimor, who passes for at least half a saint 
among them, was omployed to find a fit subject.’ 

‘We have escaped that danger al least,’ said Murray, ‘and 
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converted it into a point of advantago by sonding this boy of 
Glendinning’s ; and for hor waiting-dansol, you cannot pradgo 
her one poor maiden instead of her four noblo Maries and all 
their silken train?’ 

‘I care not so much for the waiting-maidon,’ said Morton, 
“but I cannot brook the almoner: 1 think priests of all por- 
suasions are much like each othor. Ilere is John Knox, who 
made such a noblo puller-down, is ambitious of becoming a 
setter-up, and a founder of schools and colloges out of tho abboy 
lands, and bishops’ rents, and other spoils of Romo, which tho 
nobility of Scotland have won with their sword and bow, and 
with which ho would now ondow new hives to sing the old drone,’ 

‘John is a man of God,’ said the Regent, ‘and his schemo is 
a devout imagination.’ 

The sedate smile with which this was spoken loft ib impos- 
aible to conjecture whether the words wore meant in’ approbation 
or in dorision of the plan of the Scottish Reformor, ‘Turning 
then to Roland Greamo, as if ho thought ho had hoon long onough 
a witness of this conversation, he bado him get him presently to 
horse, since my Lord of Lindosay was already mounted, Tho 
page made his reverenco, and loft the apartmont. 

Guided by Michael Wing-the-Wind, ho found his horso ready 
seddled and prepared for tho journey in front of tho palaco 
porch, where hovered about a score of men-at-arms, whose Toediaz 
showed no small symptoms of surly impationce. 

‘Ts this the jackanape prgo for whom wo havo waited thus 
long?’ said he to Wing-the-Wind. ‘And my Lord Ruthven will 
reach the castle long before us!’ 

Michael assonted, and added that tho boy had been detained 
by the Regent to recoive somo parting instructions, Tho 
leader made an inarticulate sound in his throat, oxprossive of 
sullen acquiescence, and calling to ono of his domostio atlend- 
ants, ‘Edward,’ said he, ‘take the gallant into your charge, and 
lot him speak with no one olse.’ 

He thon addrossed, by tho title of Sir Robori, an oldorly 
and respectablo-looking gentleman, tho only ono of tho party 
who seemed above the rank of @ rotainor or domestic, anid 
observed that they must get to horso with all speed. 

During this discourse, and whilo thoy woro riding slowly 
along the street of the snburb, Roland had timo to examine 
more acourately tho looks and figuro of the baron who was at 
their head. 

Lord Lindesay of the Byres was rathor touched than stricken 
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with years. His upright stature aud strong limbs still showed 
him fully equal to all the oxertions and fatigues of war. Ils 
thick eyebrows, now partially grizzled, lowered ovor large oyes 
full of dark fire, which scomed yet darker from the uncommon 
depth at which they were sct in his head, IIis features, 
naturally atrong and harsh, had thoir stornness cxaggorated by 
one or two scars received in battle. Theso featmes, naturally 
calculated to express tho harshor passions, wero shaded by an 
opon steel cap, with a projecting font, but having no visor, 
over the gorget of which foll the black and grizzled beard of tho 

vim old baron, and totally hid tho lower part of his face. The 
rest of his dross was a looso bufFcont, which had onco been 
lined with sill and adorned with embroidory, but which seemed 
much stained with travel and damaged with cuts, reccived prob- 
ably in battle. It covered a corslet which had once becn of 
polished steel, fairly gilded, but was now somewhat injured with 
yust. A sword of antique mako and uncommon size, framed to 
be wielded with both hands, a kind of weapon which was then 
beginning to go out of uso, hung from his neck in a baldrio, 
and. was so disposed as to travorso his whole person, the huge 
hilt appearing ovor his loft shoulder, and tho point reaching 
welluigh to tho right heol, and jarring against his spur as he 
walked. This unwicldy weapon could only be unsheathed by 
pulling the handle over the left shoulder, for no human arm 
was long enough to dvaw it in the usual manner. The whole 
equipment was that of a rudo warrior, negligent of his oxterior 
evon to misanthropical sullennoss; and the short, harsh, 
haughty tono which ho used towards his uttondants belonged 
to the samo unpolished charactor, 

The porsonage who rodo with Lord Lindesay at the head of 
tho party was an absolute contrast Lo him in mannor, form, and 
features, Tis thin and silky hair was alyeady white, though 
he seemed not abovo forty-five or fifty yours old. [is tono of 
voice was soft and insinuating ; his form thin, spare, and bent 
by an habitual stoop ; his palo check was oxpressivo of shrowd- 
ness and intolfigonco ; his oyo was quick though placid, and his 
whole demeanour inild and conciliatory. TIo rodo an ambling 
nag, such as wore used by ladios, olorgymon, or others of peace- 
ful professions; wore a riding habit of black volvot, with a cap 
and feather of the same hue, fastoned up by a goldon medal ; 
and for show, and as a mark of rank rather than for use, carried 
a walking sword (ns tho short light rapiers wore called), without 
any othor arms, offensive or defensivo, 
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Tho party had now quitted the town, and proceeded, at 
a stendy trot, towards tho west. As thoy prosecuted thoir 
journey, Roland Graame would gladly heve learned something 
of its purpose and tendency, but the countenance of the per- 
gsonage next to whom he had been placed in the train discournged 
all approach to familiarity, ‘ho baron himself did not lool 
moro grim and inaccessible than his foudal retainer, whose 
grisly beard foll over his mouth liko tho portoullis hefare the 
gato of a castle, us if for the purpose of proventing tho escape 
of any word of which rbsolute necessity did not domand tho 
utterance. Tho rest of the train seemed under tho samy tasi- 
turn influence, and journeyed on without a word being oxchanged 
amongst them, more like a troop of Carthusian frims than a 
party of military retainers. Roland Gran was surprised at 
this oxtremity of diserpline ; for even in tho houschold of tho 
Knight of Avonel, though somowhat distinguished for the avcu- 
racy with which decorum was enforecd, a journoy was a period 
of license, during which jost and song, and overything within 
tho limits of becoming mirth and pastimo, was frooly pormibted. 
This unusual silence was, however, so far acceptnble that it 
gavo him time to bring any shadow of judgmont which ho pos- 
sessed to council on his own situation and prospects, which 
would have appeared to any reasonablo person in tho highost 
degree dangerous and perplexing. 

It was quito ovident that ho had, through various cireum- 
stances not undor his own control, formed contandivtory con- 
nexions with both the contending factions by whose strife tho 
kingdom was distracted, without boing proporly an adhoront 
of either, It scomed also clear that tho samo situation in tho 
houschold of the doposed Queon, to which ho was now promotod 
by tho influonco of the Regont, had beon destined to him hy his 
enthusiastic grandmothor, Magdalen Grima; for on this sib. 
ject the words which Morton had dropped had beon a wy of 
light; yet it was no less clow that thoso two porsons, the one 
tho declared onomy, tho othor tho enthusiastic volury, of tho 
Catholic roligion; tho ono ab tho head of tho King’s now 
government, tho other, who roguded that governmont ay a 
criminal usurpation, must have required and expected very 
difforont sorvices from the individual whom thoy had thus 
united in xecommonding, Jt required very little rofleelion to 
foreseo that these contradictory claims on his service might 
speedily place him in a situation where his honowr as woll as 
his Jifo might bo endangered. Bub it was nob ih Roland 


THE ABBOT 208 


Gremo’s nature to anticrpate evil before it came, or to prepare 
to combat difficulties bofore they arrived. ‘I will seo this 
beautiful and unfortunate Mary Stuart,’ he said, ‘of whom wo 
have heard so much, and then there will be time enough to 
determine whether T will be kingsman or quecnsman, None of 
them can say I have given word or promiso to either of their 
factions ; for they havo led mo up and down liko a bhnd Billy, 
without giving mo any light into what T was to do, But it 
was lucky that grim Douglas cunie into the Regent’s closet this 
morning, otherwise I had never got free of him. without plight. 
ing my troth to do all the Earl would have me, which seemed, 
after all, but foul play to the poor imprisoned lady, to placo hey 
page as an espial on her,’ 

Skipping thus lightly over a matter of such cousequenco, 
tho thoughts of tho haro-braincd boy wont a-wool-gathoring 
after moro agreeable topics. Now he admired the Gothio towers 
of Barnbougle, rising from the sea-beaton rock, and overlooking 
one of the most glorious landscapes in Scotland; and now he 
began to consider what notablo sport for the hounds and the 
hawks must bo afforded by tho variegated ground ovor which 
thoy travelled; and now he compared tho steady and dull trot 
at which they were then \ deem their journey with tho 
delight of sweeping ovor hill and dale in pwsnit of his favourite 
sports, As, under the influonco of these joyous recollections, 
he gavo his horse the spur, and made him oxecute a gambade, 
he instantly incurred the censure of his grave noighhow, who 
hinted to him to keep tho pree, and move quictly and in order, 
unless he wished such notico to bo taken of his eccentric move- 
monta as was likely to bo vory displeasing to him, 

Tho rebuke and tho restraint under which tho youth now 
found himsolf brought back to his recollection his Inte good- 
humoured and accommodating associate and guide, Adam Wood- 
cack ; and from that topic his imagination made a short flight 
to Avonel Castle, to the quiet and unconfined life of its inhabit- 
ants, the goodness of his carly protcetross, not forgetting the 
denizens of its stables, kennels, and hawk-mows. In a brief 
space, all these subjects of meditation gave way Lo the romem- 
brance of that riddle of womankind, Cathorine Soyton, who 
appeared bofore the eye of his mind now in her femalo fom, 
now in her male attivo, now in hoth at once, like somo strango 
dyeam, which presents to us tho samo individual under tivo 
different characters at tho same instant. Ifer mystorious pre- 
sent also recurred to his recollection—tho sword which ho now 
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wore at his side, and which ho was not to draw, sevo by com. 
mand of his legitimate sovoroign! But the koy of Uhis mystery 
ho judged ho was likely to find in tho issuo of his presont 
journey, ae 

With such thoughts passing through his mind, Roland 
Greme accompanied the party of Lord Lindesay to the Queon’s 
Ferry, which thoy passed in vossols that lay in readiness for 
them. They encountered no adventure whatover in thoir 
passage, excepting one horgo being lamed in gobting into tho 
boat—an incident very common on such occasions, until a fow 
years ago, whon tho forry was compleloly rogulated, What 
was moro peculiarly charnctoristic of the olden ago was the 
“discharge of a culverin at the party from tho battlements of 
the old castle of Rosytho, on the north side of the forry, the 
lord of which happened to have some public or private quarrel 
with tho Lord Lindesay, and took this modo of oxpressing his 
resontment. Tho insult, howoyor, as it was harmloss, romained 
unnoticed and unavenged, nor did anything elso ocowr worth 
notice until the band had como whoro Lochlovon sproud its mag- 
nificent sheet of wators to the bouns of a bright summer sun, 

The anciont castle, which occupics an islend newrly in tho 
conto of the lake, recalled to the pago that of Avenol, in which 
he had been nurtured. But tho lako was much Jargor, and 
adorned with sovoral islets besides that on which the fortress 
was situated ; and instead of boing embosomed in hills liko 
that of Avenel, had upon tho southern side only a splondid 
mountainous screon, being the descont of one of tho Lomond 
hills, and on the other was surrounded by tho oxtonsive and 
fertile plain of Kinross, Roland Grama looked with some 
degree of dismay on tho wator-girdled fortress, which thon, as 
now, consisted only of ono largo donjon-keep, stwrounded with a 
courtyard, with tivo round flanking towers ab the angles, which 
contained within its civeuit somo othor buildings of infotior im- 
portance, A fow old trees, clustered togothor nonr tho castle, 
gave somo roliof to tho air of dosolute xeolusien ; but yot tho 
pago, while ho gazod upon a building so sequestyatod, could nob 
but fool for the situation of a captive princess doomed to dwoll 
there, as well as for his own, ‘! must have been bom,’ ho 
thought, ‘under tho star thet prosidos ovor Indios and lakos of 
wator, for I cannot by any means escape from the servico of tho 
ono or from dwelling in tho other, But if thoy allow mo not 
the fair freedom of my sport: and exoveiso, they shall find it as 
hord to confinoa wild drake ax a youth who can swim like ono! 
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The band had now reached the edge of the water, and one 
of the party advancing displayed Lord Lindosay’s pennon, wav- 
ing it repeatedly to and fro, whilo that baron himself blew a 
clamorous blast on his bugle. A bummer was presently displayed 
from the roof of the castle in roply to theso signals, and ona or 
two figures were scen busied as if unmooring a boat which Iny 
close to the islet. 

‘It will be some time ere they can reach us with the boat,’ 
said the companion of the Lord Lindosay ; ‘should we not do 
well to proceed to the town, and array oursolves in some better 
order, cro wo appear before 

You may do as you list, Sir Robert,’ replied Lindesay, ‘Ihave 
neither time nor temper to waste on such vanitics, Sho has 
cost me many & hard rido, and must not now take offenco at 
tho threadbare cloak and soiled doublet that I am arrayed in. 
It is the livery to which sho has brought all Scotland’ 

‘Do not speak so haishly,’ said Sir Robert; ‘if sho hath 
done wrong, sho hath dearly abyed it; and in losing all veal 

ower, one would not deprive hor of the little oxtornal homage 
ue at once to a lady and a princors.’ 

‘Tsay Lo you onco more, Sir Robert Melville,’ replied Lindesny, 
*do as you will; for me, I am now too old to dink myself as a 
gallant to grace the bower of dames,’ 

“Tho bower of dames, my lord!’ said Molville, looking at the 
rude old tower: ‘is ib yon dark and grated castlo, the prison of 

“a captive queen, to which you give so gay a name?’ 

‘Namo it as you list,’ roplied Lindosay ; ‘had the Regent 
desired to sond an envoy Lg roe to speak to a cuptive queen, 
there are many gallants in his court who would have courted 
the occasion to mako speeches oul of Amadis of’ Gant or the 
Airor of Knighthood, But whon he sent blunt old Lindesny, 
ho knew he would sponk to a misguided woman, as hor formor 
misdoings and her presont stato render necessary. I sought 
not this employment: it has beon thrust upon mo; and T will 
nob cumber myvolf with more form in the discharge of it than 
noedg must be tacked to such an ovcupation,’ 

80 saying, Lord Lindosay throw himself from horseback, 
and, wrapping his riding-cloak around him, lay down ab lazy 
length upon tho sward, to await tho arrival of the boat, which 
was now scen rowing from tho dastle towards tho shoro, Sir 
Robert Melvillo, who had also dismounted, walked at short turns 
to and fro upon tho bank, his arms crossed on his breast, 
often looking to the castle, and displaying in his countonance a 
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mixture of sorrow and of anxiety, The rest of the party saute 
like statues on horseback, without moving so much us the 
points of their lances, which they hold upright in the air, 

As soon as the boat approached a, vudo quay or lunding-placo 
near to which thoy had stationed thomselves, Lord Lindesny 
started up from his recwnbont posture, and asked the person 
who steered why he had not brought © larger boat with him to 
transport hig retinue. ; 

‘So please you,’ replicd tho boatman, ‘hecanso it is tho order 
of our lady that we bring vot to the castle more than four 
persons,’ 

‘Thy lady is a wise woman,’ said Lindesny, fto suspect mo 
of treachory! Or, had T intended it, what is to hindor us from 
throwing you and your comrades into the Ike and filling tho 
boat with my own follows?’ 

‘Tho steorsman, on hearing this, made a hesty signal to hig 
men to back their oars, and hold off from the shore which they 
were approaching, 

* Why, thou ass,’ said Lindosay, ‘ thou didst not think that T 
meant thy fool’s head serious harm? Tari theo, friond, with 
fewer than three servants T will go no whithor; Six Robort 
Melville will require at least tho attendance of one domestic ; 
and it will be at your peril end your lady’s to refuso us ad. 
mission, come hither as wo aro on mattors of groab national 
concern,’ 

The stecrsman answered with firmness, but with great 
civility of exprossion, that his orders wero positive to bring no 
more than four into the island, but he offored to row bnele to 
obtain a rovisal of his instructions, 

‘Do so, my friend,’ said Sir Roborb Molyille, after bo had in 
vain ondeavoured to porsnado his siubhorn companion to con 
sent to a temporary abatement of his tains ‘row back to the 
enstle, sith it will he no better, and obtain thy Jndy's orders 
to transport the Lord Lindexsny, myself, and ou retinue 
thither? 1 

‘And hearken,’ said Lord TLindosay, ‘tako wilh you this 
page, Who comes as an attendant on your lady's guest, Dis- 
mount, sirrah,’ said ho, addressing Roland, Guid embark with 
them in tbat boat? 

‘And what is Lo become of my horse?’ suid Greomos (Tam 
answorable for him to my master? 

‘T will reliovo you of the churgo,’ said Lindesay ; ‘thou wilt 
have little onow to do with horse, suddlo, or bridlo for ten 
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years to come. ‘Thou mayst take the halter an thon wilt: it 
may stand thee in a turn,’ 

‘Tf I thonght so,’ sad Roland 

But he was interrnpted by Sir Robert Molville, who said to 
him, good-humouredly, ‘Dispute it not, yomg Sriond : rosist- 
ance can do no good, but may well run thee into danger.’ 

Roland Greemo felt the justice of what ho said, and, though 
neither delighted with tho mattor nor manner of Lindesay’s 
addyoss, deemed it best to submit lo neccssity, and to embark 
without further remonstrance. The men plied their ons. ‘The 
quay, with tha party of horse stationed near it, receded from 
the page’s eyes, the castle and tho islet seemed to draw near 
in the same proportion, and in a briof spaco he landed under 
the shadow of a huge old treo which overhung tho landing- 
place. Tho steersman and Greome leaped ashore ; the boatmen 
remained lying on their oars ready for further service, 
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Could valom anght avail or pooplo’s love, 
Viance had not wopt Nayaie's bravo Honry alain ; 
If wit o1 beauty could compassion move, 
Tho Roso of Scotland had not. wopt in vain, 
Luws, Hlegy ma Royal Mausolewn, 
y 


Ar the gate of the courtyard of Lochloven apponred tho stately 
form of the Lady of Luchloven, a femala whose early charms 
had captivated Jamos V., by whom sho becune mother of the 
colebrated Regent Murray. As sho was of noblo birth, boing 
a daughter of tho house of Max, and of great’ bewuty, hor 
intimacy with James did not prevent hor boing aflorwards 
sought in honourable mairiago by many gallants of tho time, 
among whom she had proferred Sir William Douglas of Loch- 
leven. But well has it been said,— 


Our ploasant vioes 
Axe made tho whips 10 scomgo ua, 


Tho station which the Lady of Lochleven now hold as tho wifo 
of a man of high rank and intorest, and tho mothor of a Jawful 
family, did not prevent hor nourishing w painful senso of 
degiadation, eyon whilo sho was proud of the talents, tho 
power, and tho station of hor son, now primo rulor of tho stato, 
bué still a pledge of hor illicit intorcomrse, ‘Tad James dono 
to hor,’ sho said in her soorot heart, ‘tho justice he owed hor, 
sho had soon in hor son, as a source of unmixed delipht and of 
wnehastoned prido, tho lawful monarch of Scotland, und ono of 
tho ablest who ovor swayed the seopte, Tho house of Mar, 
not inforior in antiquity or grandour to that of Drummond, 
would thon have algo boasted a queon among its dnughtors, 
and escaped the stain attached to fomalo frailty, oven when it 
has a royal lovor for its apology.’ Whilo such foclings proyod 
on # bosom naturally proud and gevore, thoy had # correspond- 
ing offect on hor countenance, where, with tho romains of great 
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beauty, were mingled traits indicative of inwaid discontent and 
peevish melancholy. It perhaps contributed to increaso this 
habitual temporamont, that tho Lady Lochlevon had adopted 
uncommonly rigid and sevore viows of religion, imitating in 
her ideas of Reformed faith the vory worst errors of tho 
Catholics, in limiting the benefit of tho Gospel to those who 
profess their own speculative tenols. 

In every respect, the unfortunate Queen Mary, now the com- 
pulsory guest, or rather prisoner,of this sullon lady, was ob- 
noxious to hor hostess. Lady Lochloven disliked her as the 
daughter of Mary of Guise, the legal possessor of those rights 
over James’s heart and hand of which sho concoived herself 
to have been injuriously doprived ; and yet more so as the 
professor of « religion which she detested worse than paganism. 

Such was the damo who, with stately mion, and sharp yet 
handsome features, shrouded by her black velvet coif, inter- 
rogated the domestic who stecred her barge to the shore, what 
had becomo of Lindesay and Sir Robert Molvillo, The man 
related what had passed, and she smiled scornfully as she 
replied, ‘Tools must be flattered, not foughten with. Row 
back—make thy cxouso as thou canst—say Lord Ruthven hath 
already reached this castlo, and that ho is impationt for Lord 
Lindosay’s prsine Away with thee, Randal—yet slay, what 
sopin is that thou hast brought hither?’ 

"So ploago you, my lady, he is the page who is to wait 
upon——~ 

‘Ay, the now male minion,’ said tho Lady Lochloven ; ‘tho 

fomalo attendant arrived yesterday. I shall have a woll ordered. 
house with this lady and hor yetinue; but I trust thoy will 
soon find some othors to wndertako such a charge, Bogone, 
Randal; and you (to Roland Greme), follow mo to tho gudon? 
She led the way with a slow and statoly stop to tho small 
gardon, which, inolosed by a slono wall ornamonted with 
statues, and an artificial fountain in the contre, oxtonded its 
dall parterres gn the side of the courtyard, with which it com- 
«municated by a low and arched portal. Within tho narrow 
cixoult of its formal and limited walks, Mary Stuart was now 
learning to porform the weary part of a prisoner, which, with 
littlo interval, she was doomed to sustain during the remainder 
of hav life, She was followed in her slow and melancholy 
exercise by two female attendants; but in the fist glance 
which Roland Graome bestowed upon one so illustrious by 
birth, so dislinguishod by her beauty, accomplishments, and 
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misfortunes, ho was sousible of the presence of uo other that 
the unhappy Queen of Scotland. ’ 

Hor face, her form, hayo boon so deoply impressed upon the 
imagination that, oven at the distance of nearly tlreo centuries, 
it is unnecessary to remind the most: ignorunt and uninformed 
reader of tho strikmg traits which characteriso that remarkable 
countenance, which scems at once to combine our idews of the 
majestic, the pleasing, and tho brilliant, leaving us to doubt 
whether they oapiess most happily the queen, tho Leanty, or 
the accomplished woman, Who is there that, ab the vory 
mention of Mary Stuart's name, has not her countenance 
before him, familiar as that of tho mistress of his youth, or tho 
favourite daughter of his advanced ago? Jiven those who fool 
themsclyes compelled to bolieve all, or much, of what hor 
cnemies laid to hor chargo, cannot think without a sigh upon a 
countenance expressive of anything rethor than the foul crimes 
with which she was charged whon living, and which atill con- 
tinue to shade, if not to blacken, her memory, ‘That brow, so 
truly open and regal; those oycbrows, so regularly graceful, 
which yot were saved from tho charge of rogulay insipidity b 
the beautiful effoch of tho hazel oyes which they oyerarched, 
and which seom to utter a thousand histories; the noxso, with 
all its Grecian precision of outline; tho mouth, so woll-propor- 
tioned, so sweetly formed, as if designed to speak nothing but 
what was delightful to hear; tho dimpled chin; tho statoly, 
swan-like neck—form a countenance the like of which we know 
not to have eaisted in any othor character moving in that high 
class of life where tho actresses a8 woll as tho actors connnand 
goneral and undivided attention. It is in vain to sny that the 
portraits which oxist of this remarkable woman aro not like 
each other ; for, amidst thoir discropangy, cach possonsos gonornl 
features which tho eyo at onco acknowledgos as poouliu to the 
vision which our imagination has raised while wo read her 
lustory for the first time, and whieh has been impressed upon 
it by tho numorous prints and pictures which we havo Keon. 
Indeed, wo eunnot look on (he worst of them, howovor doficiont 
in point of oxcoution, without saying that it is meant for Queon 
Mary ; and no small instance it is of the powor of beauty, that 
her charms should havo vomained tho subject nob morely of 
admiration, but of warm and chivalrous intorost, after tho 
lapse of such & length of time. We know that by fur the most 
acute of those who, in latter days, have adopted tho unfavour- 
uble viow of Mary’s character, longed, like the oxcoutioner before 
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his dreadful task was performed, to kiss the fair hand of her on 
whom he was about to perform so horrible a duty. 

Dressed, then, in a doop mourning robe, and with all those 
charms of face, shapo, and manner with which faithful tradition 
has mado cach reader familiar, Mary Stuart advanced to mect 
the Lady of Lochleven, who, on hor part, ondeavoured to conceal 
dislike and apprehension under the appearance of respectful 
indifferonce. The truth was, that sho had oxperionced re- 
peatedly the Queon’s suporiovity in that species of disguised 
yet cutting sarcasm with which women can snecessfully avenge 
thémselves for real and substantial injuries, It may be well ' 
doubted whether this ivlent was not as fatal to its possessor ’ 
as the many others enjoyed by that highly gifted, but most 
unhappy, female; for, while it often afforded hor a momentary 
triumph over hor keepers, it fuiled not to oxasporate their 
resentment; and the satire and sarcasm in which she had 
indulged were frequently retaliated by the deop and bitter hard- 
ships which they had the power of inflicting. It is woll known 
that her death was at longth hastened by a letter which she wrote 
to Quoen Elizabeth, in which she treated her jealous rival aud 
the Countess of Shrewsbury with tho keenest irony and ridiculo, 

As the ladies “met together, tho Queen said, bending her * 
head at the same time in return to the obeisanco of the Lady 
Lochleven— We are this day fortunate: we onjoy tho company 
of ow amiable hostess at an unusual hour, and during a period 
which we havo hithorto been pormiticd 10 givo to our private 
exercise. But our good hostess knows well sho has at all times 
access to our presence, and necd nob observe the uscless core- + 
mony of requiring our pormission.’ 

*{ am sorry my presence is deemed an intrusion by your 
Grace,’ said the Lady of Lochloven, ‘1 came but to announce 
the arrival of an addition to your train,’ motioning with her 
hand towards Roland Crome, ‘» ckoumstance to which Indios 
aro soldam indifferent.’ 

01 1 crave your Indyship’s pardon; md am bont to the | 
earth with obligations for the kindness of my nobles—or my 
sovereigns, shall I aall them ?—who havo permitted mo such a * 
respestable addition to my personal retinne,’ 

('Phay have indeed studied, madam,’ said the Lady of Loeh- 
leyén, ‘to show their kindness towards your Grace, something 
at‘ tho risk perhaps of sound policy, and I trust their doings 
Will not be misconstined,’ 

‘Impossible!’ said the Queon ; ‘tho bounty which permits 
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the daughtor of so many kings, and who yel is queen of the 
realm, the attendance of two wailting-women and. a boy, is a 
grace which Mary Stuait can nover sufficiontly acknowledge, 
Why ! my train will be equal to that of any country dame in 
this your, kingdom of Fife, saving but the lack of a gontloman- 
usher and a pair or two of blue-conted sorving-men. But JT 
miist not forgot, m my selfish joy, the additional trouble and 
charges to which this magnificont angmontation of our train 
will put ow: kind hostoss and the whole houso of Lavhloven, 
It is this prudent anxioty, Iam aware, which clouds your brows, 
my worthy lady, But be of good cheer: the crown of Scotland 
has many a fair manor, and your affectionate son, and my no 
less affectionate brothe:, will ondow the good knight your 
husband with the best of them, eve Mary should bo dismissed 
from this hospitablo castle from your Jadyship's lack of means 
to support the charges.’ ' 

‘The Douglasses of Lochloven, madam,’ answered tho lady, 
‘have known for ages how to discharge their duty Lo tho state, 
without looking for reward, oven whon tho task was both 
irksome and dangerous.’ 

‘Nay! but, my dear Lochloven,’ said tho Quoon, ‘yon aro 
over-sorupulous: I pay you accopt of ® goodly manor; what 
should support the Queen of Scotland, in this her princely court, 
anying her own crown-lands; and who should minister to the 
wants of a mother, save an affoctionate son hike tho Mar] of 
Munay, who posaesses so wonderfully .both tho power and 
melination? Orjsaid, you it was tho dangor of tho task which 
oloudes your smooth and haspitablobrow? No doubt, a page 
is a formidable addition to my body-guard of fomalos; and | 
betlink me it must have'boon for that reason that my Lord of 
Lindosay refused cvon now to vonturo within the roach of 1 
forco: so formidable, without being attended by a competent 
rotjuue? eg oy 

Tho Lady Lochleven started, and looked somothing surprised 
and Mary, suddenly changing hey manner from the smooth, 
ironigal affectation of mildness Lo an accont of austore command, 
and drawing up at tho samo time hor fino porson, said, with 
tho full majesty of hor vank, ‘Yos! Lady of Locliloven, I know 
that Ruthyen is already in tho castle, and that Lindesay waits on 
the bank the return of your bargo to briig him hithor dlong'with 
Siz Robort Melville. For what purpose do those nobles como? 
and why am I not in ordinary decency apprised of their arrival ? 

‘Thoixy purpose, madam,’ replied the Lady of Lochloven, 





Copyright Wooly A OC Beak 
QULEN MARY IN HU, GARDEN OL J OGHET VIN CASTE 


THE ABROT 219 


‘they must themselves explain ; but « formal annunciation were 
needless, where your Grace hath attendants who can play the 
espial so well.’ : 

‘Alas! poor Fleming,’ said the Queen, turning to the elder 
of the female attendants, ‘thou wilt bo tried, condemned, and 
gibbeted for a spy in the garrison, because thou didst chance 
to oross the groat hall while my good Lady of Lochloyon was 
parleying at the full pitch of her voice with her pilot Randal. 
Put black wool in thy ears, gt], as you value the weaving of 
them longer. Remember, in tho Castle of Lochloven, eary and 
tongues are matters not of use, but for show merely. Our 
goad hostess can hear, as well as speak, for us all, We excuse 
your furthor attendgnce, my lady hostess,’ she said, once more 
addressing the object of her resontment, ‘aud retire to prepare 
for an interview with our rebel lords. We will use ,the ante- 
chamber of our sleeping apartment as ouy hall of audicnce. 
You, young man,’ sho proceeded, addvossing Roland Greame, and 
at once softoning the ironical sharpness of hor mannor into 
good-humoured raillory—* you, who are all our malo attendance, 
from our Lord High Chamberlain down to our least galopin, 
follow us to prepare our court,’ 

She turned, and walked slowly towards the castle. The 
Lady of Lochleven folded her arms, and smiled in bitter resent- 
mont, a8 sho watchod her retiring stops. 

“Phy whole male attendance !’ sho muttered, repeating the 
Queen’s last words, ‘and well for theo had it boén had thy train 
noyer been larger’; thon turnmg to Roland, in whose way she 
had stood while making this pause, sho mado room for him to 
pass, saying at tho same timo, ‘Art thou already caves: 
dvopping? fallow thy mistress, minion, and, if thou wilt, toll 
hor what I have now said.’ 

Roland Graeme hastonod aftor his royal mistress and how 
attondants, who had just entered a postern gato communicating 
betwixt the castle and tho small garden. -Thoy asconded a 
winding stair as high as tho second story, which was in a great 
measure ocoupicd by a suite of three rooms, opening into cuch 
other, and assigned ag the dwelling of the captive princess, 
Tho outermost wap a small hall or anto-room, within which, 
opened a large parlour, and from that again the Queen’s bed- 
room, Another small apartment, which opened into the samo 
parlour, contained thé beds of the gontlewomen in waiting. 

Roland Graeme stopped, as became his station, in the ontor- 
most of these apartments, there to await such orders as might 
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ba communicated to him, From tho grated window of the room 
he saw Lindosay, Melville, and their followors disembark ; and 


observed that they were mot at the castlo gato by a third noble, * 


to whom Lindesay oxelaimed, in his loud harsh voiee, (My Lord 
of Ruthven, you have tho sturt of us” 

At this instant the pago’s atlontion was called tow bist of 
hysterical sobs from the inner apartinent, and to the hurried 
ejaculations of the tervified females, which led him almost in- 
slantly to hasten Lo thoir assistimee. Whon ho ontored, ho 
saw that tho Queen had thrown herself into the largo chair 
which ‘stood nowrest the door, and was sobbing for breath in a 
strong fit of hysterical affection, ‘Tho elder female supported 
hor in her arms, while the youngor bathed her faco with water 
and with tears ultornatoly. 

‘TIasten, young man |’ said tho older lady, in alarm-—‘ fly— 
cull in assistance ; she is swooning |’ 

But tho Queen ojaculated’in a faint and broken voice, ‘Stir 
not, I charge you!—cnll no one to witness; 1 am bottor-- I 
shall recover instantly.’ And, indeed, with an offort which 
soemed like that of ono struggling for life, sho sate up in’ her 
chair and endeavoured to resume hor composure, while her 
features yot trembled with the violent emotion of body and 
mind which she had undergono, ‘1 am ashamed of my weak- 
ness, girls,’ sho said, taking tho hands of hor attendants; ‘but 
it is over—and I am Mary Stuart once more. The suvapo 
tone of that man’s voice—my knowledye of his insolunce-—-the 
name which he named—the purposo for which thoy come, may 
oxouse a moment’s weakness, and it shall bo ® moment's only.’ 
Sho snatched from her head the curch, or cap, which had been 
disordered during her hystorical agony 5 ane down the thick 
clustered trosscs of dark brown whee had hoon bofore veiled 
under it; and, drawing hor slonder fmgors aerass the labyrinth 
which thoy formed, she arose from the chair, und stood Hko the 
inspivod imago of a Grecian prophotess, in ® mood whieh piu 
took at ones of sorrow and pride, of smiles and of tears, ¢Wo 
are ill appointed,’ she said, ‘to moet our rebel stthjeels; but, 
as far as we may, we will strive to present ourselves as becomes 
their quecn, Follow mo, my maidens,’ sho said; ‘what seys 
thy favourite song, my Fleming /— ‘ 


My maids, come to my drossing-bowor, 
And deele ny nut-brown hair : 
Whaere’or ys laid a plait hefora, 
Look ye Iny ton times main, 
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Alas!’ she added, whon she had repeated with a smile these 
lines of an old ballad, ‘violonco has already robbed me of the 
ordinary decorations of my rank ; and the few that nature gave 
me have been destroyed by sorrow and by fear’ Yet, while she 
spoke thus, sho again Jet her slender fingers stray through tho 
wilderness of the beautiful tresses which veiled her kingly neck 
and swelling boxom, as if, in her agony of mind, she had not 
altogether lost tho consciousness of her unrivalled charms. 
Roland Graeme, on whoso youth, inexperience, and ardent, senso 
of what was dignified and lovely the demeanour of so fair and 
high-born a lady wrought like tho charm of a magician, stood 
rooted to the spot with surprise and interest, longing to hazaud 
his lifo in a quarrel so fair as that which Mary Stuart's must 
needs be. She had been bred in France—she was possessed 
of the most distinguished beauty—she had reigned a queen, 
and a Scottish queen, to whom knowledge of character was 
as essential as the uso of vital air, In all these capacities 
Mary was, of all women on the earth, most alert at perceiving 
and using the advantages which her charms gave her over 
almost all who camo within tho sphere of their influence, Sho 
cast on Roland «a glance which might have melted a heart of 
stono. ‘My poor boy,’ sho said, with a fecling partly real, 
partly politic, ‘thou art a stranger to us, sent to this doleful 
captivity from the society of some tender mother, or sistery or 
maiden, with whom you had freedom to tread a gay measure 
round the Maypole, I griove for yon; but you aro tho only 
male in my limited household—wilt thon obey my orders? 

‘To the death, madam,’ said Graeme, in a determined tone, 

‘Then keep tho door of mine apartment,’ said tho Queen— 
ceop it till they offer actual violence, or till we shall be fitly 
arrayed to receive these intrusive visitors.” 

*L will defend it till they pass over my badly,’ said Roland 
Grome, any hesitation which he had felt concerning tho line 
of conduot he ought to pursuo being vomplotoly swept away 
by the impulso of tho moment, 

‘Not so, my good youth,’ answered Mary—‘ not so, IT com- 
mand thee. If I havo ono faithful subject beside mo, much 
need, God wot, I have to caro for his safoly, Resist them but 
till they ave put to tho shame of using actual violence, and 
thon give way, I charge you. Remembermy commands.’ And, 
with a smilo expressive at once of favour and of authority, sho 
tumed from him, and, followed by hor attendants, entered the 
bedroom. 
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The youngest pausod for half a second cro sho followed 
her companion, and mado # signal to Roland Gramo with hor 
hand. Ife had been already long aware Ut this was Catherine 
Seyton—a circumstauce which could nob much surpriao a youth 
of quick intellects, who recollected the sort of mystorious 
discourse which had passed betwiat the two matrousd at the 
deserted nunnery, and on which his mopting with Cathorino 
in this place scomed to cast so much Hight. Yot, such was the 
engrossing effect of Mary's prosouce, that it surmounted for tho 
momont even the feelings of a youthful lover; and it was not 
until Cathorine Soyton had disappemed thal Roland began to 
consider in what relation they were to stand to cach’ other, 
‘She held up her hand to me in a commanding mannor,’ ho 
thought; ‘porhaps sho wanted to confirm my purpose for tho 
oxcoution of the Queen’s commands; for f think who could 
scarce purposo 1o scare mo with’ tho sort of discipline which 
sho administered to the groom in tho frievo jacket and to poor 
Adam Woodcock. But we will soe to thal anon; meantime, 
lot us do justice to the trust roposed in us by this unhappy 
Queon. I think my Lord of Murray will himsolf own that it is 
tho duty of a faithful page to defend his lady against intrusion 
on her privacy,’ 

Accordingly, ho stepped to tho little vestibule, mado fast, 
with lock and bar, the door which oponed from thonee to tho 
large staircase, and then sat himself down to attond the vosull. 
He had not long to wait: a rude and strong hand first dsseyed 
to lift the latch, then pushed and shook tho door with violence, 
and, when it resisted his attempt Lo open it, oxclaimed, ‘Undo 
the door there, you within |’ 

‘Why, and at whoso command,’ said tho pago, fain T to 
undo the door of tho apurtmonty of tho Queon of Scotland 1? 

Anothor vain attempt, which mado hinge and hols finglo, 
showed that tho imputiont applicant without would willingly 
hava ontered altogothor regardless of his challongo; but at 
longth an auswor was returned. ‘ \ 

‘Undo tho door, on your poril: the Lord Lindosny comes to 
speak with the Lady Mary of Scotland. 

‘Tho Lord Lindesay, as w Scottish noble,’ answered tho'page, 
‘must await his sovercign’s leisure.’ 

An carnost altercation ensued amongst thoso without, in 
which Roland distinguished tho romarkably havsh voice of 
Lindosey in reply to Sir Robort Melville, who appeared to have 
been using somo soothing language-—‘No! no! no! I tall theo 
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nol J will place a petard against the door rather than ho baulked 
thy a profligate woman, and bearded by an insolent foothoy,’ 

Yet, at least,’ said Melville, ‘let mo try fair means in the 
first instance. Violenco to a lady would stain your scutcheon 
for ever, Or await till my Lord Ruthven comes, ‘ Q 

‘I will await no longer,’ snid Lindesay ; ‘it is high timo tho 
business wore done, and wo on our return to the council. But 
thou mayst try thy fair play, as thou callest: it, while I canse 
my train to preparo the petard, I camo hither provided with 
ag good gunpowder as blow up tho Kirk of Field.’ 

“or God’s sake, be pationt,’ said Melville; aid, approaching 
tha door, ho said, a3 speaking to thoso within, ‘Lot the. Queen 
know that I, Her faithful sorvant, Robert Melville, do ontreat 
her, for her own sake, and to provent worse consequences, that 
she ‘will undo the door, and admit Lord Lindesay, who brings a 
mission from tlie council of state,’ 

‘J will do your errahd to tho Queen,’ said the pago, ‘and 
report to you her answer,’ 

Ho wont to the door of the bedchamber, and, tapping against 
it gontly, it was opened by tho eldor lady, to whom he com- 
municated his orrand, and returned with directions from tho 
Queen to admit Sir Robort Melvillo and Lord Lindesny. 
Roland Grime roturned to the vestibule, and opencd the door 
accordingly, into which the Lord Lindesay strode, with the alr 
of a soldiar who has fought his way into a conquered fortress ; 

Jwhilo Molville, deeply dejected, followed him more slowly. 

‘T draw you 1o witness and to record,’ said tho pago to this 
Jost, ‘that, save for the especial commands of the Quoon, [ 
would havo made good the ontrance, with my best strength 

-and my best bload, against all Scolland,’ 

‘Bo sileut, young man,’ said Melville, in a tone of graye 
yebuko: ‘add not brands to firo; this is no time to makin 
flourish of thy boyish chivalry.’ 

‘Sha has not appeared oven yet,’ said Lindesay, who had 
now reached the midst of the parlour or andionce-room ; ‘how 
call yon this trifling?’ 

‘Pationce, my lord,’ replicd Sir Robert, ‘time presses nob ; 
and Lord Ruthven hath not as yet dosconded,’ 

At this moment the door of the innor apartment opened, 
and Queen Mary presented herself, advancing with an air of 
peculiar graco and majesty, and sooming totally mrufed, 
cither by the visit or by tho rude manner in which it had beon 
enforeed, Teor dyess was a robo of black velvet; a smell ruif, 
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open in front, gave a full view of her heautifedly-formed chin 
and neck, but veiled the bosom. On her head sho wore a small 
cap of lace, and a transparent white veil hung from hor 
shoulders over the long black robe, in large Jooxe folds, wo that 
it could be drawn at pleasure over the face and person, Sho 
wore a cross of gold around her neck, and jad hor rosary of 
gold and ebony hanging from hor girdlo, Sho was clovely 
followed by her two ladies, who remained standing bohind her 
during the conference. Even Lord Lindesay, though tho 
rudest noble of that rude age, was surprised into Komething 
like respect by the unconeorned and majestic miou of hor 
whom ho had expected to find frantic with impotent passion, or 
dissolved in useless and vain sorrow, or overwhelmed with tha 
feara likely in such a situntion to assail fallen royalty. 

Wo fear we have detained you, my Lord of Lindosay,’ said 
the Queon, while she courtosied with dignity in answor to hig 
reluctant obcisance; ‘but a femalo docs not willingly recoive 
her visitors without somo minutes spent ab tho toilotte, Mon, 
amy lord, avo less dependent on such ceremonies,’ 

Lord Lindesay, casting his cyo down on his own travel- 
stained and disordered dress, muttered something of a hast) 
journey, and the Queen paid hor greoting to Bir Robert Mel- 
villo with courtesy, and even, as it scomed, with kindness, 
There was then 2 dead panae, during which Lindesay looked 
towards tho door, as if oxpecting with impaticnce tho colleaguo 
of their ombassy. ‘The Queen alone was entirely unembarrassed, 
and, as if to break the silence, sho addressed Lord Lindesny, 
with a glanco at tho largo and cumbrous sword which ho wore, 
as already montioned, hanging from his neck. 

‘You have there » trusty and a weighty travelling com- 
panion, my lord. £ trust you expected Lo moot with no onemy 
here, against whom such a formidable weupon coukd bo necos- 
sry? It is, mothinks, somewhata singular ornament for a court, 
though I am, as I well need to be, too much of a Stuart to 
fear a sword. ; 

‘Tt is not tho first time, madam,’ roplicd Jindesny, bringing 
round tho weapon so as to rest its point on tho gronnd, and 
leaning one hand on the hngo cross-handlo— it ia not tho first 
time that this weapon has intruded itself into tho presonco of 
the honso of Stuart.’ 

‘Possibly, my lord,’ replicd the Queon, ‘it may hayo done 
sorvico 19 my ancestors. Your ancestors were mon of loyalty,’ 
v Ay, madam,’ replied ho, ‘service it hath dono; but such as 
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kings love neither to acknowledge nor to yeward. It was the 
servico which the knifo renders to the tree when trimming it 
to the quick, and depriving it of tho superfluous growth of 
yank and unfruitful suckers, which rob it of nourishment.’ 

‘You tall riddles, my lord, said Mary; ‘T will hope the 
explanation carries nothing insulting with iL 

“You shall judge, madam,’ answered Lindesay, ‘With this 
good sword was Archibald Douglas, Earl of Angus, girded on 
the memorable day whon he acquired the name of Bell-the-Cat, 
for dragging from tho presonee of your great-grand{ather, tho 
third James of the race, a crow of minions, flalterers, and 
favourites, whom ho hanged over tho bridge of Laudoy, as a 
warning to such reptiles how they approuch « Scottish throne, 
With this same weapon, the sao inflexible champion of Scottish 
honour and. nobility slew at ono blow Spens of Kilspindio, a 
courtier of your grandfathor, Jamos the Fourth, who had dared 
to speak lightly of him in tho royal presenee. They fought 
noar tho brook of Fala; and Bell-the-Cat, with this blade, 
sheared through the thigh of his opponent, and lopped the 
limb as casily as a shepherd’s boy slices a twig from a sapling,’ 

‘My lord,’ repliod the Queen, reddening, ‘my nerves are too 
good to be alarmed oven by this terrible history, May T ask 
how a blado s0 illustriong passed from the louse of Douglas to 
that of Lindesay? Methinks it should have been preserved as 
a consecrated relio by a fumily who have held all that they could 
do against their king to be done in favour of thoir country.’ 

‘Nay, madam,’ suid Melville, anxiously interfering, ‘ask not 
that question of Lord Lindesay, And you, my lord, for shamo 
~—for deeeney, forbear to reply to it.’ 

‘It is timo that this lady should hear the truth,’ replied 
Lindesay, 

‘And bo assured,’ said tho Queen, ‘that sho will he moved to 
anger by none that you can toll hor, my lord, ‘There aro cases 
in which just scorn has always the mastery over just anger.’ 

‘Thon know,’ said Lindesay, ‘that upon tho field of Carborry 
Hill, whon thit falso and infamous traitor and murderer, James, 
sometime Karl of Bothwoll, and nicknamed Duko of Orkuoy, 
offered to do porsonal battle with any of tho associated nobles 
who camo to drag him to justice, I accepted his challonge, and 
was by the noblo Karl of Morton gifted with his good sword 
that T might therewith fight it oul. Ah! so help mo IT[caven, 
had his presumption been one grain more, or his cowardice one 
grain less, I should havo done such work with this good steol 
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on his traitorous corpse that tho hounds and carrion-crows 
should have found their morsols daintily carved to their use 1? 

Tho Queen’s courage wellnigh gave way al the mention oi 
Bothwoll’s name—a namo connected with such a train of guilt, 
shame, and disaster, But the prolonged boast of Lindosay gave 
her time to rally hersolf, und to auswer with an appeunes of 
cold contempt—‘Tbt is caxy to slay un enemy who enters no 
the lists. But had Mary Stuart inherited her father's swor 
as well as his sceptre, the boldpst of hor rehols should not upon 
that day have complained that thoy had no one to cope withal. 
Your lordship will forgive mo if [ wbridgo this conference. A 
brief description of a bloody fight is Jong enough to Kutisfy a 
lady’s curiosity ; and unless my Lord of Lindosay has rome- 
thing more important to tell us than of tho doedy which old 
Bell-the-Cat achioved, and how he would himself havo emulated 
them, had timo and tide permitted, wo will rotire to our private 
apartment; and you, Fleming, shall finish reading to us yonder 
httle treatise Des Rodomontades Esprynolles,’ 

‘Tay, madam,’ said Lindesay, his complexion reddening in 
his turn; ‘I know your quick wil too woll of ald to have sought 
an interview that you might sharpen its edge abt the oaponse 
of my honour, Lord Ruthven and myself, with Sir Robort 
Molvillo ag a concurront, come to your Grace on tho part of tho 
socrot council, to tender to you his much convomns tho sifety 
of your own lifo and the welfare of tho state,’ 

‘Tho secret council!’ said tho Queen. ‘By what powors 
can it subrigg or act, while T, from whom it holds ity character, 
am hore dotdined under unjust restraint? But ib mattors not: 
what concerns the welfare of Seotluxt shall bo necoptable to 
Mary Stuart, come from whatovor quartor ib will; and for what 
concorns her own lifo, sho has lived long onough to be weary of 
it, ovon at the age of twenty-five, Whore is your colleague, my 
lord; why tarries ho?’ 

‘Ho comes, madam,’ said Melyille, and Lord Ruthven entored 
at tho instant, holding in his hand a packet. As tho Quoon 
rotwrned his salutation, she heeamo doudlly pale, but instantly 
recovered horself by dint af strong and sudden roxotution, Just 
as tho noble, whose appearance seemed to excite such omotions 
in hor bosom, entered the apartment in company with Ceorge 
Douglas, tho youngest son of tho Knight of Lochluven, who, 
during the absence of his father and brothron, acted as seneschal 
of the castlo, under tho direction of the elder Lady Lochloven, 
his fathor’s mother, 
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I give this heavy weight fiom off my head, 

And this nnwioldy seeptic fiom my hand ; 

With mine own teats I wash away my balm, 

With my own hand I give away my c.own, 

With mine own tongue deny my sacred state, 

With mino own bieath rclease all duteous oaths. 
Ruchwrd IL, 


Lorn Rumnyen had the look and bearing which became a soldier 
and a statesman, and tho martial east of his form and features 
rocured him the popular opithet of Greysteil, by which he was 
Histinguished by his intimates, after the hero of a metrical 
yomanco thon generally known,  Ifis dress, which was a buf! 
cout embroidered, had a half-militury charactor, but oxhibited 
nothing of tho sordid nogligonce which distinguished that of 
Lindesay. But the son of an ill-fated sive, and the father of 
a yot more unfortunate family, boo in his look that cast of 
inauspicious melancholy by which tho physiognomists of that 
limo protonded to distinguish those who were predestined to 2 
yviolont and unhappy death. 

‘Phe torror which the presence of this nobleman impressed 
on tho Queon’s mind arose from the active share he had borno 
in tho slaughter of David Rizzio; his father having presided 
at tho perpotration of that abominable crime, although so woak 
from long and wasting illness that ho could not endure the 
woight of his armow, baving arison from a sick-bed to commit 
a murder in tho presence of his soveroign, On that occasion 
hig son also had attended and taken an active part. It was 
littlo 10 bo wondered at that the Queen, considering her con- 
dition whon puch a deed of horror was acted in her presence, 
should retain an instinctive Lorror for Lhe principal actors in tho 
mudor, She returned, howover, with grace tho salutation of 
Lord Ruthvon, and oxtended her hand to George Douglas, who 
kneoled and kissed it with rospoot—tho first mark of a subject's 
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homage which Roland Greme had seen any of them vendor to 
the captive sovereign, Sho rotwned his sreoting in silence, 
and there was a brief pause, during whieh the stoward of the 
castle, a man of a sad brow and a gsovoro oye, placed, under 
George Donglas’s directions, a tablo and writing materials; ad 
the page, obedient Lo his mistross’s dumb signal, advanced a 
largo chair to the side on which the Queen stood, the tablo 
thus forming a sort of bar which divided tho Queon and hoy 
porsonal followers from her tnwelcome visitors, ‘lho stoward 
then withdrew, after a low reverence, When he had closed the 
door behind him, tho Queen broke silenco. ‘With your favour, 
my lords, I will sit; my walks aro not indoed extensive enough 
at present to fatiguo mo greatly, yet T find repose something 
more necessary than usual,’ 

She sat down accordingly, and, shading her cheek with her 
beautiful hand, looked keouly and impressively nb anch of the 
nobles in turn, Mary Fleming appliod her kerchiel to hor 
eyes, and Catherine Seyton and Roland Giwmo oxehanged » 
glance, which showed that both wore too deoply ongrossed with 
sentimonts of intorest and commisoration for thoir royal inistrosy 
to think of anything which regarded thomsolves. 

‘I wait the purpose of your mission, my lords,’ said the 
Queen, aflor she had beon seated for abont & minuto withoug a 
word being spokon—'T wait your mossago from Lhose you call 
the secret council. T trnsb it is a petition of pardon, and a 
desive that I will rosumo my rightful throno, without using 
with due sovority my right of punishing those who havo dis: 
possessed me of it?’ 

‘Madan, roplicd Ruthyon, ‘it iy painful for us to speak 
harsh truths to ® princess who has long ruled us. But wo 
como to offer, nob to implore, pardon, In a word, madam, wo 
have to propose to you, on tho part of tho svorot counail, that 
you sign those deeds, which will contribute greatly to tho 
pacification of the state, the advancomont of Gods Word, and 
tho welfare of your own future life? F 

‘Am I oxpeoted to tuko those fair words on trust, my lovd4 
or may I heat tho contents of these reconciling papors ore Lam 
asked to sign thom ?? 

‘Unquestionably, madam ; ib is our purpose and wish you 
should read what you ave required to sign,’ roplied Ruthven, 

‘Required ?’ replied the Queen, with some omphasls; but 
the phrase suits woll the matter, Read, my lord. 

The Lord Ruthven procecded to read a formu instrument, 
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running in the Queen’s name, and getting forth that sho had 
been called, at an carly age, to the administration of tho crown 
and realm of Scotland, and had toiled diligontly therein, until 
she was in body and spirit so wearied out and disgusted that 
she was unable any longer to ondure the trayail and pain of 
state affairs; and that, sinco God had blessed hor with a fair 
and hopeful gon, sho was desirous to ensure to him, even while 
she yet lived, his succession to, the crown, which was his by 
right of hereditary descent. ‘Wherefore,’ the instrument pro- 
ceeded, ‘wo, of the mothorly affection wo bear to our said gon, 
have renounced and domitted, and, by these our Ictiers of free 
good-will, renounce and demit, the crown, government, and 
guiding of the realm of Scotland, in favour of our said son, that 
he may succeed to us as native prince thereof, as much as if we 
had been removed by discase, and not by our own proper act. 
And that, this demission of our yoyal authority may havo the 
moro full and solomn offect, and nono pretend ignorance, we 
give, grant, and commit full and free and plain power to our 
trusty cousins, Lord Lindesay of tho Byres and William Lord 
Ruthven, to appear in ow: namo before as many of tho nobility, 
clorgy, and burgesses as may be assembled at Stirling, and 
there, in our name and behalf, publiely, and in their presence, 
to renounce the crown, guidance, and government of this ow 
kingdom of Scotland.’ 

The Queen here broke in with an air of oxtreme surprise, 
‘How is this, my lords?’ sho said. ‘Are my cars turned rebels, 
that they deceive mo with sounds so oxtraordinary? And yet 
it is no wonder that, having conversed so long with rebellion, 
thoy shonld now force its language upon my understanding. 
Say Tam mistakon, my lords—sny, for the houour of your 
solvos and tho Seottish nobility, that my right trusty cousins 
of Lindesay and Ruthven, two barons of warlike famo and 
anciont lino, have nob sought the prisonshouge of their kind 
mistross for auch a purpose as those words seom to imply. 
Say, for the suke of honour and loyalty, that my cars havo 
deceived mo.’ . 

‘No, madam,’ said Ruthvon, grayoly, ‘your ears do not 
deceive you; they deceived you when thay wore closed against 
the preachors of tho Evangel, and tho honest advice of your 
faithful subjects; and when they wore ever open to flattery of 
pickthanks and traitors, foreign oubiculars and domestic minions. 
The land may no longor brook the rule of ono who cannot rule 
herself ; wherefore T pray you to comply with the last romain- 
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ing wish of your subjects and counsellors, and spare yourself 
and us the furthor agitation of muttors so painful,’ 

‘And is this afd my loving subjects require of mo, my lord ? 
said Mary, in a tono of bitter irony, ‘Do thoy really sting 
themselves to the easy boon that 1 should yield up tho crown, 
which is mine by birthright, to an infant which is seureoly 
more than a you old; fling down my avoptre, and take up a 
distaff? O no! it is too little for them to ask. ‘hat othor 
roll of parchment contains fomothing harder to be complied 
with, and which may more highly tax my readiness to comply 
with tho petitions of my liegos.’ : 

‘This parchment,’ answored Ruthven, in tho samo tone of 
inflexible gravity, and unfolding the instrument as ho spoke, 
‘is one by which your Graco constitutes your nearest: in blood, 
aud the most honourable und trustworthy of your subjects, 
James Earl of Murray, regont of the kingdom during the 
minority of the young King, Ho already holds tho appointmont 
from the secret council.’ 

The Queen gavo a sort of shrick, and olapping her hands 
together, exclaimed, ‘Comes the arrow out of his quivor tout 
of my brother’s bow? Alas! I looked for his roturn from 
France as my solo, ut least my veadiost, chanco of dcliverance, 
And yot, whon I heard that ho had assumed the govornmont, 
I guessed ho would shame to wiold it in my namy.,’ 

‘I must pray your answor, madam,’ said Lord Ruthvon, ‘to 

tho demand of tho council,’ 
. §The demand of the council!’ said the Queon ; ‘suy rethor 
the domand of a sot of robbors, impationt to divide the spoil 
thoy have soized. ‘To such a domand, and xont by the mouth 
of ® traitor, whoso xealp, but for my womunikh mercy, should 
long sinee havo stood on the eity gates, Mary of Scothund has 
no answer’ 

‘1 trust, madam,’ seid Lord Ruthven, ‘my boing unavcept- 
able to your prosenco will not add to your obiuracy of yosulu- 
tion, It may become you to romembor that the oath of the 
mainion, Rizzio, cost the house of Ruthven its head and leador 
My father, moro worthy than a wholo province of such vile 
sycophants, died in exile, and broken-hoartad,’ 

The Queen clasped her hands on hor fneo, and, resting her 
arms on tho table, stooped down hor head and wept so hitturly 
that tho tears were seen to find their way in Hiveams bolwveon 

. tho white and slondor fingers with which she endeavoured Lo 
conceal thom: 
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‘My lords,’ said Sir Robert Melville, ‘this is too much rigour, 
Under your lordships’ favour, we came hither, not to revive old 
gricfs, but to find tho modo of avoiding new ones.’ 

‘Sir Robort Molville,’ said Ruthven, ‘we bost know for what 
purpose we were delegated hither, and wherefore you wore some- 
what unnecessarily sont to attend us,’ 

‘Nay, by my hand,’ said Lord Lindesay, ‘I know not why 
we were cumbered with tho good knight, unless he comes in 
placo of tho lump of sugar which pothicars put into their whole- 
some but bitter medicaments, to please a froward child—a 
needless labour, mothinks, where men have the means to make 
them swallow the physic otherwise.’ 

‘Nay, my lords,’ said Melville, ‘yo best know your own secrot 
instructions. I conceive I shall best obey mino in striving to 
mediate betweon her Graco and you,’ 

‘Bo silent, Sir Robert Melville,’ said the Queen, arising, and 
her faco still glowing with agitation as she spoke. ‘My kerchief, 
Floming: I shamo that traitors should have power to move ma 
thus, ‘Tell me, proud lords,’ she added, wiping away tho tears 
as she spoke, ‘by what carthly warrant can liege subjects pre- 
tend to challenge the rights of an anointed sovercign, to throw 
off tho allogiance they have vowed, and to take away the crown 
from the head on which Divino warrant had placed it?” 

‘Madam,’ said Ruthven, ‘I will deal plainly with you. Your 
reign, from tho dismal fiold of Pinkie Cleuch, when you were a 

“babe in tho cradle, till now that yo stand a grown dame before 
us, hath beon such a tragedy of losses, disasters, civil dissonsions, 
and foreign wars that the tiko ig not to be found in our chroniclos, 
The French and Mnglish have, with ono consent, made Seotlund 
the battlefield on which to fight out their own anciont quarrel, 
For oursolves, evory mi’s hand hath been against his brother, 
nor hath a your passed over without rebellion and slaughtoy, | 
oxilo of nobles, and oppressing of the commons, We may endure 
it no longor ; and, therofore, as a prince to whom God hath 
refuscd tho gift of hearkening to wise counsel, and on whose 
denlings and projects no blessing hath ovor descended, wo pray 
you to givo way to other rulo and governanco of the Jand, that 
a vemnant may yet be saved to this distracted realm.’ 

‘My lord,’ suid Mary, ‘it seems to mo that you fling on my 
unhappy end dovoted head thoso evils which, with far more 

* justice, I may impute to your own turbulent, wild, and untame- 
ablo dispositions: the frantic violence with which you, tho 
magnatos of Scotland, ontor into feuds against cach other, stick- 
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ing at no crnolty to gratify your wrath, taking deep revouyo for 
tho slightost offences, and setting at defiance thoso wise laws 
which your ancestors made for stanching of such cruelty, 
rebolling against the lawful authority, and bearing yourselves 
as if there were no king iu the lend, or rathor as if cach wore 
king in his own premises. And now you throw the blame on 
me—on me, whose life has been embiltered—whoso sloop has 
been brokon—whose happiness has boon wreeked, by your 
dissonsions, Iavo I not mysdlf been obliged lo tiavorse wilds 
and mountains, at tho head of a fow faithful followers, to 
maintain peace and to put down oppression? — Have 1 not worn 
harness on my person, and earricd pistols wb my saddle: fain to 
lay aside the softness of 1 woman, and tho dignity of a queen, 
that J might show an example to my followers 7’ 

‘We grant, madam,’ said Lindosay, ‘thut the alfrays oeva- 
sional by your misgovermmont may sometimes have startled 
you in the midst of a masque or galliard ; orib may bo that sueh 
may havo interrupted the idolatry of tho mass, or the Josnition! 
counsels of some French ambassndor. But the longest and 
noverosl journey whieh your Graco has taken in my momery 
was from Hawiok to Tormitago Castle ; and whother ib was for 
the weal of tho state, or for your own honour, verbs with your 
Cyaco’s conscionco.’ 

Tho Queen turned to him with inexpressible sweotness of tone 
and manner, and that engaging look whieh Ileavon had assigned 
hor, as if to show thet the choicest arts to win men's affeetions 
may be given in vain, ‘Tandesay,’ sho suid, ‘you apolco not to 
me in this stern tono, and with such rewoyil tamt, yon fair 
summer evening, when you and [shot at the butts agaist the 
wl of Mar and Mary Livingstone, and won of then the 
ovening’s collation, in the privy garden of St. Andrews, ‘Tho 
Master of Lindosay was then my friend, and vowed ta bo my 
soldier, Tow T have offended the Lord of Lindesuy 1 know 
not, wiless honours have changed manners” 

Nard-heurted as he was, Lindesay seemed streck with this 
unexpected appeal, but almost instantly replied, ‘Madun, it is 
well known that your Grace could in those days make foals of 
whomever approached you. T pretend not ta have been wiser 
than others. But gayer mon and Dotter courtiors soon jostled 
aside my rude homage, and I think your Grace cannot bul 
remomber times when my awkward attempts to tke the 
manners that pleased you wore the sport of the court popinjays, 
the Maries and the Fronchwomen.’ 
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‘My lord, J grieve sf J have offended yon thyongh idlo gnioty,’ 
said the Queen, ‘and cun but say it was most unwittingly 
done, You aro fully revonged ; for through gaioty,’ she said 
with a sigh, ‘will I never offend any ono more,’ 

“Our timo is wasting, madam,’ said Lord Ruthven ; (J must 
pray your decision on this weighty matter which T have sub- 
mittod to you’ 

‘What, my lord!’ said tho Queen, ‘npon the instant, and 
without a moment's Lime to deliboraio? Can the council, as 
they term thomselvos, oxpect this of me? 

‘Madam,’ replied Ruthvon, ‘the council hold the opinion 
that, sinco the fatal term which passed betwixt the night of 
King Honry’s murder and the day of Carberry Iill, your Graco 
should have held you prepared for the measure now proposed, as 
the casiost escape from your numerous dangers and difficulties,’ 

‘Great God |’ exclaimed tho Queen; ‘and is it as a boon 
that you propose to me, what every Christian king ought to 
rogard as 2 loss of honour equal to the logs of life! You take 
from me my crown, my powor, my subjects, my wealth, my 
atato, What, in the namo of every saint, can you offer, or do 
you offer, in requital of my compliance?” 

‘We give you pardon,’ answered Ruthven, stornly; ‘wo 
give you spaco and moans 10 spend your remaining life in poni- 
tence and seclusion ; we give you time to make your peace with 
Teavon, and to roceive the pure Gospel, which you have over 
rejected and persecuted,’ 

The Queen tuned pale at the monaco which this spocch, as 
well as tho rough aad infloxible tones of the speaker, seemed 
dixtinetly to infor, ‘And if T do not comply with your request 
80 fiercely urged, my lord, what thon follows 4’ 

Sho sed this in a voico in whieh female and natural fear 
was contending with the feolings of insulled dignity, ‘There 
was 2 pause, as if no one eared to return to tho question a dis- 
tinct answor, At longth Ruthvon spoke,  ‘'Thore is little need 
to tell 10 your Graco, who aro wall read both in tho laws and 
in tho chronicles of the yealm, that murder and adultery are 
orimos for which ere now queens thomselves have suffered 
death,’ 

‘And where, my lord, or how, found you an accusation 60 
horrible against hor who stands bofore you?’ said Queen Mary. 
©The foul and odious calumnics which have poisoned the general 
mind of Seutland, and have placed me @ helploss prisoner in 
your hands, avo suroly no proof of guilt?’ 
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‘We need look for no further proof,’ replied the giern Lord 
Ruthven, ‘thu the shameless marriage betwixt the widow of 
the murdered and tho leader of the band of inyrderers! hoy 
that joimed hands in the fated month of Mny had already 
united hearts and counsol in the deed which preceded that 
marriage but a few brief weeks.’ 

‘My lord—any lord (’ snid the Queon, cagerly, ‘vemombor well 
thero wore more consents than ming to thet ftal union—that 
most unhappy act of a most* unhappy life. The evil stops 
adopted by sovereigns aro ofton tho suggestion of bad coun- 
sellors ; but those counsellors are worso than flonds who tompt 
and betray, if they thomselves are tho first to call their unfortu- 
nate princes to answer for tho consequences of their own advice, 
Heard yo never of a bond by the nobles, my lords, recommonding 
that ill-fated union to the ill-fated Mary? Mothinks, wore it 
carefully examined, we should sce that tho names of Morton, and 
of Lindesay, and of Ruthvon may be found in that bond, which 
pressed mo to marry that umhappy man. Ah! stout and loyal 
Lord Herries, who never know guile or dishonour, you bont 
yow: noble kneo to ma in vain, to warn mo of my danger, and 
wort yot the first to draw thy good sword in my causo whon L 
aufforod for neglecting thy counsel! Faithful knight and truo 
noblo, what a difference Lotwixt theo and those counsellors of 
evil who now threaten my lifo for having fellon into the snares 
they spread for me!’ 

‘Madam,’ said Ruthvon, ‘wo know that you aro an orator; 
and perhaps for that reayon the conngil has sont hithor mon 
whose converse hath beon more with the wars than with ¢hoe 
languago of tho schools or the cabuls of slate, Wo but dosivo 
to know if, on assuranco of life and honour, yo will domit tho 
rulo of this kingdom of Scotland ?? 

‘And what warrant have [’ said tho Queon, ‘that yo will 
keep treaty with mo, if | should barter my kingly ostate for 
seqlusion and leave Lo weep in secret?’ 

‘Our honour and our word, madam,’ answored Ruthven, 

‘They are too slight and unsolid pledges, my lord,’ said the 
Queen ; ‘add at least a handful of thistlo-down to give thom 
weight in the balanco.’ 

‘Away, Ruthvon,’ seid Lindesay ; ‘sho was over dent to 
counsel, savo of slaves and sycophants: lob hor remuin by hor 
rofusal, and abide by it!’ 

‘Stay, my lord,’ said Sir Robort Melville, ‘or rather pormit 
me to haye but a fow minutos’ private audionee with her Graco. 
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If my presence with you could avail aught, it must bo as a 
mediator; do not, T conjure you, Icave the castle, or break off 
the conforence, until I bring you word how her Graco shall 
finally stand disposed.’ 

‘We will romain in tho hell, said Lindesay, ‘for half an 
hour’s space; but in despising our words and our pledgo of 
honour, sho hag touched the honour of my name: let her look 
herself to the course she has to pursue, ff the half-hour should 
pass away without hor determining to comply with the demands 
of the nation, her carcer will be brief onough.’ 

With little coromony the two nobles left the apartment, 
traversed the vestibule, aud desconded tho winding stairs, the 
clash of Lindosay’s huge sword boing heard as it rang against 
cach step in his descent. George Douglas followed them, after 
exchanging with Melvillo » gesture of surprise and sympathy, 

Ag soon as they wore gone, the Queen, giving way to grief, 
fear, and agitatiom, throw herself into the seat, wrung her hands, 
and scemed to abandon herself to despair, Her femalo attend- 
ants, weeping themsolves, endeavoured yel to pray her to be 
composed, and Sir Robort Molvillo, kneeling at her feet, made 
the samo ontreaty, Aftor giving way to a passionate burst of 
sorrow, she at length said to Melvillo, ‘Kuecl not to me, Melville 
~—mo¢k mo not with the homago of the person, when the heart 
is far away, Why stay you behind with tho deposed—the con- 
domuned %—her who has but few hours perchance to live? You 
havo beon favoured as well as tho rest ; why do you continue the 
ompty show of gratitude and thankfulness any longor than they? 

‘Madam,’ suid Sir Robert Melville, ‘so holp mo Heaven at 
my need, ny heart is as tue to you a8 whon you were in your 
highost plage.’ 

‘True to mo! -true tome!’ repeated tho Queen, with somo 
scorn; ‘Lush, Molvillo, what signifies the trath which walks 
hand in hand with my enemios’ fulschood} ‘Thy hand and thy 
sword havo novor beon so woll sequainted that I can trust 
theo in aught whero manhood is requived, 0, Seyton, for thy 
bold futhor, who is both wise, true, 2nd valiant |’ 

Roland Craemo could withstand no longer his carnest, desire 
to offer his services to a princess so distressed and so beautiful. 
“If ono sword,’ ho said, ‘madam, can do anything to back the 
wisdom of this gravo counsellor, or to defend your rightful 
euuso, hoo is my weapon, and hore is my hand ready to draw 
and use it” And raising his sword with one hand, he laid the 
other upon the hilt. 
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As he thus held up tho weapon, Cathorino Seyton oxclaimed, 
‘Methinks I sco » token from my father, mudun’; and im. 
mediately crowing tho apartment, kho tovk Roland Grane by 
tho skirt of tho clouk, and asked him earnestly whonce ho had 
that sword. : . 

The page answored with surprise, ‘Methinks this ws no pre- 
sence in which to jest, Surely, damsel, you yourself best know 
whenco and how 1 obtained the weapon.’ 

‘Is this a timo for folly?’ ‘nid Cathorine Soyton, ‘Un. 
sheathe the sword instantly !? 

If the Queon commands me,’ nid the youth, looking: to- 
wards his royal mistress, 

‘For shamo, maiden !? said tho Queen; ‘wouldsb thou insti- 
gate the poor boy Lo enter into useless sirife with the two most 
approved soldicis in Scotland #’ : 

In your Graco’s cause,’ replicd the page, J will venture my 
life upon thom!’ And as he spoke he drow his weapou partly 
from the sheath, and a picce of parchment, rolled avound the 
blade, fell out and dropped on tho floor, 

Catherino Soyton caught ib up with cngor hasto, ‘Lb is 
my fathor’s handwriting,’ sho said, ‘and doubtloss convoys 
his bost dutcous advice to your Majesty; £ knew thet it was 
prepared to bo sont in this weapon, but I oxpocted another 
messenger,’ 

“By my faith, fair ono,’ thought Roland, ‘and if you know 
nob that I had such a seerot missive about me, [was yeb moro 
ignorant.’ 

Tho Queen cast her oye npon tho soroll, and remained a fow 
minutes wrapped in decp thought, ‘Sir Robort Melville, sho 
at longth said, ‘this seroll advisos mo to submit myself to. 
necessity, and to subscribe tho deeds theso hard mon have 
hronght with thom, 8 ono who gives way to tho natural fom 
inspired by tho threats of robols and muiderors, You, Sir 
Robort, aro a wise man, and Soylon is bath sagacious and 
brave, Neither, I think, would mislead mo in thinxanuttor? 

‘Madam,’ seid Melville, ‘if 1 havo not tho strength of body 
of tho Lords [orries or Soyton, 1 will yield to neithor in “oul for 
your Majesty’s scrvico. 1 cannot fight for you like these lords, 
but noither of thom is moro willing to dio for your sorvico,’ 

‘T bolieve it, my old and faithful counsellor,’ said the Qnaen, 
‘and believe me, Melville, I did theo but a moment's injustice, 
Read what my Lord Soyton hath writton to us, and give us 
thy best counsel.’ 
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Ho glanced over tho parchment, and instanily replied, ‘0! 
my dear and royal mistress, only treason itself could give you 
other advice than Lord Seyton has here capressed, Te, Herries, 
Huntly, the English ambassador Throgmorton, and others, 
your frionds, are all alike of opinion that whatever deeds or 
instruments you execute within these walls must lose all force 
and offect, as oxtorted from your Graco by duvesse, by suffor- 
ance of presont evil, and fear of men, and harm to onsno on 
your refusal, Yiold, thorcfore, to the tide, and be assured that, 
in subscribing what parchments they present to you, you bind 
yourself to nothing, sinco your act of signature wants that 
which alone can mako it valid, tho freo will of the giantor,’ , 

‘Ay, so says my Lord Soyton,’ replicd Mary ; ‘yet methinks, 
for the daughtor of so long a lino of sovereigns to resign her 
birthright, because rebels press upon her with threats, argues 
little of royalty, and will rend ill for the fame of Mary in future 
chronicles, ‘Tush! Sir Robert Melville, tho traitors may use 
black threats and bold words, but thoy will not dare to put 
their hands forth on our person 7” 

‘Alas { madam, they hayo already daved go far, and incurred 
such peril by the lengths which they have gone, that they are 
but one stop from the worst and uttermost.’ 

‘Surely,’ said the Queon, hor fears again predominating, 
‘Scottish nobles would not lond themsclves to assassinate a 
helpless woman 7” 

‘Bothink you, madam,’ ho replied, ‘what horrid spectacles 
have beon soon in our day ; and what aot is so dark that somo 
Scottish hand has not heon found to daro it} Lord Lindesay, 
bosides his natural sullomess and hardness of tomper, is tha 
near kinsman of Henry Darnloy, aud Ruthven has his own deop 
and dangorous plans, ‘Tho council, besides, speal of proofs by 
writ and word, of a casket with lottors—of I know not what.’ 

‘Ah! good Molvillo,’ answored tho Queen, ‘ were I as sure of 
tho even-handed integrity of my judges as of my own innoconcs 
—and yet-——’ 

‘Oh! pause, mada,’ said Melville; ‘even innocence must 
sometimes for a scason stoop to injurious blame. Besides, you 
axo here——’ 

Tie looked round and paused. 

‘Speak ont, Melville,’ said the Queon, ‘never one approached 
my porson who wished 10 work me evil; and even this poor 
page, whom I have to-day seen for the first timo in my life, I 
can trust safely with your communication.’ 
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‘Nay, madam, answored Melville, ‘in such omorgonce, and 
he being the bearor of Lord Scyton’s message, ] will vonture 10 
say before him and theso fair ladies, whose truth and fidelity 1 
dispute not—l say, I will venture lo say, that there are othor 
modes besides that of open trial by which deposed sovereigns 
often dio; and that, as Machiavol saith, thore is but ono stop 
betwixt a king’s prison and his grave,’ 

‘Oh! wore it but swift and casy for the body,’ said tho un- 
fortunate princess, ‘ wero i but 1 safo and happy chango for the 
soul, the woman lives not that would tuko tho step so som ag 
Tt But, alas! Melville, whon wo think of death, a thousand 
sins, which wo hayo trod as worms bencath our foot, rise up 
against us as flaming serpents. Most injuriously do they aceuso 
me of aiding Daruley’s death; yet, blessed Lady! T aftorded 
too open occasion for the suspicion: I espoused Bothwell.’ 

‘Think not of that now, madam,’ said Melville, ‘think rather 
of tho immediate mode of saying yoursolf und son. Comply 
with the present unreasonable demands, and trust that better 
times will shortly arrive,’ 

‘Madam,’ said Roland Gramo, ‘if it pleasos you that 1 should 
do so, I will presontly swim through tho lake, if thoy refuse mo 
other conveyanco to the shore ; Iwill go to tho courts successively 
of England, Franco, and Spain, and will show you Tivo sub- 
seribed these vilo instruments from uo styonger impulsy than 
the fear of death, aud T will do battle against them that say 
otherwise,’ 

Tho Queen turned her round, and with one of thoso sweet 
smiles which, during the era of life's romance, overpay overy 
risk, hold her hand towards Roland, but without spouking a 
word. To kneoled revorontly and kissed it, und Melville again 
resumed his plea, 

‘Madam,’ ho said, ‘timo pressos, und you must nat let those 
boats, which T seo they aro oven now proparing, put forth on 
tho lake. Tore aro cnough of wilnoxses——your ladies ~-this 
bold youth—mysolf, whon it cun sorve your cane oflvatually, 
for I would not hastily stand committed in this matlor; but 
even without mo hore is ovidenco enough to show that you 
haye yielded to the domands of the council Uwongh force aid 
fear, but from no sincoio and mnconstrained assont. ‘Phoiv 
hoats ave already mannod for their retwn ; oh! permit, your 
old sorvant to recall them !? 

‘Melvillo,’ said the Queen, ‘thou art an anciont courtier, 
when didst thou ever know u sovereign prince recall to his 
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presence subjects who had parted from him on such torms as 
those on which these envoys of the council loft us, and who 

‘et wore recalled without submission or apology? Let it cost 
mo both life and crown, I will not again command them to my 
presence.’ 

‘Alas! madam, that ompty form should mako a barrior | 
If I rightly understand, you aro not unwilling to liston to real 
and advantageous counsel; but your seruple is saved, I hear 
thom returning toask your final resolution, 0! take the advice 
of tho noble Seyton, and you muy once more command those 
who now usurp 2 triumph over you. But hush! I hoar them in 
the vestibule,’ 

As ho concluded speaking, Geargo Douglas opened the door 
of the apartmont, and marshalled in the two noble envoys, 

‘We come, madam,’ said the Lord Ruthvon, ‘ to request your 
answer to the proposal of the council,’ 

‘Your final answer,’ said Lord Lindosay ; ‘for with a refusal 
you must couple tho certainty that you have precipitated your 
fate, and renounced the last opportunity of making peace with 
God, and ensuring your longer abodo in the world? 

‘My lords, said Mary, with inexprossible grace and dignity, 
‘the evils wo cannot rosist wo must submit to: I will subscribe 
theso parchmonts with such liberty of choice as my condition 
pormits mo. Were I on yonder shoro, with a flect jemet and 
ton good and loyal knights around me, I would subscribe my 
sentenco of eternal condemnation as soon as the resignation of 
my throno, But horo, in the Castle of Lochlevon, with deep 
water around me, and you, my lords, beside mo, T have no 
froedom of choice. Give me tho pon, Melville, and beat witnoss 
to what I do, and why I do it, 

‘Tt is our hope your Graco will nob suppose yourself com- 
polled, by any apprchensions from us,’ suid the Lord Ruthvon, 
‘to oxeoute what must bo your own voluntary decd.’ 

‘Tho Queen had already stooped towards tho table, and placed 
tho parchment bofore hor, with the pen belweon hor fingers, 
yeady for thd important act of signature. But whon Lord 
Ruthvon had done spenking, she looked up, stopped short, and 
threw down tho pon, ‘Tf,’ she said, ‘I am expected to declare 
T givo away my crown of free will, or otherwiso than because I 
am. compolled to ronounco it by the threat of worse ovils to my- 
self and my subjects, I will not put my name to such an untruth 
—not to gain full possession of England, France, and Scotland ! 
all once my own, in possession, or by right,’ 
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‘Beware, madam,’ said Lindexay, and, snatching hold of the 
Queon’s arm with his own gauntleted hand, he pressed it, in 
tho rudoness of his pussion, moro closcly, povhaps, Chen he wag 
himsolf awaro of—‘ beware how you contend with those who ara 
tho stronger, and have the mastery of your fate !? 

Ho hold his gragp on her arm, bending his eyes on hor with 
a stern and intimidating look, till both Ruthven and Molville 
oried ‘Shame!’ and Donglas, who had hithorte remained in a 
stato of apparent apathy, had, mado a stride from the door, ag 
if tointerforo, Tho rude baron then quitted his hold, disguising 
the confusion which ho really felt at having indulged his passion 
to such oxtent under a sullon and contemptuous smile, 

The Queen immediately began, with an oxpression of pain, 
to bare the arm which he had grasped, by drawing up the sleovo 
of her gown, and it appeared that his gripo had left the purple 
mavrks of his ivon fingers upon her flesh. “My lord,’ sho suid, “as 
a knight and gentleman, you might have spared iny fail wm so 
sovore a proof that you have the greater strongth on your sido, 
and avo resolved to uso it. But f thank you for it—it is tha 
most decisive token of tho torma on which this day’s business 
is to vost. T draw you to witness, both lords and ladies,’ sho snid, 
showing tho marks of tho grasp on hor arm, ‘that ! subseribo 
these instrumonts in obedience Lo the sign-manual of my Lord 
of Lindesay, which you may sco imprinted on mine arm, * 

Lindesay would havo spoken, but was restrained by his 
colleague Ruthven, who said to him, ‘Peace, my lord. Lot 
tho Lady Mary of Seotland ascribo her signature to what 
she will, it is our business to procuro il, and cry ib to the 
council, Should there be debate horeafter on the mmumor in 
which it was adhibited, thore will be timo enough for iL? 

Lindosay was silont accordingly, only muttoring within his 
beard, ‘J meant not to hurt hor; bub | think womon's flesh 
be ag tondor as now-fallen snow.’ 

Tho Quoon meanwhilo subscribed the rolls of parchmont 
with a hasty indifforenco, as if thoy had beon mutters of slight 
consequence, or of moro formality. Whon sho Hud performed 
this painful task, she arose, and, having courtosiad to tho lords, 
wes about to withdraw to her chamber. Ruthven and Sir 
Robort Melvillo made, the first a formal reverence, tho socond 
an obeisance, in which his dosivo to acknowledge his sympathy 
was obviously checked by tho fear of appearing in the cyes of 
his colleagues too partial to his former mistress. Bub Lindesay 

* Seo The Resignation of Quoon Mary. Noto 16, 


THE ABBOT 241 
’ 
stood motionless, even when they wore preparing to withdraw. 
At Jength, as if moved by a sudden impulse, he walked round 
the table which had hitherto been botwiat thom and the Queen, 
knecled on one knee, took her hand, kissed it, lot it fall, and 
arose. ‘Lady,’ he said, ‘thou arta noblo creature, even though 
thou hast abused God’s choicest gifls. T pay that dovotion to 
thy manliness of spirit which T would not have pad to tho 
power thou hast long undeservedly wielded: I kneol to Mary 
Stuart, nob to the Queen.’ > 

‘The Queen and Mary Stuart pity thee alike, Lindesay,’ said 
Mary—‘alike thoy pity, and they forgive thee. An honoured 
soldior hadst thou been by a king’s side; leagued with rebels, 
what art thou but a good blade in the hands of a rufiian } 
Farewell, my Lord Ruthvon, the smoother but the deeper 
traitor, Farewell, Melville. Mayst thou find masters that can 
understand stato policy bottor, and have the means to roward it 
more richly, than Mary Stuart! Favowell, Gcorge of Douglas ; 
make your respected grand-damo comprehend that we would 
be alone for tho romainder of the day. God wot, wo have necd 
to collect our thoughts,’ 

All bowed and withdrew ; but scarce had they entered the 
yestibule oro Ruthven and Lindesiy were at variance. ‘Chide 
not with ine, Ruthvon,’ Lindesay was heuwd to say in answer 
to something moro indistinctly urged by his colleague—‘ chide 
not with me, for T will, not brook it! “You put the hangman’s 
office on mo in this mattor, and even the very hangman hath 
leave to ask some pardon of those on whom ho does his office, 
T would [had as deep cause to be this lady’s friend as T have 
to bo her onomy: thou shouldst soo if I spared limb and life in 
hor quarrel,’ 

‘Thou arb a sweot minion,’ said Ruthvon, ‘to fight a lady's 
quarrel, and all for a brent brow and a tear in the eyo! Such 
toys havo boen out.of thy thoughts this many a year,’ 

‘Do mo right, Ruthvon,’ said Lindesay. ‘You are like a 
polished corsigt of steol: it shines more gaudily, but it is nota 
whit softor—~nay, ib is five times harder—than a Glasgow breast- 
plate of hammered ivon, Knongh. We know each other,’ 

Thoy descended tho stairs, wore hoard to summon their 
boats, and tho Queen signed to Roland Greeme to retire to the 
vostibule, and leave hor with hor fomale attondants. 
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Give me a moisol on the gisensward 1athor, 
Conse as you will the cooking, Leb tho flesh sping 
Bubblo beside my napkin, and the freo buds, 
‘Twittamg and chuping, hop fom hough to bough, 
‘To claim tho «umbs 1 Fave for perquisites ; 
Yow prison-feasts I ike not 

The Woodsman, @ Diwna, 


A rrorss in tho vestibulo was onlightoned by a small window, 
at which Roland Greome stationed himself to mark the departure 
of tho lords. IIe could seo thoir followers miustoring on horso- 
back under their respective banners, the western sun glancing 
on their corslots and steel caps as they moved to and fro, 
mounted or dismounted, ab intorvals, On tho aariow sprco 
betwiat tho castlo and tho water, tho Lous Ruthven and 
Lindesay were alrcady moving slawly to their boats, uccom- 
panied by tho Lady of Lochloven, hor grandson, and their 
principal attendants. ‘'Thoy took a coremonious leave of cach 
other, as Roland could discern by their gostures, and the boats 
put off from thoir landing-placo; the boatmen stretched to 
thoir oars, and they speedily diminished upon the oye of tho 
idle gaver, who had no botler employmont than to wateh thoty 
motions. Such scomed also the ovcrption of the Tady Loch 
levon and George Douglas, who, rouirning from the landing. 
place, looked froquontly back to the bouts, mid at length 
sLopped, as if to observe thoir progress, undor tho window at 
which Roland Gromo was stationed, As thoy parol on tho 
Inke, he could hear the lady distinctly say, ‘And sho has hont 
hor mind to save hor life at the expense of hor kingdom? 

‘Tor lifo, madam [’ replied her son 3 (1 know nob who would 
dave to aitompt it in the castle of my fathor. Tad [ dreamt 
that it was with such parpose that Lindesay insisted on bring- 
ing his followers hither, neither he nor they should have passed 
the iron gate of Lochlevon Castle. 

‘T speak not of privato slaughter, my son, but of open ial, 
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condemnation, and oxccution ; for with such she has been 
threatened, and to such threats sho has given way, JIad sho 
not moro of tho false Guisian blood than of the royal 1ace of 
Scotland in her veins, sho had bidden thom defiance to their 
teeth, But itis all of the same complexion, and meanness is the 
natural companion of profligacy. I am discharged, forsooth, 
from intruding on her gracious presenco this evening. Go thou, 
my son, and rondor tho ysual servico of tho meal to this un- 
queened queen.’ ° 

‘So please you, lady mother,’ said Douglas, ‘T carve not 
greatly to approach hor presenco,’ 

Thou art right, my son; and therefore I trust thy prudenco, 
evon becauso I havo noted thy caution. Sho is like an isle on 
tho ocean, surrounded with shelves and quicksands: its verdure 
fair and inviting to the eyo, but tho wreck of many a goodly 
vessel which had approached it oo rashly, But for thee, my 
son, I fear nought; and wo may not, with our honour, suffer 
her to cat without tho attendance of ono of us. Sho may dio 
by the judgment of Teavon, or the fiond may have power over 
hor in hor despair; and then wo would bo touched in honour to 
show that, in our house, and at our tuble, sho had had all fair 
play and fitting usage,’ 

Toro Roland was interrupted by a smart tap on tho shoulders, 
yominding him sharply of Adam Woodcock’s adventure of tho 
preceding ovening. Ilo turned round, almost expecting Lo seo 
tho page of St. Michael’s hostolry. He saw, indeed, Cathorine 
Soyton; but sho was in fomalo attivo, differing, no doubt, a 
groat deal in shape and materials from that which she had worn 
when thoy first mot, and becoming hor birth as the daughter of 
a great baron, and hor rank as the attendant on a princess, 
‘So, fuix page,’ suid she, ‘ eavos-dropping is one of your page-like 
qualitios, 1 prosumo 2? 

‘¥air sister, answored Roland, in the sumo tone, ‘if somo 
frionds of mine be as woll acquainted with the rest of om 
mystory as thoy aro with tho arts of swearing, swaggoring, and 
switching, thoy nood ask no pago in Christendom for further 
jusight into his vocation,’ 

‘Unless that protty speech infor that you have yourself had 
the discipline of the switch sinco wo last met, the probability 
whereof [ nothing doubt, I profess, fair page, f am at a loss to 
conjecture your meaning. But there is no timo to debate it 
now—thoy como with the ovening meal. Be pleased, sir page, 
lo do your duty,’ 
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Four servants entered bearing dishes, preceded by the sama 
stern old steward whom Roland had already seen, and followed 
by George Donglas, already mentioncd as the grandson of tho 
Lady of Lochloven, and who, acting as senoschal, represented 
upon this occasion his father, the lord of tho eastle. Lo 
entered with his arms folded on Ins bosom, and his looks bont 
on the ground. With the assistance of Roland Greome, a table 
was suitably covered in the next or middle apartment, on 
which the domestics placed their burdons with great reverence, 
the steward and Douglas bending low when they had seen the 
table properly adorned, as if their royal prisoner had gat at tho 
board in question. Tho door opencd, and Douglas, raising his 
eyes hastily, cast them again on the earth, when he percoived 
it was only tho Lady Mary Floming who entered. 

‘Her Grace,’ she said, ‘ will not ext to-night.’ 

‘Let us hopo she may bo otherwise persuaded,’ said Douglas ; 
‘meanwhile, madam, please to seo our duty performed,’ 

A servant presented bread and galt on a silver plato, and tho 
old steward carved for Douglas a small morsel in succession 
from each of the dishos presented, which he tasted, as was then 
the custom at tho tables of princes, to which death was often 
suspected to find its way in the disguiso of food. 

‘The Queen will not then como forth to-night?’ said 
Douglas. 

‘She has so determined,’ replied the lady. 

‘Our further attendanco then is umecessary : we leave you 
to your supper, fair ladies, and wish you good-cvon.’ 

He rotired slowly as he came, and with tho same nir of deep 
dojection, and was followed by the attendants belonging to the 
castle. The two ladies sate down to thoir meal, and Roland 
Grome, with ready alacrity, prepared to wail upon them, 
Catherine Seyton whispered to her companion, who replied with 
tho question, spoken in a low tone, but looking at the page— 
‘Is ho of gentle blood and woll nurtured 2? 

The answer which sho received scomed satisfactory, for sho 
said to Roland, ‘Sit down, young gontloman, and cat with your 
sisters in captivity.’ 

‘Permit mo rather to perform my duty in ationding 
thom,’ said Roland, anxious to show he was possessed of tho 
high tone of deference prescribed by the rules of chivalry 
towards the fair sox, und especially to dames and mnridons of 
quality. 

‘You will find, sir page,’ said Catherine, ‘ you will havo little 
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time allowed you for your meal; waste it not in ceremony, or 
you may rue your polileness eve to-morrow morning,’ 

Your spooch is too free, maidon,’ anid the elder lady , ‘the 
modesty of tho youth may teach you moro fitting fashions 
towards one whom to-day you have scon for the first time.’ 

Catherine Seyton cast down hor yes, but not‘ till she had 
given a singlo glance of inoxprossiblo arelmess towards Roland, 
whom her more grave companion now addressed in a tone of 
protection. 

‘Regard her not, young gontloman ; she knows little of the 
world, save the forms of a country nunnery ; take thy place at 
the board-end, and refresh thyself after thy journey.’ 

Roland Greome obeyed willingly, as it was the first food he 
had that day tasted; for Lindesay and his followers scomed 
regardless of human wants, Yot, notwithstanding the sharp- 
ness of his appolite, a natural gallantry of disposition, the desire 
of showing himself a wellamrtured gontloman in all courtesies 
towards tho fair sex, and, for aught I know, the pleasure of 
assisting Cathorine Scyton, opt his attoution awake, during the 
meal, to all thoso nameless acts of duty and service which 
gallants of that ago were accustomed to onder. To carved 
with neatness and decorum, and selected duly whatever was 
most dclicato to place before tho ladies. Tro they could form 
a wish, ho sprung from the table ready to comply with it— 
poured winc—tempored it with water—romoved and exchanged 
trenchors, and porformed the whole honours of the table, with 
an air at once of cheorful diligence, profound respect, and grace- 
ful promptitude, 

Whon ho observed that they had finished eating, he hastoned 
to offer to the older lady the silvor ower, basin, and napkin, 
with the coromony and gravity which ho would havo used 
towards Mary horself. 110 noxt, with tho same decorum, having 
supplied the basin with fair wator, presented it to Catherine 
Soyton. Apparontly she was determined to disturb his self- 
possossion if possible; for, while in tho act of bathing her hands, 
she contrived, as it wore by accident, to flirt some drops of 
water upon the face of tho assiduous assistant. Bué if such 
was her mischievous purposo she was complotcly disappointed ; 
for Roland Greemo, internally piquing himself on_his solf-com- 
mand, neither laughed nor was discomposed ; and all that tho 
maiden gained by hor frolic was a seyore robuke from hor 
companion, taxing her with mal-address and indecorum. 
Catherine replied not, but sat pouting, something in the humour 
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of aspoilt child, who watches tho opportunity of wreaking upon 
some one or other its resontment for 2 deserved reprimand. 

The Lady Mary Moming, in tho meanwhile, was naturally 
well pleased with the exact and reverent observance of the 
page, and said to Catherine, after a favourable glanco at Roland 
Greme, ‘You might well say, Catherine, our companion in 
captivity was woll born and gently nurtured, I would not 
make him vain by my praise, but his sorvicos enable us to dis- 
pense with those which Geotge Douglas condescends not to 
afford us, save when the Queen is horself in presence? 

‘Umph) I think hardly,’ answered Cntherine. — ‘George 
Douglas is one of the most handsome gallants in Scotland, md 
“tis ploasure to seo him even still, when the gloom of Lochleyen 
Castle has shed tho same melancholy over him that it has done 
over overything clse. When ho was at Holyrood, who would 
have said the young sprightly George Douglas would have been 
contented to play the locksman here in Lochloven, with no 
gayer amusement than that of twning the key on two or three 
helpless women? A strange office for a knight of the bleeding 
heart ; why docs he not leave it to his father ov his brothors? 

‘Perhaps, like us, ho has no choice,’ answered the Lady 
Floming. ‘But, Catherino, thou hast used thy brief space at 
court well, to remember what George Douglas was then? 

‘T used mine eyes, which I suppose was what I was designed 
to do, and they were worth using there, Whon I was at the 
nunnery, they were very uscless appurtenances ; and now I am 
at Lochleven, they are good for nothing, save to look over that 
eternal work of embroidery.’ 

‘You speak thus, when you have beon but a few briof hours 
Qmongst us; was this the maiden who would live and dio ina 
dungeon, might she hut have permission to wait on hor gracious 
queen?” 

‘Nay, if you chide in earnest, my jost is onded,’ snid Cathovine 
Seyton, ‘I would not yield in attachment to my poor god- 
mother to the gravest dame that evor had wiso euws upon hor 
tonguo, and a double-starched ruff around hor throat—you know 
TI would not, Damo Mary Fleming, and it is putting shame on 
me to say otherwise,’ 

‘She will challenge tho othor court lady,’ thought Roland 
Greeme—‘she will to a. certainty fling down her glove, and if 
Dame Mary Fleming hath but the soul to lift it, wo may have 
® combat in the lists!’ But tho answor of Lady Mary Fleming 
Was such as turns away wrath, 
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‘Thou arb a good child, she said, “my Cathorine, und a 
faithful ; bul Ileaven pity him who shall havo one day a creature 
so beautiful to delight him, and » thing so mischievous to 
torment him: thou art fit to drive twenty husbands stark mad.’ 

‘Nay,’ said Catherine, rosuming the full carcor of her careless 
good-humour, ‘he must be hall-witted beforchand that gives 
mo such an opportunity. But Iam glad you ave not angry 
with me in sincerity,’ cnsting herself as sho spoke into the arms 
of her friend, and continuing, with x tone of apologetic fondness, 
while sho kissed hor on cither sido of the free—' You know, my 
dear Fleming, that T hayo to contend with both my father’s 
lofty prido and with my mother’s high spirit. God bless them | 
they hayo loft. me thoso good qualities, having small portion to 
give besides, as times go; and so T am wilful and saucy ; but 
Tet me remain only a week in this castle, and 0, my dear 
Fleming, my spirit will bo as chastised and as humble as 
thino own.’ 

Damo Mary Fleming’s senso of dignity, and lovo of form, 
could not resist this affectionate appeal. Sho kissed Cathorino 
Seyton in her Lurn affectionately ; while, answoring the last: part 
of her speech, she said, ‘Now, Our Lady forbid, dear Catherine, 
that you should loso aught that is beseeming of what becomes 
so woll your light heart and lively humow, Keep but your 
shop wit ou this sido of madnoss, and it cannot but be a blessing 
to us. But lot me go, mad wench—I hear her Grace touch 
hor silver call’ And, oxtricating horself from Catherine's grasp, 
she went towards tho door of Queen Mary’s apartment, from 
which was heard tho low tono of a silver whistle, which, now 
only used by tho boatswains in tho mh was thon, for want 
of bolls, tho ordinary mode by which ladies, oven of the very 
highost xank, summoned their domestics. When sho had mado 
two or throo stops towards the door, however, sho tumed back, 
and advancing to tho young couple whom she left together, sho 
said, in a vory serious though a low tone, ‘{ ust it is impossible 
that we can, any of us, ov in any cireumstancos, forgol that, few 
as we are, we fori tho household of the Queen of Scotland ; 
and that, in her calamity, all boyish mirth and childish jesting 
can only servo to give a great triumph to hor onemies, who hayo 
already found their account in objecting to her the lightness of 
eyery idle folly that tho young and the gay practised in ber 
court,’ So saying, she loft the apartment, 

Catherine Seyton seomed much sirnok with this remon- 
strance, Sho suffered horself to drop into tho seat which she 
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had quitted when she wont to ombrace Dame Mary Floming, 
and for some timo rested her brow upon her hands; whilo 
Roland Gremo looked at her earnestly, with a mixture of 
emotions which perhaps he himself could neither have rnalysed 
nor explained. As she raised her faco slowly from the posture 
to which « momentary fecling of self-rcbuko had dopressed it, 
her eyes encountered those of Roland, and became gradually 
animated with their usual spirit of malicious drollery, which 
not unnaturally excited a similar expression in those of the 
equally volatile page. They sat for the space of two minutes, 
each looking at the other with great seriousness on their 
foatures, and much mirth in their oyes, until at longth Catherine 
was the first. to brenk silence. 

‘May I pray you, fair sir,’ she bogan vory demuvely, ‘ to toll 
mo what you sec in my face to arouse looks so extremely 
sagacious and knowing as those with which it is your worship’s 
pleasure to honour mo? It would scem as there were some 
wonderful confidence and intimacy betwixt us, fair six, if one 
is to judgo from your oxtremely cunning looks; and so help 
me, Ow: Lady, as I never saw you but twice in my lifo before,’ 

‘And where were those happy occasions,’ said Roland, ‘if I 
may be bold enough to ask the question 4’ 

‘At the nunnery of St, Cathorino’s,’ said the damsel, ‘in 
the first instance; and, in the second, during five minutes of a 
catain raid or foray which it was your pleasure to make into 
the lodging of my lord and father, Lord Seyton, from which, 
to my surprise, as probably to your own, you returned with a 
token of friondship and favour instead of brokon bones, which 
were the more probable reward of your intrusion, considering 
the prompt ive of the house of Seyton. J am deoply mortified,’ 
she added, ironically, ‘that your recollection should require: 
refreshment on a subject so important; and that my momory 
should be stronger than yours on such an occasion is truly 
humiliating.’ 

‘Your own memory is not so exactly correct, fyir mistress,’ 
answered tho page, ‘seeing you havo forgotten mecting the 
third, in tho hostolry of St. Michaol’s, when it pleased you to 
lay your switch across the faco of my comrade, in order, I 
warrant, to show that, in the honso of Seyton, noither tho 
peourt ire of its descendants, nor the nse of tho doublot and 
hose, are subject to Salique law, or confined to the us@ of the 
males,’ 

‘Fair siz,’ answered Catherine, looking at him with great 
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steadiness and somo surprise, ‘unless your fair wits have for- 
sakon you, J am at a loss what to conjecture of your meaning,’ 

‘By my troth, fair mistress, answored Roland, ‘and wore I 
as wise a warlock as Michael Scott, I could scarce riddle tho 
dveam you read mo. Did I not seo you last night in the 
hostelry of St. Michacl’s? Did you not bring me this sword, 
with command not to draw it save at the command of my 
native and rightful sovercign? And have I not dono as you 
required mo? Or is the sword atpiece of Inth, my word a bul- 
rush, my memory a dream, and iny eyes good for nought— 
espials which corbies might pick out of my head?’ 

‘And if your eyes serve you not moro truly on other occa- 
sions than in your vision of St, Michael,’ said Catherine, ‘I 
know not, the pain apart, that tho corbics would do you any 
great injury in the doprivation. But hark, the bell; hush, for 
God’s sake, we are interrupted —— 

Tho damsel was right; for no sooner had the dull toll of 
the castle bell begun to resound through the vaulted apart- 
ment than the door of the vestibule flew opon, and the steward, 
with his severe countenance, his gold chain, and his white rod, 
ontored tho apartment, followed by the same train of domestics 
who had placed tho diner on the table, and who now, with 
the same ceremonious formality, began to romove it. 

Tho steward remained motionless as somo old picture, while 
tho domestics did thoir office; and whon it was accomplished, 
evorything romoved from the table, and the board itsclf taken 
from its tressols and disposed against the wall, he said aloud, 
without addressing any ono in particulary, and somewhat in tho 
tone of a herald reading a proclamation, ‘My noble lady, Damo 
Margaret Jrskino, by marriage Douglas, lots the Lady Mary of 
Scotland and hor attondants to wit, thal a servant of the trne 
Evangol, hor vovorend chaplain, will to-night, as usual, expound, 
lecture, and catechise, according to the forms of the congregation 
of Gospellors,’ 

‘Tfark you, my friond, Mr. Dryfesdalo,’ said Cathorine, ‘T 
undorstand this announcomont is a nightly form of yours. 
Now, I pray you to romark, that tho Lady Fleming and I—for 
I trust your ingolont invitation concerns us only—have chosen 
St. Potor's pathway to Ifeaven; so I see no ono whom your 
gotly cxhortation, catechiso, or lecture can bonefit, oxcepting 
this poor page, who, boing in Satan’s hand as well as yourself, 
had better worship with you than remain to cumber our better 
advised devotions,’ 
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The page was wellnigh giving a round donial to tho asser- 
tions which this speech implied, when, reinemboring what had 
passed betwixt him and the Regent, and secing Catherino’s 
finger raised in a monitory fashion, he fol himself, as on former 
occasions at the Castle of Avencl, obliged to submit to the 
task of dissimulation, and followed Dryfesdale down to the 
castle chapel, where he assisted in the devotions of the evening. 

The chaplain was named Flias Tendeson. Io was x man 
in the prime of life, and posstssed of good natural parts, care- 
fully improved by the best education which those times afforded. 
To these qualitics wore added a faculty of close and terse reason- 
ing, and, at intervals, a flow of happy ilhistration and natural 
eloquence. The religious faith of Roland Grreme, as wo havo 
already had opportunity to observe, rested on no secure basis, 
but was entertained rather in obedience to his grandmother's 
behests, and his secret desie to contiadict the chaplain of 
Avenel Castle, than from any fixed oy steady reliance which he 
placed on the Romish creed. His ideas had been of late con- 
siderably enlarged by tho scencs ho had passed through ; and 
feeling that there was shame in not wndorstending something 
of those political disputes betwiat the professors of the ancient 
and of the Reformed faith, he listened, with more attention than 
it had hitherto been in his nature to yield on such occasions, 
fo an animated discussion of some of the principal points of 
difference betwixt the churches. 

So passed away the first day in the Castlo of Lochloven; and 
those which followed it wore, for some time, of « very mono 
tonous and uniform tenor, 
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Tig a weary life this, é, A ‘ 
Vaults overhead, and giates and bais around me, 
And my sad hours spont with as sad companions, 
Whose thoughts a1¢ brooding o'er their own mischances, 
Far, far too deoply to take pait in mine, 
Lhe Woodsman. 


Tux course of life to which Mary and her little retinue were 
doomed was in tho last dogree secluded and lonely, varied 
only as tho weathor permitted or rendered impossible the 
Queen's usual walk in tho gardon or on the battlements. 
‘Tho greater part of the morning she wrought with her ladies 
at thoso picecs of necdlowork many of which still romain, 
proofs of her indefatigable application, At such hours the 
page was permitted the freedom of the castle and islet; nay, 
he wags sometimes invited to attend George Douglas when he 
went a-sporling upon the lake or on its margin—opportunities 
of diversion which woro only clouded by the romarkablo molan- 
choly which always seomed to brood on that gontleman’s brow, 
and to mark his whole demeanour—a sadness so profound 
that Roland never observed him to smile, or to speak any 
word unconneoted with the immediate object of their oxerciso. 

The most ploasant part of Roland’s day was the occasional 
space which ho was permitted to pass in personal attondanca 
on the Queen and hor ladies, together with the regular dinner- 
time, which -he always spent with Damo Mary !loming and 
Catherine Seylon, At theso periods, he had frequent occasion 
to adinivo tho lively spirit and inventive imagination of the 
latter damsel, who was wnwearied in hor contrivances to amuse 
her mistress, and to banish, for a time at least, the melancholy 
which proyed on hor bosom. Sho danced, she sung, she recited 
tales of anciont and modern times, with that heartfelt oxertion 
of talent of which the pleasure lies not in the vanity of display- 
ing if to others, but in the enthusiastic consciousness that we 
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possess it ourselves, And yet these high accomplishmonts wore 
mixed with an air of rusticity and haro-brained vivacily which 
seemed rather to belong to some village maid, the coquotte of 
the ring around tho Maypole, than to tho lugh-bred descondant 
of an ancient baron. <A touch of audacity, altogether short of 
offrontery, and far less approaching to vulgurity, gave, ag it 
were, & wildness to all that she did; and Mary, while dofending 
her from some of the occasional censures of hor grave companion, 
compared hor to a trained singing-biud osenped from a cage, 
which practises in all the Invuriance of freedom, and in full 
possession of the greenwood bough, the nivs which i¢ had 
leamed during its carlior captivity. 

The moments which the page was permitted io pass in the 
presence of this fascinating creature danced go rapidly away 
that, brief as they were, they compensated tho woary dulnoss 
of all the rest of the day. The spreo of indulgence, however, 
was always brief, nor wore any private intorviows botwixt him 
and Catherine permitted, or oven possible, Whethor it were 
some special procantion respecting the Queen's houschold, or 
whether it wore her general ideas of proprioty, Damo IMeming 
seomed particularly attontive to provont the young peoels from 
holding any separate correspondence togothor, and bestowed, 
for Catherine's sole bonofit in this mattor, the full stock of 
prudence and experience which sho had acquired whon mother 
of the Queen’s maidens of honour, and by which sho had gained 
their hearty hatred, Casual meotings, however, could not be 
prevented, unless Cathermo had been more desirous of shun- 
ning, or Roland Graeme loss anxious in watehing for, them, A 
smile, a gibe, a sarcasm, disurmed of its sovority by the arch 
Took with which it was accompanied, was all that time pormitted 
to pass between them on such occasions, But sneh passing intor 
views nejthor afforded means nor opporlunity to ronow tho dis- 
cussion of the circumstances uitonding thoir ouwtior acquaintance, 
nor to permit Roland to invostignto moro accurmtely tho mys- 
torious apparition of tho pago in tho purple volve4 cloak at the 
hostelry of St. Michaol’a, 

The winter months slipped heayily away, and spring was 
already advanced, when Roland Gramoe observed a gradual 
change in the mannors of his fellow-prisoners, Tlaving no 
business of his own to ationd to, and boing, liko thoso of his 
age, education, and degree, sufficiently curious concorning what 
passed around, he began by degrees to suspeet, and finally to 
be convinced, that there was something in agitation umong his 
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companions in captivity to which they did not desive that he 
should bo privy, Nay, ho became almost ceriain that, by some 
means cmintoligibio to him, Queen Mary held correspondence 
boyond the walls and wators which surrounded her prison-house, 
and that sho nourished some secret hope of deliverance or 
escape. In the conversations betwixt hor and her atlendants 
at whioh ho was necessarily presont, the Queon could not always 
avoid showing that she was acquainted with the events which 
were passing abroad in the would, and which he only heard 
through hor report. Ile obsorved that she wrote more and 
worked less than had been her former custom, and that, as if 
desirous to lull suspicion asleep, sho changed her mannor to- 
wards the Lady Lochleven into ono moro gracious, and which 
seemed to oxpress a resigned submission to her lot. ‘They 
think I am blind,’ ho said to himsolf, ‘and that I am unfit to 
be trusted because I am so young, or it may be because I was 
sent hither by the Regent, Well! bo it so; they may be 
glad to confide in me in the long ran; and Catherine Seyton, 
for as saucy as sho is, may find me as safe u confidant as that 
aullon Douglas, whom sho is always ronning after, It may be 
thoy are angry with mo for listening to Mastor Klins Hender- 
son; but it was their own fault for sending mo there; and 
if the man speaks truth and good senso, and preaches only 
the Word of God, he is as likely to bo right as cither Pope or 
councils,’ 

It is probablo that in this last conjecture Roland Grame had 
hit upon tho real cause why the ladies had not entrusted him 
with thoir counsels. Ho had of Jato had several conferences 
with Ionderson on tho subjovt of roligion, and had given him 
to understand that ho stood in need of his instructions, although 
ho had not thought thoro was oithor prudonco or necessity for 
confossing that hitherto he had held the toncts of the Church 
of Romo, 

Elias Hendorson, a kcen propagator of tho Reformed faith, 
had sought tho seclusion of Lochlovon Castle with the oxpress 
purpose and expectation of making converts from Romo amongst 
the domestics of the dethroned Queen, and confiming the faith 
of those who aheady held the Protestant dootrines. Perhaps 
his hopes soared a little higher, and he might nourish sdmo 
expoctation of a proselyto more distinguished, in the pason of 
the deposed Queen. But the portinacity with which she and 
her fomale attendants refused 10 sec or liston to him rendered 
such hops, if he nourished it, altogether abortive, 
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The opportunity, therefore, of onlarging tho roligious in- 
formation of Roland Graeme, and bringing him to » moro due 
sense of his duties to Heaven, was hailed by the good man aaa 
door opened by Providence for the salvation of a sinner, Ife 
dreamed nof, indeed, that ho was converting a Papist, but anch 
was the ignorance which Roland displayed upon somo material 
points of tho Reformed doctrine, that Master Nonderson, while 
praising his docility to the Lady Lochleven and her grandson, 
seldom failed to add, that his-vonorable brother, Moury Warden, 
must be now decayed in strength and in mind, sineo ho found 
a catechumon of his flock so ill-grounded in tho principles of his 
belief, Fox this, indecd, Roland Gremo thought it was u- 
necessary to assign the true reason, Which was his having mado 
it a point of honowr to forgot all that Henry Wardon tanght 
him, as soon as ho was no longer compelled to vopert it over as 
a Jesson acquired by rote. ‘Tho lessons of his now instructor, 
if not more impressively delivered, were received by a more will- 
ing car and a more awakened understanding, and tho solitude 
of Lochloven Castle was favourablo to graver thoughts than tho 
page had hitherto entertained, Ilo wevered yot, indved, ns ono 
who was almost persuaded ; but his attontion to tho chaplain’s 
instructions procured him favour even with the storn old dama 
herself ; and he was onco or twice, but undor great procantion, 
permitted to go to the neighbouring village of Kinross, situated 
ou the mainland, to oxecute some ordinary commission of his 
unfortunate mistress, 

For some timo Roland Gremo might bo considered as stand- 
ing neuter botwixt tho two partios who inhabited the water: 
girdled Tower of Lochloven; but, as he voso in the opinion of 
the lady of tho castle and her chaplain, ho porcoived, with 
gvont griof, that he lost ground in that of Mary and her female 
allies. 

Ho camo gradually to bo sonsiblo that ho was regnrded as a 
Spy upon their discourse, and that, instead of the case with 
which they had formorly conyersed in his preyonce, without 
suppressing any of the natural feelings of angor, of sorrow, or 
mirth which tho chanco topic of the moment happoned to call 
forth, their talk was now guardedly restricted to the most 
indifferent subjects, and a studied reserve observed oven in the 
mode of treating these, This obvious want of confidence was 
accompanied with a correspondont chango in their personal 
domeanour towards the unfortunate page. ‘The Queen, who 
had at first treated him with marked courtesy, now scarce spoke 
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to him, save to convey somo nocessary command for her sorvice. 
The Lady Floming rostricted her notico to the most dry and 
distant oxpressions of civility; and Cathorino Seyton became 
pitter in her ploasanivies, and shy, cross, and pettish in any 
intercourse they had together. What was yet more provoking, 
ho saw, or thought ho saw, marks of intelligonco botwixt George 
Douglas and tho beautifnl Catherine Seyton ; and, sharpencd 
py jealousy, ho wrought himself almost into a cortainty that 
the looks which they exchanged conveyed mattors of deep and 
acrious import. ‘No wonder,’ ho thought, ‘if, courted by tho 
son of # proud and poworful baron, she can no longer spare a 
word or look to tho poor fortuncless pago,’ 

In a word, Roland Grmmo’s situution became truly dis- 
agreeable, and his hoart naturally onough rebelled ‘against the 
injustica of this treatment, which deprived him of the only 
comfort which ho had received for submitting to a confine- 
mont in other respects irksome. He accused Queen Mary and 
Catherine Seyton (for concorning the opinion of Dame Fleming 
he was indifferont) of inconsistency in being displeased with him 
on account of the fatural consequences of an order of their own, 
Why did thoy sond him to hear this ovorpoworing preachor? 
Tho Abbot Ambrosius, he recolleoled, understood the weakness 
of their Popish cause betior, when he enjoined him to repeat 
within his own mind aves, and credos, and paters all tho while 
old Henry Warden preached or lootured, that so he might seoure 
himsolf against lending oven @ momentary ear to his heretical 
dootrine, 'But J will cnduro this life no longer,’ said he to 
himself, manfully ; ‘do thoy suppose I would betray my mistress, 
because I seo causo to doubt of hor roligion? ‘That would be a 
serving, as thoy say, tho devil for God's gako. Twill forth into 
tho world; ho that sorvos fair Iadies may at least oxpect kind 
looks and kind words ; and T bear not the mind of a gontleman, 
to submit to cold treatment and suspicion, and a life-long eap- 
tivity Dosidos, I will speuk to George Douglas to-morrow whon 
wo go out a-fishing,’ 

A-sleapless night was sport in agitating this magnanimous 
resolution, and he aroso in tho morning not porfectly decided 
in his own mind whether ho should abide by it or not. Tt 
happened that he was summoned by the Queen at an unusual 
hour, and just as ho was about to go out with Georgo Douglas. 
Ue went Lo attend hoy commands in tho garden ; but, as he bad 
his angling-rod in his hand, tho circumstance announced his 
provions intention, and the Quoen, turning to the Lady Fleming, 
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said, ‘Catherine must devise somo other amusement for us, ma 
bonne amie: our discreat pago has already made his party for 
the day’s pleasure,’ 

‘I said from the boginning,’ answered the Lady Fleming, 
‘that your Grace ought not to rely on being favoured with the, 
company of 2 youth who has so many Iuguenot acquaintances, 
and has the means of amusing himself far more agrecubly than 
with us.’ 

«I wish,’ shid Catherine, Aor animated features reddening 
with mortification, ‘that his frionds would sail away with him 
for good, and bring us in retwn a page—if such a thing can be 
found—faithful to his Queen and to his religion,’ 

‘One part of your wishes may bo granted, madam,’ said 
Roland Grane, mablo any longer to restrain his senso of tho 
treatment which he received on all sides; and he was about toe 
add, ‘T heartily wish you a companion in my room, if such can 
be found, who is capable of enduring women’s caprices without 
going distracted.’ Luckily, ho recollected the remorso which 
he had felt at having given way to tho vivacity of his temper 
upon a similar occasion ; and closing his lips, imprisoned, until 
it died on his tongue, a reproach so mishecoming tho presonce 
of majesty. 

‘Why do you remain there,’ said tho Queen, ‘as if you were 
rooted to the parterre ?” 

‘I but attond your Grace’s commands,’ said the page. 

‘L have none to give you, Begone, sir!’ 

As he left the garden to go to the boat, ho distinctly heard 
Mary upbraid one of hor attendants in these words: ‘You sea 
to what you have oxposed uy!’ 

This brief scene at once detormined Roland Grame's resolu- 
tion to quit the castle, if it wore possible, and to impart his 
resolution to George Douglas without loss of time. That 
gentleman, in his usual mood of silence, sate in tho stern of 
the little sliff which thoy used on such occasions, trimming his 
fishing-tackle, and, from time to time, indicatin hy signs to 
Greme, who pulled the ouvs, which way ho chou row, When 
thoy wero a furlong or two from the castle, Roland rested on 
the oars, and addressed his companion somewhat abruptly— 
‘I have something of importance to say to you, under your 
pleasure, fair six.’ 

The pensive melancholy of Douglas's countenance at once 
gavo way to the eager, keen, and startled look of one who 
expects to hear somothing of deep and alarming import, 
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‘Tam wearied to tho very death of this Castle of Lochloyen,’ 
continued Roland. 

Tg that all?’ said Douglas ; ‘I know none of its inhabitants 
who are much bottor pleased with it, 

‘Ay—but I am neither # native of the house nor a prisoner 
in it, and go IT may reasonably Acsivo to leave it.’ 

‘You might desire to quit it with equal reason,’ answered 
Donglas, ‘if you wore both tho one and the other.’ 

‘But,’ said Roland Grama, ‘Tam not only tired of living in 
Lochieven Castle, but T am determined to quit it.’ 

‘That is a resolution moro easily taken than executed,’ 
replied Douglas. 

‘Not if yourself, sir, and your lady [grand-] mother choose 
to consent,’ answered tho pago. 

‘You mistake tho matter, Roland,’ said Douglas: ¢ you will 
find that. the consent of two other persons is equally essential 
—~that of the Lady Mary, yow' mistress, and that of my uncle 
tho Regont, who placed you about her porson, and who will 
not think it proper that sho should chango her attendants so 
soon. 

‘And must I then romain whothor I will or no?’ domanded 
the page, somewhat appalled at a view of the subject which 
would havo occurred sooner to x porson of more expericnes. 

“At least,’ said George Douglas, ‘you must will to remain 
till my unclo consonts to dismiss you.’ 

‘Frankly,’ said tho page, ‘and speaking to you as a gentle- 
man who is incapable of botraying me, I will confess that, if T 
thought mysolf a prisoner hore, neither walls nor water should 
confine me long,’ 

‘Frankly,’ said Douglas, ‘T could not much blame ie for 
tho attompt ; yot, for all that, my father, or uncle, or the carl, 
or any of my brotherd, or, in short, any of tho King’s lords into 
whose hands you foll, would in such a caso hang you like a dog, 
or like a sontinol who desorls his post; and I promiso you that 
you will hardly escape thom. But row towards St. Sorf’s 
Island: thore is a breeze from tho west, and wo shall havo 
sport, keeping to windward of tho isle, whore tho ripplo is 
strongest, Wo will speak more of what you have mentioned 
whon wo have had an hour's sport.’ 

Their fishing was succossful, though nover did two anglers 
pursue oven that silont and unsocial pleasure with less of verbal 
intercourse, 

Whon their time was oxpired, Douglas took tho oars jn his 


xl 17 


258 WAVERLEY NOVELS 
a 


turn, and by his order Roland Grame steered the boat, directing 
her course upon the landing-placo at the castle. But ho also 
stopped in the midst of his course, and, looking around him, 
said to Greeme, ‘There 1s a thing which [ could montion to 
thee; but it is so deep a sccret that even here, surrounded as 
we are by waves and sky, without the possibility of a listener, 
T cannot prevail on myself to speak it out.’ 

‘Better leave it unspoken, sit,’ answered Roland Greomo, ‘if 
you doubt the honour of him ‘ho alone can hear it. 

‘I doubt not your honour,’ 1eplied George Douglas; ‘but 
you are young, imprudent, and changeful.’ 

‘Young,’ said Roland, ‘I am, and it may bo imprudent; 
but who hath informed you that I am changeful ?’ 

‘One that knows you, porhaps, bettor than you know your. 
self,’ replied Douglas. 

‘I suppose you mean Cathorino Seyton,’ said tho page, his 
heart rising as he spoke; ‘but sho is horself fifty times mora 
variable in her humour than the very wator which wo ayo float. 
ing upon.’ 

‘My young acquaintance,’ said Douglas, ‘1 pray ~ to 
remembor that Cathorine Seyton is a lady of blood and birth, 
and must not be lightly spoken of.’ 

‘Mastor George of Douglas,’ said Graeme, ‘as that spooch 
seomed to be made under the warrant of something liko a threat, 
I pray yon to obsorve that I value not the threat at the ostima- 
tion of a fin of ono of these dead trouts; and, moreover, I would 
have you to know that the champion who undertakes the defonce 
of overy lady of blood and birth whom men accuso of changa 
of faith and of fashion is liko to havo onough of work on hig 
hands.’ 

‘Go to,’ stid tho sencachel, but in a tone of good-humour, 
‘thou art a foolish boy, unfit to deal with any matter moro 
serious than the casting of a not or the flying of a hawk.’ 

‘If your secret concorn Catherine Soyton,’ said tho page, ‘I 
caro not for il, and so you may tell hor if you will, T wot sho 
can shapo you opportunity to spenk with her, as sho has oro 
now.’ 

The flush which passed ovor Dougias’s faco made tho page 
aware that he had lighted on truth when ho was, in fact, 
speaking at random ; and the focling that he had dono so was 
like striking a dagger into his own heart. is companion, 
without further answer, resumed tho oars, and pulled lustily 
till they arrived at the island and the castlo. The sorvants 
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received tho produce of thoir sport, and the two fishors, turning 
from each othor in silones, went cach to his several apartment. 

Roland Graeme had spont about an hour in grumbling against 
Catherine Soyton, the Queon, tho Regent, and the whole house 
of Lochleven, with George Douglas at the head of it, when the 
time approached that his duty called him to attend the meal of 
Queon Mary. As ho arranged his dress for this puxpose, he 
grudged the trouble, which on similar occasions he used, with 
boyish foppery, to considor as cho of the most important dutics 
of his day; and when hoe wont to take his place behind the 
chair of tho Queen, it was with an air of offonded dignity which 
could not escape hor observation, and probably appeared to hor 
ridiculous onowgh, for sho whispered something in French to 
her ladieg, at which tho Lady Fleming laughed, and Catherino 
appoared half diverted and half disconcorted. ‘This pleasantry, 
of which the subject was concealed from him, the unfortunate 
pago received, of course, as a now offerce, and called an 
additional degice of sullen dient into his mion, which might 
havo ore him to farther raillory, but that Mary appeared 
disposed to make allowanco for and compassionate his feclings, 

With tho peculiar tact and delicacy which no woman pos- 
sessed in greater porfection, sho bogan to soothe by dogrees the 
yoxed spirit of hor magnanimous attendant. ‘ho excollence of 
tho fish which ho had taken in his oxpedition, tho high flavour 
and beautiful red colour of tho trouts, which have long given 
distinction to the lake, led her first lo oxpress hor thanks to 
her attondant for so agrocable an addition to her table, especially 
upon a jouw de jedne; and then brought on inquiries into tho 
placo whero Lho fish had beon takon, their size, thoir peculiarities, 
tho times whon they wero in season, end a comparison between 
tho Lochloven trouts and those which aro found in tho lakes 
and rivois of the south of Seotland. Tho ill-mour of Roland 
Cromo was novor of an obstinate character, It rolled away 
like mist beforo the sun, and ho was easily ongaged in a keen 
and animated dissortation about Lochleven trout, and sea trout, 
and river trout, and bull trout, and choy, which never rise to a 
fly, and par, which some suppose infant salmon, and ‘herlings,’ 
which frequont tho Nith, and ‘vondisses,’ which are only found 
in the Castle Loch of Lochmaben; and he was hurrying on 
with tho cager impetnosity and enthusiasm of a young sports- 
man, whon he observed that the smile with which the, Queen 
at firsb listened to him died languidly away, and thnt, i spite 
of her offorts 10 suppross thom, tears rose to her eyes, He 
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stopped suddenly short, and, distreased in his turn, asked, ‘Tf 
he had had the misfortune unwittingly to give displeasure to 
her Grace ?’ 

‘No, my poor boy,’ replied the Queen; ‘but, a8 You numberert 
up the lakes and rivers of my kingdom, imagination cheated 
me, as it will do, and snatched me from theso dreary walls away 
to the romantic streams of Nithsdale and the royal towovs of 
Loshmaben. 0 land, which my fathers havo so long ruled ! of 
the pleasures which you extend so freely your Queon is now 
deprived, and the poorest beggar, who may wandor free from 
one landward town to another, would scorn to chango fatos 
with Mary of Scotland |’ 

‘Your Highness,’ said the Lady Floming, ‘will do well to 
withdraw.’ 

‘Come with me then, Fleming,’ said the Queon: ‘T would 
not burden hearts so young as theso ave with tho sight of my 
sorrows.’ 

She accompanied these words with a loole of melancholy 
compassion towards Roland and Catherine, who were now loft 
alone together in the apartmont, 

‘The page found his situation not a little embarrassing ; for, 
as overy reader has experienced who may havo chanced to bo in 
such a situation, it is oxtremely difficult Lo maintain the full 
dignity of an offended person in the presenco of u beantiful girl, 
whatever reason we may have for being angry with hor, 
Cathorine Seyton, on her part, sate still like a lingoving ghost, 
which, conscious of the swe which its presence imposes, is 
charitably disposed 10 give the poor confused mortal whom it 
visits time to recover his sonacs, and comply with tho grand 
rulo of domonology by spenking first. But as Roland scomed 
in no hwry to avail himself of ie condesconsion, sho carried it 
a stop farther, and herself opened the conversation. 

‘I pray you, fair sir, if it may bo permitted mo to disturb 
your august revorio by a question so simple, what may have 
become of your rosary 7’ = 

‘It is lost, madam—lost some time since,’ said Roland, 
partly embarrassed and partly indignant. 

‘And may I ask farther, sit’ said Cathorine, ‘why you havo 
not replaced it with another? I have half a mind,’ she said, 
taking from her pocket a string of cbony beads adorned with 
gold, ‘to bestow ono upon you, to keop for my sake, just to 
remind you of former acquaintance,’ 

Thore was a little tremulous accent in the tono with which 
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these words wero delivered, which at once put to flight Roland 
Gromo’s resentmont, and brought him to Catherino’s side; 
bus sho instantly resumed the bold and firm accent which was 
more familiar to her, ‘Lf did uot bid you,’ sho said, ‘come and 
sit so cloxo by mo; for the acquaintance that ] spoke of has 
been stiff and cold, dead and buried, for this many a day.’ 

‘Now Ileaven forbid !’ said the page, ‘it has only slept; and 
now that you dosiro it should awake, fair Cathorine, beliove me 
that a pledgo of your returning Tavour——’ 

‘Nay, nay,’ said Cathorino, withholding the rosary, towards 
which, as ho spoke, ho oxtonded his hand, ‘I have changed my 
mind on hottor reflection, What should « herotic do with theso 
holy beads, that havo beon blessed by the Father of the church 
himself ?? 

Roland winced griovously, for he saw plainly which way the 
discourse was now likely to tond, and felt that it must at all 
events bo ombarvassing. ‘Nay, but,’ ho said, ‘it was as a token 
of your own rogerd that you offered them.’ 

‘Ay, fair sir, bub that regard attonded tho faithful subject, 
the loyal and pious Catholic, tho individual who was so solemnly 
devoted at the sumo time with myself to tho samo grand duty ; 
which, you must now understand, was to serve tho church and 
Queen, ‘To such a porson, if you over hewrd of him, was my 
rogard duc, and not to him who associates with heretics, and is 
about to become a ronegado,’ 

‘I should scarco believe, fair mistress,’ suid Roland, indig- 
nantly, ‘that tho vano of your favour turned only to «a Catholic 
wind, considering that it points so plainly to George Douglas, 
who, [ think, is both kingsman and Protestant.’ 

‘Think bettor of George Douglas,’ said Cathorine, ‘than to 
bolieve——’ and then chocking horsolf, as if sho had spoken too 
much, sho wont on, ‘I axysuro you, fair Mastor Roland, that all 
who wish you woll aro sorry for you.’ 

“Thoir number is vory fow, 1 bolieve, answered Roland, 
‘and thoir sprrow, if thoy feol any, not deeper than ton minutes’ 
time will cure.’ 

‘They are more humorous, and think more deeply concerning 
you, than you scem to he aware,’ answored Catherine, ‘But 
perhaps they think wrong, You aro the best judge in yonr own 
affairs; and if you prefor gold and church lands to honour and 
loyalty, and the faith of your fathers, why should you be 
hampored in conscience more than others?’ 

‘May Heavon boar witnoss for me,’ said Roland, ‘thot if T 
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ontertain any difference of opinion-—that is, if 1 nourish any 
doubts in point of religion, they have been adopted on the 
conviotion of my own mind, and the suggostion of my own 
conscience !’ 

‘Ay, ay, your conscionce—your conscience!’ repented sho 
with satiric cmphasis—‘ your conscience is the senpe-goat; I 
warrant it an able one: it will bear the burden of ono of the 
best manors of tho Abbey of St. Mary of Konnaqubnaix, latoly 
forfeited to our noblo Lord thé King by the abhot and com- 
munity thoreof, for the high crime of fidelity to their roligious 
yows, and now to be granted by the Iligh aud Mighty ‘Traitor, 
and so forth, James Karl of Murray, to the good squiro of 
dames, Roland Greme, for his loyal and faithful service as 
under-espial and doputy-tumkey for seouring the parson of his 
lawful sovercign, Queen Mary.’ 

‘You misconstvuo me cruelly,’ said the page-—‘ yes, Cathorine, 
most cruelly. God knows I would protect this poor lady at tho 
yisk of my life, or with my life; but what can I do—whet can 
any one do for her?” 

‘Much may be dono—enough may be done—all may be dono 
if men will bo but true and honournble, as Scottish men wore 
in tho days of Bruce and Wallace. 0, Roland, from what an 
entorprise you are now withdrawing your heart and hand, 
through mere fickleness and coldness of spirit !’ 

‘How can I withdyaw,’ said Roland, ‘from an enterprise 
which has never been communicated to mo? Tas the Queen, 
or have you, or has any one, communicated with me upon 
anything for her servico which I have refused? Or havo 
you not, all of you, hold me at such a distanco from your 
colinsels as if I wore the most faithless spy sinco the days of 
Ganelon 4’ * 

‘And who,’ said Catherine Soyton, ‘would trust tho sworn 
friend, and pupil, and companion of the horetic preachor 
Henderson? Ay, & proper tutor you havo chosen, instoad of tho 
excellent Ambrosius, who is now tuned out of, houso and 
homestead, if indeed ho is not languishing in a dungeon, for 
withstanding the tyramy of Morton, to whose brother tho 
tomporalities of that noble house of God have been gifted away 
by the Regent.’ 

‘Ts it possible?’ said the page; ‘and is tho excatlont Fathor 
Ambrosa in such distress 7? : 

‘He would account the news of your falling away from the 

* See Noto 17, 
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faith of your fathers,’ answored Cathorine, ‘n worse mishap than 
aught that tyrenny can inflict on himself’ 

‘ Bat why,’ said Roland, vory much moved—‘ why should you 
suppose that—that—that it is with mo as you say?’ 

‘Do you yourself dony it?’ roplied Cathorino ; ‘do you not 
admit that you have drunk the poison which you should have 
dashed from your lips? Do you dony that it now formonts in 
your veins, if it has nob alogether corrupted the springs of 
life? Do you dony that you havo your doubts, as you proudly 
term them, respecting what popos and councils havo declared 
it unlawful to doubt of? Ts not your faith wavoring, if not 
overthrown? TDoos not tho horotic preacher boast his conquest? 
Doos not tho heretic woman of this prison-house hold up thy 
example to others? Do not the Queen and the Lady Pleming 
peliove in thy falling away? And is there any except one— 
yes, T will spoak it out, aud think as lightly as you please of 
my good-will—is there ono oxcopt mysolf that holds even 
lingoving hope that you may yet prove what we once ul believed 
of you? 

uy know nol,’ said our poor page, much embarrassed by the 
view which was thus presented to him of tho conduct he was ex- 

coted to pursue, and by a person in whom he was not the less 
interested that so long a residence in Lochloven Castlo, with 
no object so likely to attract his undivided attention, had taken 
place since they had first met—‘I know not what you expect 
of mo, or fear from me. I was sont hither to attond Queen 
Mary, and to hor I acknowledge the duty of a servant through 
lifo and death. Tf any ono had oxpocted sorvice of another 
kind, [ wag not tho party to vender it, T noithor avow nor dis- 
elaim tho dootrines of the Reformed Church. Will you have 
the truth? It seems to me that the profligavy of the Catholic 
clergy has brought this judgmont on their own heads, and, for 
aught I know, it may bo for their roformation, But, for bolray- 
ing this unhappy Queen, God knows T am guiltless of the 
thought, Did I evon believe worse of her than as her servant 
I wish—as her subject I dare—to do, 1 would not betray her ; 
fay from it—I would aid hor in aught which could tend toa 
fair trial of her cause.’ 

‘Enough !|—enough!’ answered Catherine, clasping her hands 
together; ‘then thou wilt not desert us if any means are pre- 
acnted by which, placing our royal mistress at freedom, this 
case may be honestly tried betwixt her and her rebellious 
subjects 1’ 
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‘Nay, but, fair Catherine,’ roplied Lhe page, ‘hear but 
what the Lord of Murray said when he sont mo hither-—’ 

‘Horo but what the dovil said,’ roplied the maiden, ‘rather 
than what a false subject, a falso brother, a falso counsellor, 
a false friond said! A man raised from a petty pensioner on 
the crown’s bounty to be the counsellor of majesty, and the 
prime distributor of the bountics of tho state; one with whom 
rank, fortune, title, consequence, and power all grow up like a 
mushroom by the more warm’ good-will of tho sister whom, in 
requital, he hath mowed up in this placo of molancholy 
seclusion; whom, in further requital, ho has deposed; and whom, 
if he dared, he would murder!’ 

*T think not go ill of the Earl of Murray,’ seid Roland 
Grema ; ‘and sooth to speak,’ he added, with a smile, ‘it would 
require some bribe to make mo embraco, with firm and dosperate 
resolution, either one side or tho other,’ 

‘Nay, if that is all, replied Catherine Scyton, in a tone 
of enthusiasm, ‘you shall bo guerdoned with prayers from 
oppressed subjects—tfrom dispossessed clergy—from insulted 
nobles—with immortal praiso by future ages—with caper 
gratitude by the present—with fame on carth and with folicity 
in Heayen! Your country will thank you—your Queen will be 
debtor to you—you will achieve ab once the highest from the 
lowest dogree in chivalry-~all men will honowy, all womon will 
love you—and I, sworn with you 0 carly to tho recomplish- 
ment of Queen Mary’s freedom, will—yes, 1 will lovo you better 
than-—ever sister loved brother |’ 

‘Say on—say on!’ whispered Roland, kneoling on ono knee, 
aud taking her hand, which, in the-warmth of exhortation, 
Catherine hold towards him. 

‘Nay,’ suid she, pausing, ‘I havo already said too much — 
far tao much if I provail not with you, far too little if I do, 
But I prevail,’ sho continued, secing that the countenance of the 
youth she addressed returned tho onthusiagm of hor own—‘T 
plevail; or rather the good cause provailsy through its own 
strongth—thus T devote theo to it.” And as sho spoke sho 
approached hor finger to the brow of the astonished youth, and, 
without touching it, signed tho cross over his forehead ; stooped 
hor face towards him, and seemed to kiss the empty space in 
which sho had traced the symbol; then starting up, and 
oxtricating hersolf from his grasp, darted into the Queen's 
apartment. 

Roland Graeme romained ay the enthusiastic maiden had left 
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him, kneoling on one knee, with breath withheld, and with eyes 
fixed upon the space which the fairy form of Catherine Soyton 
had so lately occupicd. If his thoughts wore not of unmixed 
dolight, they at least partook of that thrilling and intoxicating, 
though mingled, sonso of pain and pleasure, the most overpowor- 
ing which life offers in its blended cup. THe rose and retired 
slowly ; and although the chaplain, Mx, Tonderson, preached on 
that evening his best sormon against tho crvors, of Popery, I 
yvould not ongago that ho was followed accurately through the 
train of his reasoning by tho young proselyte, with a view to 
whose especial bonofit he had handled tho subject. 


CHAPTER XXV 


And when Love's torch hath sot the heart in fame, 
Comes Scignor Reason, with hia saws and cautions, 
Giving such aid as the old grey-beard sexton, 

Who from the church-vaulé drags his crazy engino, 
To ply its dribbling inoflectual streamlot 


Against a conflagnation, 
? re Old Play. 


In a musing mood, Roland Greme upon tho ensuing morning 
betook himsolf to tho battlements of tho castlo, as a spot where 
he might indulgo the course of his thick-coming fancies with 
least chanco of intorruption. But his place of retiroment was 
in the prosent caso ill chosen, for ho was presontly joined by 
Mr. Hlias Henderson. 

‘IT sought you, young man,’ said tho preacher, ‘having to 
speak of something which concorns you nearly.’ 

The page had no pretence for avoiding tho conforonce which 
tho chaplain thus offered, though ho felt that it might prove an 
embarrassing one. 

In teaching thee, as far as my feeble knowledgo hath per- 
mitted, thy duty towards God,’ said tho chaplain, ‘thero aro 
partionlars of your duty towards man upon which T was un- 
willing long or much to insist, You are hero in the service of 
a lady, honourable as touching her birth, deserving of all com- 
passion as respects her misfortunos, and garnished with oven 
but too many of those outward qualitios which win men’s regard 
and affection. Have you over considered your regard to this 
Lady Mary of Scotland in its true light and bearing?’ 

‘T trust, reverend sit,’ replied Roland Graeme, ‘that I am 
well aware of tho dutios a servant in my condition owes to his 
royal mistress, especially in her lowly and distrossed state.’ 

‘True,’ answered the preacher; ‘but it is even that honest 
feoling which may, in the Lady Mary's caso, carry thee into 
great crime and treachery,’ 
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‘How so, reverond sir?’ replied the page ; ‘I profess I under- 
stand you not.’ 

‘T speak to yon not of the crimos of this ill-advised lady,’ 
gaid the preacher; ‘they are not subjects for the ears of her 
sworn servant, But if is cnough (o say that this unhappy 
person hath vojected more offers of grace, more hopes of glory, 
than over wero hold out to carthly princes; and that sho is 
now, her day of fuvour being passed, sequestered in this loncly 
castle, for the commonwenl of the people of Scotland, and it 
may be for the benofit of hor own soul.’ 

‘Reverend sir,’ said Roland, somewhat impatiently, ‘I am 
but too woll aware that my unfortunate mistress is imprisoned, 
since T havo the misfortune to share in hey restraint myself, 
of which, to spoak sooth, T am heartily weary.’ 

‘It is even of that which I am about to speak,’ said the 
chaplain, mildly ; ‘but first, my good Roland, look forth on the 
pleasant prospect of yonder cultivated plain, You sco, where 
the smoke arisos, yonder village standing half-hidden by the 
trees, and you know it 10 be the dwelling-place of peace and 
industry, Trom spnco to spaco, each by the side of its own 
stream, you seo the grey Lowers of barons, with cottages inter- 
sporsed ; and you know that they also, with their houschold, 
are now living in unity—tho lance hung upon the wall and the 
sword resting in its sheath, You sco, too, more than one fair 
chwreh whore the pure waters of life are offered to the thirsty, 
and where tho hungry aro refreshed with spiritual food. What 
would he deserve who should bring fire and slaughter into 60 
fair and happy a seone—who should bare tho swords of the 
gontry and tun thom against cach othor—who should give 
tower and cottage to the flames, and slake the ombors with the 
blood of the indwellers? What would ho deserve who should 
lifs up again that anciont Dagon of superstition whom the 
worthies of the time hayo beaten down, and who should once 
more make the churches of God tho high places of Baal?’ 

‘You havo-limned a frightful picture, reverend sir,’ said 
Roland Greome; ‘yot I guess not whom you would charge with 
tho purpose of effecting a change so horrible,’ 

‘God forbid,’ replied tho preacher, ‘ that I should say to thee, 
thou arb the man. Yot beware, Roland Greeme, that thou, in 
serving thy mistress, hold fast the still highor service which 
thou owest to the peace of thy country and the prosperity of 
hoy inhabitants; clse, Roland Gremo, thou mayst be the vory 
man upon whose head will fall the curses and assured punish- 


268 WAVERLEY NOVELS 


ment duc to such work. If thou art won by the song of these 
sivens to aid that ushappy lady’s escape from this place of 
penitence and scaurity, it is over with the peaca of Scotland's 
cottages and with tho prospority of hor palaces; and tho babe 
unborn shall curse tho name of the man who gave inlet to tho dis- 
order which will follow the war betwixt the mothoy and tho gon,’ 

‘I know of no such plan, reverend sir,’ nswered the page, 
‘and thorofore can aid nono such, My duty towards tho Queen 
has boon simply that of an attondant; it is a task of which, at 
times, I would willingly have beon freed ; nevertheless—~ 

‘It is lo prepare thee for the enjoymont of something moro 
of liborty,’ said the preachor, ‘that I have endeavoured to im- 
press upon you the deep responsibility undor which your office 
must be discharged. George Douglas hath told the Lady Loch- 
leven that you are weary of this service, and my intercession 
hath partly determined hor good ladyship that, as your dis- 
charge cannot be granted, you shall, instead, be employed in 
certain commissions on the mainland, which have hithorto been 
discharged by othor porsons of confidence, Whorefore, come 
with me to the lady, for even to-day such duty will bo imposed 
on you”, 

y trust you will hold mo excused, revorond six,’ said the 
pago, who felt that an inoreaso of confidence on the part of tho 
lady of the castle and hor family would render his situation 
in a moral view doubly ombarrassing, ‘ono cannot sorve two 
masters; and I much fear that my mistyess will not hold mo 
excused for taking employment under anothor,’ 

‘Fear not that,’ said the proachor; ‘her consont shall bo 
asked and obtained. I fear sho will yiold it but too casily, as 
hoping to avail herself of your agency to maintain corre- 
spondence with hor friends, as thoso fulscly call thomselves 
who would make hor name tho watchword for civil wav,’ 

‘And thus,’ said the page, ‘1 shall bo oxposed to suspicion 
on all sidos; for my mistress will consider mo as a spy placed 
on hor by her enemies, seeing mo so far trusted -hy thom ; and 
the Lady Lochleven will nover cease to suspeot tho possibility 
of my botraying hor, becauso circumstances pul it into my 
power to do so; I would rather remain ag 1 am,’ 

Thore followed a pause of one or two minutes, during which 
Honderson looked steadily in Roland’s countenance, as if de 
sirous to ascertain whothor there was not more in tho answer 
than the precise words seomed to imply. Ho failed in this 
point, however; for Roland, bred a page from childhood, knew 
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how to assume a sullen pettish cast of countenance, well enough 
caloulated to hide all internal cmotions. 

‘T understand thee not, Roland,’ said the preacher, ‘or 
rather thou thinkest on this matter more dooply than I appre- 
hended to bo in thy nature, Methought tho dolight of going 
on shore with thy bow, or thy gun, or thy angling-rod, would 
have borne away all othor feclings.’ 

And so it would,’ roplicd Roland, who poresived the danger 
of suffering Honderson’s half-raised suspicions to become fully 
awako—‘I would havo thought of nothing but tho gun and 
tho oar, and tho wild water-fowl that tompt mo by sailing 
among tho sedges yonder so far out of flight-shot, had you not 
spoken of my going on shoro as what was to occasion burning 
of town and tower, tho downfall of the Evangol, and tho up- 
setting of the mass.’ 

‘Follow me, thon,’ said Tenderson, ‘and we will seck the 
Lady Lochleven.’ 

Thoy found her at breakfasb with her grandson Georgo 
Douglas, ‘Peace bo with your Iadyship!’ said tho preacher, 
bowing to hig putroncss ; ‘Roland Giwme awaits your order, 

‘Young man,’ said the lady, ‘our chaplain hath warranted 
for thy fidelity, and we are dotermincd to give you certain 
orrands to do for ts in our town of Kinross,’ 

‘Not by my advice,’ said Douglas, coldly. 

‘T said not that it was, answered tho lady, something 
sharply. ‘l'ho mothor of thy fathor may, I should think, bo 
old enough to judge for herself in a mattor so simple, ‘Thou 
wilt tako tho skiff, Roland, and two of my people, whom 
Dryfesdalo or Randal will ordor out, and fetch off cortain stuff 
of plate and hangings which should last night be lodged at 
Kinross by the wains from Edinburgh, 

‘And givo this packet,’ said George Douglas, ‘to a servant 
of ours, whom you will find in waiting thore, It is the report 
to my fathor,’ ho added, looking towards his grandmothor, who 
acquiosced by honding hor head, 

‘T havo already montioned to Master Henderson,’ said Roland 
Gramo, ‘that, as ny duty requires my attondanco on the Queen, 
her Graco’s pormission for my journoy ought to be obtained 
before T can undertake your commission.’ 

‘Look to it, my son,’ said the old lady, ‘the scruple of the 
youth is honourable,’ 

‘Oraving your pardon, madam, I have no wish to foree my- 
self on her prosence thus early,’ said Douglas, in an indifferent 
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tone, ‘it might displeaso her, and wore no way agreeable 
to me.’ 

‘And I,’ said the Lady Lochleven, ‘although her temper 
hath been more gentle of late, have uo will to undergo, with- 
out necessity, the rancour of her wit,’ 

‘Under your permission, madam,’ said the chaplam, ‘T will 
myself render your request to the Queen, Durmg my long 
yesidence in this house sho hath not deigned to seo mo in 
private, or to hear my dodtino; yot so may Heaven prosper 
my labours, as love for her soul, and desire to bring her into 
the right path, was my chicf motive for coming hither,’ 

‘Tako cao, Master Henderson,’ said Douglas, in a tone 
which seomed almost sareastic, ‘lest you rush hastily on an 
adventure to which you have no vocation; you are learned, 
and know tho adage, Ve accesseris wn consilium nisi vacatus, 
Who hath required this at your hand?’ 

“Tho Master to whose sorvico 1 am called,’ answered the 
preachor, lookmg upwad— He who hath commanded me to 
ie earnost in season and out of season.’ 

*Your acquaintance hath not been much, T think, with 
courts or princes,’ continued tho young esquire, 

‘No, sir,’ roplied Hendorson, ‘but, liko my master Knos, T 
see nothing frightful in tho fair faco of a pretty lady.’ 

‘My son,’ said the Lady of Lochloven, ‘quonch not the good 
man’s zeal: let him do the orvand to this unhappy princess.’ 

‘With moro willingnoss than T would do it myself,’ said 
George Douglas. Yet something in his mannor appeared to 
contradict his words. 

The ministor went accordingly, followed by Roluad Gramo, 
and, domanding an andionce of tho imprisoned princess, was ad- 
mitted, He found her with hor ladies ongaged in the daily task 
of omhoidory. The Queon recvived him with that courtesy 
which, in ordinary cases, sho used towmds all who approached 
her, and the clorgyman, in opening his commission, was obviously 
somewhat more embarrassed than he had expected to bo, ‘Tho 
good Lady of Lochleven, may it pleaso your Graco—— 

Ho mado a short pause, during which Mary said, with a 
smile, ‘My Grace would, in truth, bo well pleased were the 
Lady of Lochleven our good lady ; ut go on—what is tho will 
of the good Lady of Lochleven 4” 

‘Sho desires, madam,’ said tho chaplain, ‘that your Graco 
will permit this young gentloman, your page, Roland Grama, 
to pass to Kinross, to look after some household stuff and 
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hangings, sent hithor for the better furnishing your Giace’s 
apartments.’ 

‘The Lady of Lochleven,’ said the Queen, ‘uses needless 
ceremony, in requesting our permission for that which stands 
within her own pleasure, We woll know that this young gentle- 
man’s attendance on us had not been so long permitted were 
ho not thought to be moro at tho command of that good lady 
than at ours. But wo cheerfully yield consent that ho shall 
go on hor errand ; with ow will we would doom no living 
ercature to the captivity which wo ourselves must suffer,’ 

‘Ay, madam,’ answored the preachor, ‘and it is doubtless 
natural for humamty to quazrel with ils prison-house. Yot 
theo have been those who have found that time spent in the 
house of temporal captivity may bo so omployed as to redeem 
us from spiritual slavery,’ 

‘L apprehend your meaning, sir,’ replicd the Queen, ‘but I 
have heard your apostle—I have heard Master John Knox ; 
and wore [ to be pervorted, I would willingly resign to the 
ablest and most powerful of heresiarchs the poor honour he 
might acquire by overcoming my faith and my hope.’ 

‘Madam,’ said tho preacher, ‘it is not to the talents or skill 
of tho husbandman that God gives tho increase: the words 
which wore offered in vain by him whom you justly call our 
apostle, during the bustlo and gaicty of a court, may yet find 
better acceptance durmg tho leisure for reflection which this 
place affords. God Knows, lady, that I speak in singleness of 
heart, as one who would as soon comparo himself to the im- 
mortal angels as to the holy man whom you have uamed, 
Yet would you but condescond to apply to their noblest use 
those talents and that learning which all allow you to be 
possessed of—-would you afford us but the slightest hope that 
you would hear and rogard what can be urged against the 
blinded suporstition and idolatry in which you were brought up, 
sure am J, that the most powerfully gifted of my brethren, that 
ovon John Knox himsolf, would hasten hithor, and account the 
rescue of your single soul from the nets of Romish erto.—’ 

‘IT am obliged io you and to them for their charity,’ said 
Mary; ‘but as T have at present bub one presance-chambor, I 
would reluctantly seo it converted into a Huguenot synod.’ 

“At least, madam, be not thus obstinately blinded in your 
errors! IIear ono who has hungered and thitsted, watehed 
and prayod, io undertake the good work of your conversion, 
and who would bo content to die the instant that » work so 
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advantageous for yourself and so benoficial to Scotland wero 
accomplished. Yes, lady, could I but shako tho remainin; 
pillar of the heathen tomplo in this land—and that permit me 
to torm your faith in the delusions of Rome—I could be content, 
to dio overwhelmed in the ruins |’ 

‘I will not insult your zeal, giv,’ yeplied Mary, ‘by saying 
you are moro likely to malo sport for tho Philistines’ than to 
overwhelm them: your charity claims my thanks, for it ig 
warmly expressed, and may Bo truly purposed, But believe ag 
well of me as I am willing to do of you, and think that T may 
be as anxious to recall you to the anciont and only road ag 
you are to teach me your new byo-ways to Paradiso,’ 

‘Then, madam, if such be your generous purpose,’ said 
Hendorson, eagorly, ‘what hinders that wo should dedicate SOMO 
part of that timo unhappily now too much at your Grace's dig- 
posal to discuss a question so woighty? You, by report of all 
mon, avo both learned and witty ; and 1, though without such 
advantages, am strong in my causo as in a tower of defence, 
Why should wo not spend somo space in ondeavouring to dis- 
cover which of us hath tho wrong sido in this im; portant meattor?? 

‘Nay,’ said Queon Mary, ‘I nover Mloged my force was 
strong enough to accept of a combat en champ clos with 
scholar and a polomic. Besides, tho match ix not equal. You, 
sir, might retire when you felt the battle go against you, 
while I am tied to the stake, and have no pormission to aay the 
debate wearics me. T would be alone. 

She courtesicd low to him as she uttered thego words, and 
Henderson, whose zeal was indecd mont, but did not extend to 
the noglect of delicacy, bowed in return, and propared to with: 
draw. 

‘T would,’ ho said, ‘that my earnest wish, my most vealona 
prayer, could procure to your Craco any Dlogsing oy comfort, 
but especially that in which alone blossing or comfort is, us 
casily as the slightest intimation of your wish will vomove ma 
from your presence,’ ‘ 

{To was in tho act of departing, whou Mary said to him with 
much courtesy, ‘Do me no injury in your thoughts, good git F 
it may he, that if my timo here be protracted longer—as surely 
T hopo it will not, trusting that cithor my rebel subjects will re- 
pont of their disloyalty, or that my faithful lieges will obtain 
the uppor hand—but if my time ho here protracted, it may bo 
T shall havo no displeasure in hearing one who seoms so reason- 
able and compassionate as yoursolf, and I may hazard your 
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contempt by ondcavouring to recollect and repeat the reasons” 
which schoolmen and councils give for the faith that is in me, 
although I fear that, God help mo! my Latin has deserted mo 
with my othor possessions, ‘T'his must, however, bo for another 
day. Meanwhilo, sir, let the Lady of Lochloven employ my 
pago as sho lists; I will not afford suspicion by spenking a word 
to him before he goos, Roland Gremo, my friond, lose not an 
opportunity of amusing thyself: danco, sing, ran, and leap— 
all may bo done morrily on the mainland; but he must have 
more than quicksilver in his veins who would frolic here.’ 

‘Alas! madam,’ suid tho preachor, ‘to what is it you exhort 
the youth, whilo time passes and oternity summons! Can our 
salvation bo onsured by idlo mirth, or owr good work wrought 
out without fear and trombling ?’ 

‘I cannot fear or tremble, replied the Queen: ‘to Mary 
Stuart such emotions aro unknown, But, if weoping and 
sorrow on my part will atono for the boy’s onjoying an hour of 
boyish pleasure, be assured the ponance shall bo duly paid,’ 

‘Nay, but, gracious lady,’ said tho preacher, ‘in this you 
greatly ovr; our teary and our sorrows are all too littlo for our 
own faults and follios, nor can we transfor them, as your church 
falsely teaches, to tho benefit of others,’ . 

‘May T pray you, six,’ answored tho Queen, ‘with as littlo 
offence as such a prayor may import, to transfer yourself else- 
whore? Wo aro sick at heart, and may not now be disturbed. 
with furthor controvorsy; and thou, Roland, take this little 
prrso’—~Thon timning to tho divine, sho said, showing its 
contonts,—‘ Louk, rovorond sir, ib contains only these two or 
thyoo gold testoons-—a coin which, though bearing my own poor 
foaturos, 1 havo ever found moro active against mo than on my 
side, just as my subjects tako army against me, with my own 
namo for their summons and signal. ‘Tako this purse that thou 
mayst want no moans of aniasement, Fail not—fuil not to 
ining mo buck news from Kinross; only let it be such as, with- 
oub suspicion or offence, may bo told in tho presenco of this 
roverend gentleman, or of the good Lady Lochleven hersolf,’ 

Tho last hint was too irrosistible to bo withstood; and 
Hondorson withdrew, half-mortified, half-pleased with his recep- 
tion; for Mary, from long habit and tho address which was 
natural 10 hor, had learned, in an oxtraordinary degree, the art 
of evading discowwe which was disagreeable to her feclings or 
projudices, without affronting those by whom it was proffered. 

Roland Graeme retired with tho chaplain at a signal from 
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his lady ; but it did not escape him that, as he left tho room, 
stepping backwards and making the dcop obeisanco duc to 
royalty, Cathorine Seyton held up hor slonder forofingor, with 
a gesture which ho alone could witness, and which seemed to 
say, ‘Remombor what has passed botwixt us.’ 

‘Iho young page had now his last charge from the Lady of 
Loohleven, “There aro revels,’ she said, ‘this day at the villago, 
My son’s authority is, as yot, unable to prevent these con- 
tinued workings of tho ancientdeaven of folly which the Romish 
priests have kneaded into tho very souls of tho Scottish 
peasantry. I do not command thee to abstain from thom— 
that would be only to lay a snaro for thy folly, or to teach theo 
falschood ; hut enjoy theso vanities with moderation, and mark 
them as something thou must soon learn to ronounce and con- 
tems, Our chamberlain at Kinross, Luke Lundin—Doctor, 
as he foolishly calloth himself—will acquaint theo what is to be 
done in the matter about which thou goost. Remember thou 
art trusted ; show thyself, therefore, worthy of trust.’ 

When we recollect that Roland Greamo was not yot ninctoon, 
and that ho had spent his whole life in tho solitary Castle of 
Avenel, excepting the fow hours he had passed in thdinbure, 
and his*lato residence at Lochloven, the Intter poriod having 
vory little served to onlargo his acquaintance with tho gay 
world, wo cannot wondor that his heart beat high with hopo 
and curiosity at tho prospect of partaking the sport even of a 
country wake, Io hastened to his little cabin, and tuned ovor 
the wardrobe with which, in every respect becoming his station, 
he had been supplied from Edinburgh, probably by ordor of tho 
Karl of Murray. By the Queen’s command ho had hitherto 
waited upon hor in mourning, or at least in sad-coloured raimont. 
Her condition, sho said, admitted of nothing more gay. But 
now ho selected tho gayest dress his wardrobe afforded, com- 
posed of scarlot, slashed with black satin—tho royal colours of 
Scotland ; combed his Jong curled hair; disposed his chaih and 
medal round a beaver hat of the newest block; and with the 
gay falchion which had rouched him in so mysteriéus a mannor 
hung by his sido in an ombroidered belt, his apparcl, added to 
his natural frank micn and handsome figure, formed a most 
commendable and pleasing specimen of the young gallant of 
tho period. Ilo sought to make his parting reverence to tho 
Queen and her ladies, but old Dryfosdalo hurried him to tho 
boat. 

‘Wo will havo no private audionces,’ ho said, ‘my master; 
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since you aro to be trusted with somowhat, we will try at least 
to save thea from the temptation of opportunity, Ged help 
thee, child,’ he added, with a glance of contempt at his gay 
clothes, ‘an the benr-ward be yonder from St. Andrews, have a 
earo thou go not near him,’ 
«And wherefore, I pray you?’ said Roland, 
‘Lest ho take theo for ono of his runaway jackanapes, 
answered the steward, smiling sourly. . 
‘T wear not my clothes at thy cost,’ said Roland, indignantly. 
‘Nor at thine own either, my son,’ replicd the steward, ‘else 
would thy garb moro nonrly resomblo thy morit and thy station.’ 
Roland Gremo suppressed with difficulty the repartee which 
arose to hig lips, and, wrapping his scarlet mantlo around him, 
threw himself into Lhe boat, which two rowors, themselves urged 
by curiosity to sco tho rovels, pulled stoutly towards tho west 
ond of the lake. As they put off; Roland thought he could 
discovor tho face of Catherine Soyton, though carefully with- 
dvawn from observation, peoping from a loophole to view his 
departure, He pulled off his hat, and held it up as a token 
that ho saw and wished her adieu, A whito kerchicf waved for 
vsocond across the window, and for the rest of the little voyage 
tho thoughts of Cathorine Soyton disputed ground in his breast 
with tho oxpectations oxcited by tho approaching revel. As 
thoy drew nearer and nearer tho shore, tho sounds of mirth and 
musie, the laugh, tho hatloo, and tho shout came thicker upon 
the ear, and ina trico the boat was moored, and Roland Gramo 
hastened in quest of the chamborlain, that, being informed what 
timo ho had at his own disposal, ho might lay it out to tho best 
advantago. 


CHAPTER XXVI 


Room for the master of the ring, ye swains, 

Divide your crowded 1anks ; before him march 

The iural minsholsy, the rattling drum, 

The clamorous war-pips, and far-echoing horn, 
Somprvinin, Rural Sports, 


No long space intervened ovo Roland Graomo was able to dis- 
cover among the crowd of revellers, who gamholled upon the 
open space which extends betwixt tho village and tho lake, o 
person of so great importance as Doctor Luo Lundin, upon 
whom devolved officially the charge of roprosenting the lord of 
the land, and who was attended for support of his authority by a 
piper, a drummer, and four sturdy clowns armed with rusty hal- 
berds, garnished with party-coloured ribands—myrmidons who, 
early as the day was, had already broken moro than one head in 
the awful names of the Laird of Lochleven and his chamborlain.* 

As soon as this dignitury was informed that tho castle skiff 
had arrived, with a gallant, dressed liko a lord’s son at the least, 
who desired presently to speak to him, he adjusted his ruff and 
his black coat, turned round his girdle till tho garnished hilt of 
his long rapior became visible, and walked with duo solemnity 
towards the beach. Solemn indeed ho was entitled to be, even on 
less important occasions, for he had beon bred to tho vonorablo 
study of medicine, as thaso acquainted with tho science vory 
soon discovered from tho aphorisms which ornamented his dis- 
course. Tis success had not been equal to hic protonsions ; 
but as ho was 1 native of the neighbouring kingdom of Fifo, 
and boro distant relation to, or dopondenco upon, tho anciont 
family of Lundin of that ilk, who wore bound in closo friendship 
with the house of Lochleven, ho had, through thoir interest, 
got planted comfortably enough in his preseut station upon 
the banks of that beautiful lake. ‘Cho profits of his chamber- 
lainship being moderate, especially in those unsettled times, he 

“ Seo Scotlish Fairs, Noto 18, 
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had cked it out a littlo with some practice in his original profes- 
sion; and it was suid thet the inhabitants of tho village and 
barony of Kinross were not more effectually thirled (which may 
be translated enthralled) to the baron’s mill than they were to the 
medical monopoly of the chamborlain. Woe betide the funily 
of the rich boor who presumed to depart this life without a 
passport from Dr, Luko Lundin! for if his representatives had 
aught to settle with the baron, as it seldom happened other- 
wise, thoy were suro to find a cold friond in the chamberlain, 
Ifo was considerate enough, however, gratuitously to help the 
poor out of their ailments, and sometimes out of all their other 
cistrosses ab tho sane time. 

Hormal, in a double proportion, both as a physician and as 
a person in office, and proud of the sereps of learning which 
vendered his language almost universally unintelligible, Dr. 
Luke Lundin approached the beach, and hailed the page as he 
advanced towards him, ‘The freshness of tho morning upon 
you, fair sir, You are sont, I warrant me, to seo if we observe 
hore the regimen which her good ladyship hath preseribed, for 
eschewing wll suporstitious ceromonies and idle anilitics in these 
our yovels, Tam aware that hor good Jadyship would willingly 
have altogether abolished and abrogated them. But as I had 
the honour to quote to hor from the works of tho leaned 
Ueroules of Saxony, omnis curatio est vel canonica vel coacta— 
that is, fair sir—for silk and yolvct have acldom their Latin ad 
unguem—evory cure must be wrought oithor by art and indue- 
tion of rulo or by constraint ; and the wise physician chooseth 
tho former. Which argument her Iadyship boing pleased to 
allow woll of, I havo made it my business so to blend instiruc- 
tion and caution with dolight—fiat miatio, as wo say—-thal I 
can answor that the vulgar inind will be defecated and purged 
of anile and Popish foolerios by the medicumont adhibited, so 
that the prime viv being cleansed, Mastor ITenderson, or any 
other able pastor, ney at will throw in tonics, and effectuate a 
perfect moral cure, dato, eto, jucunde. 

‘f have no charge, Doctor Lundin,’ roplied the page—— 

‘Call me not doctor,’ said the chamberlain, ‘sinco I have 
laid aside my fiuved gown and bonnot, and retired mo into this 
temporality of chamberlainship.’ 

0, six,’ said the page, who was no strangor by report to tho 
character of this original, ‘the cowl makes not the monk, 
noither the cord the friar: we have all heard of the cures 
wrought by Dostor Lundin’ 
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‘Toys, young sir—triflos,’ answored the leech, with grave dis- 
clamation of suporior skill ; ‘the hit-or-miss practice of 1 poor 
retired gentleman, in a short cloak and doublet. Marry, Teaven 
sent its blessing; and this T must say, better fashioned medi- 
ciners have brought fewer patients through—/unye roba corta 
seienzia, saith the Ttaliam—ha, fair sir, you have the language?’ 

Roland Greome did uot think it necessary to oxpound to 
this learned, 'heban whether, he understood him or no; but, 
leaving that natter uncertain, he told him he eune in quest of 
cortain packages which should have arrived at Kinross and 
been placed wnder the chamberlain’s charge the evening beforo. 

‘Body o’ me!’ said Doctor Lundin, ‘T fear our common 
carrier, John Auchtermuchty, hath met with somo mischance, 
that he came not up last night with his wains: bad land this 
to journey in, my waster; and the fool will travel by night too, 
although—hosides all maladies, from your duss’s to your pestis, 
which walk abroad in the night air—he may well Jall in with 
half a dozen swashbucklors, who will caso him at ouce of his 
baggage and his carthly complaints, T must send forth to 
inquire after him, since he hath stuff of tho honourable house- 
hold on hand ; and, by Our Lady, he hath stuf of mine teo— 
certain drugs sont me from the city for composition of my 
alexipharmics ; this gear must be looked to, Todge,’ said ho, 
addyessing one of his redoubted body-guard, ‘do thou and “oby 
Telford take the mickle brown aver and the black cut-tailed 
mare, and make out towards the Koiry Craigs,* and seo what 
tidings you can have of Auchtormuchty and his wains; [ trust 
it is only, the medicine of the pottle-pot—being the only medica 
mentum which tho beast useth—which hath caused him to tarry 
on the road. Take the ribands from your halberds, yo knaves, 
and got on your jacks, plate-sleoves, and Inapsculls, that your 
presence may work some terror if you meet with opposars.’ Ho 
then added, turning to Roland Greme, ‘I warrant me wo shall 
havo news of the wains in brief season. Meantime it will pleaso 
you to look upon the sports ; but first to entor my-poor lodging 
and take your morning’s cup. For what saith the school of 
Salorno— 

Poculum, mane hanstwn, 
Rostamat naturam exhanstam 7? 


‘Your learning is too profound for me,’ replied the page ; 
‘and so would your draught be likewise, I fear,’ 
* Boo Noto 10, 
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‘Not a whit, fair sir: a cordial cup of sack, impregnated with 
wormwood, is the best anti-pestilential draught, and, to speak 
truth, the postilential miasmata are now very rife in the 
atmosphore. We live in a happy time, young man,’ continued 
ho, in a tone of grave irony, and heave many. blessings un- 
known to our fathers, evo are two sovereigns in the land, 
a reguant and a claimant; that is onough of ono good thing, 
but, sf any one wants more, he may find a king in every 
peol-houso in the country ; 50, it'we lack government, it is not 
for want of governors, ‘Then have we a civil war to phieboto- 
miso us every yeax, and to prevent our population from starving 
for want of food; and for the same purpose we have the plague 
proposing us a visit, the best of all recipes for thinning a land, 
and converting youngor brothers into clder ones, Well, each 
man in his vocation. You young fellows of the sword desire to 
wrestle, fonce, or so forth with, some expert adversary ; and for 
my part, T love to match mysolf for life or death against that 
same plague,’ 

As they procceded up tho street of tho little village towuds 
tho doctor's lodgings, his attention was sucecssively oceupied 
by the various personages whom ho met, and pointed out to the 
notice of his companion. 

‘Do you sco that fellow with the red bonnet, the blue jerkin, 
and the great rough baton in his hand? I bolieve that clown 
hath the stvength of a tower: he has lived fifty years in the 
world, and nover encouraged tho liberal sciences by buying one 
ponnyworth of medicaments, But seo you that man with the 
Facies Hipporrationy’ said ho, pointing out a thin peasant, with 
swolled logs, and a most cadaverous countenance; ‘that T call 
one of the worthioss mon in tho barony: ho breakfasts, 
luncheons, dines, and sups by my advice, and not without my 
modicine ; and, for his own single part, will go farther to elear 
oul a modorato stock of pharmacoutics than half tho country 
besides. ILow do you, my honest lriond 7? said he to the party 
in question, with a tone of condolence. 

‘Very weakly, sir, sineo I took the clectuary,’ answered the 
patient; ‘il neighboured ill with the two spoonfuls of pease- 
porridge and the kirn-milk.’ 

‘ Poaso-porridge and kirn-milk ! ITave you been under medi- 
cine these ton yeas, and keep your diet so ill? Tho next 
morniug take the electuary by itself, and touch nothing for 
six hows? ‘Che poor object bowed and limped off. 

Tho next whom the doctor deigned to take notice of was a 
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A 
lame fellow, by whom the honowr was altogether undeserved, 


for at sight of the mediciner he began to shuffle away in the 
crowd as fast as his infirmities would permit. 

«There is an ungrateful hound for you,’ said Doctor Lamdin : 
“T cured him of the gout in his fect, and now ho talks of the 
chargeableness of medicine, and makes the first use of his re- 
stored logs to fly from his physician. Ilis podagra hath become 
achktragra, as honest Martial hath it: tho gout has got into his 
fingers, and ho cannot draw his purse, Old saying and true— 


Premia cum poscit medicus, Sathan ost, 


We are angels when we come to cure, devils when we ask pay- 
ment; but I will administer a purgation to his purse, I warrant 
him. There is his brother too, a sordid chuff. So ho, there! 
Saunders Darlot ! you have been ill, I hear?’ 

‘Just got the turn, as I was thinking to send to your honow, 
and I am brewly now again; it was nao great thing that 
ailed mo,’ 

‘Mark you, sirrah,’ said the doctor, ‘T trust you remember 
you are owing to the laird four stones of barley-meal and a bow 
of oats; and I would have you send no more such kuin-fowls 
as you sent last season, that looked as wretchedly as pationts 
just dismissed from n plague-hospital ; and there is hard money 
owing besides,’ 

‘T was thinking, sir,’ said the man, more Scotivo, that is, 
returning no direct answer on the subject on which he was 
addressed, ‘my best way would be to come down to your 
honour, and take your advice yet, in easo my trouble should 
come back.’ 

‘Do so then, knave,’ replied Lundin, ‘and romember what 
Ecclesiasticus saith—* Give place to the physician : lot him not 
go from thee, for thou hast need of him.”? 

His exhortation was interrupted by an apparition which 
scomed to strike the doctor with ay much horror and surprise 
as his own visage inflicted upon sundry of those persons whom 
he had addressed. 

The figure which produced this effect on the Hsculapius of 
the village was that of a tall old woman, who wore a high- 
crowned hat and muffler, ‘Tho first of these habiliments added 
apparently to her stature, and the other sorved 40 conceal the 
lower part of her face, and as the hat itself was slouched, little 
could be seen besides two brown check-bones, and the cyes of 

. swarthy fire, thet gleamed from under two shaggy grey aye- 
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brows. She was dressed in a long dark-coloured robo of unusual 

fashion, bordered at the skirts and on the stomachor with a 

sort of white trimming resembling tho Jewish phylactorics, on 

which were wrought tho characters of some unknown language. 
Sho held in her hand a walking-staff of black cbony. 

‘By tho soul of Celsus,’ said Doctor Luke Lundin, ‘it is old 
Mother Nionoven herself; sho hath come to beard me within 
mine own bounds, and in the very execution of mine office ! 
“ Havo at thy coat, old woman,” as the song says. Hob Anster, 
let her presently bo seized and committed to the tolbooth ; 
and if there ave any zealous brethren here who would give the 
hag her desorts, and duck hor, as a witch, in the loch, I pray 
let them in no way be hindered.’ 

But the myrmidons of Doctor Lundin showed in this caso 
no alacrity to do his bidding. Hob Anster oven ventured to 
romonstraie in the uame of himself and his brethren. ‘To be 
sure he was to do his honour’s bidding; and fora’ that folk 
said about tho skill and witchories of Mother Nicneven, he 
would put his trust in God, and his hand on her collar, with- 
out dreadour, But she was no common spac-wile, this Mother 
Nicnovon, like Jean Jopp that lived in the Brioric Baulk. She 
had lords and lairds thet would rufile for her, ‘There was 
Monorieif of Tippermalloch, that was Popish, and the laird of 
Carslogie, a kenn’d queensman, were in tho fair, with wha 
konn'd how mony swords and bucklers at their back ; and they 
would be sure to mako a break-ons if the officers meddled with 
tho auld Popish witch-wife, who was sae weel friended ; mair 
especially as the Jaird’s best men, such as werd not in the castle, 
wero in Edinburgh with him, and he doubted his honour the 
doator would find ower fow to make a good hacking if blades 
wore bare.’ 

The doelor listoned unwillingly to this prudential counsel, 
and was only comforted by tho faithful promise of his satellite 
that ‘The okt woman should,’ as he expressed it, ‘bo ta’en canny 
the noxt tima she trespassed on Lho bounds,' 

‘And in that event,’ said the doctor to his companion, ‘fire 
and fagot shall be the hest of her weleome.’ 

This he spoke in hearing of tho dame hersolf, who oyon then, 
and in passing the doctor, shot towards him from under her 
grey eyebrows a look of the most insulting and contemptuous 
superiority, 

“This way,’ continued the physician—‘ this way,’ marshalling 
his guest into his lodging; ‘take care you stumble not over a 
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retort, for it is hazardous for the ignorant to walk in tho ways 
of art.’ 

The page found all reason for the caution; for, besides 
stuffed birds, and lizards, and bottled snakes, and bundles of 
simples made up, and other parcels sproad out to dry, and all 
the confusion, not to mention the mingled und sickening smells, 
incidental to a druggist’s stock-in-trade, he had also to avoid 
heaps of charcoal, crucibles, bolt-heads, stoves, nnd tho other 
furniture of a chemical laborhtory. 

Amongst his other philosophical qualities, Doctor Lundin 
failed not to be a confused sloven, and his old housekeeper, 
whose life, as she said, was spent in ‘redding him up,’ had 
trotted off 10 tho mart of gaicty with othor and younger folks. 
Much clattering and jangling therefore there was among jars, 
and bottles, and phials, cro the doctor produced the salutiforous 
potion which he recommended so strongly, and a search equally 
long and noisy followed among broken cans and cracked pip- 
kins ere he could bring forth a cup out of which to drink it, 
Both matters boing at length achioved, the doctor set tho 
exemple to his guest, by quaffing off @ cup of the cordial, and 
smacking his lips with approbation as it descended his gullet, 
Roland, in turn, submitted to swallow the potion which his 
hogt so earnestly recommended, but which he found so in- 
sufferably bitter that he became eager to escape from tho 
laboratory in search of a draught of fair wator to oxpel the 
taste. In spite of his efforts, he was novertholess detained by 
the garrulity of his host, till he gavo him some account of 
Mother Nicneven, 

‘I care not to spenk of hor,’ said tho doctor, tin the open 
air, and among tho throng of people: not for fright, like you 
cowardly dog, Anstor, but because [ would give no occasion for 
a fray, having no leisure to look to stabs, slashes, and broken 
bones, Mon call the old hag a prophotess ; I do scarce believe 
she could foretell when a brood of chickons will chip the shell, 
Men say she reads the heavens; my black bitch knows as much 
of them when sho sits baying tho moon, Men pretond tho 
ancient wretch is a sorcoreys, a witch, and what nob; der 208, 
I will nevor contradict a rumour which may bring hor to tho 
stake which she so richly deserves, bué neithor will I belicve 
that the tales of witches which they din into our ears ard aught 
but knavery, cozenage, and old women’s fables.’ 

‘In the name of Heaven, what is she then,’ said the pago, 
‘that you make such a stir about her?’ 
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‘She is one of those cursed old women,’ replied the doctor, 
‘who iake currently and impudently upon thomselves to act 
as advisers and curors of the sick, on the strength of some trash 
of herbs, some rhyme of spolls, some julop or diet, drink or 
cordial,’ 

‘Nay, go no farther,’ said the page; ‘if they brew cordials, 
ovil be their lot and all their partakers !’ 

‘You say woll, young man,’ said Doctor Lundin ; ‘for mine 
own part, I know no such pests t6 the commonwealth as these 
old incarnate dovils, who haunt the chambers of the brain-sick 
patients, that ave mad enough to suffer them to intorfero with, 
disturb, and let the regular progress of a learned and artificial 
owe, with their syrups, and their juleps, and diascordium, and 
mithridate, and my Lady What-shall-call’um’s powder, and 
worthy Dame Tyashem’s pill; and thus make widows and 
orphans, and cheat the regular and well-studied physician, in 
order to get the name of wise womon and skecly neighbours, 
and so forth. But no more on’t, Mother Nicneven* and [ 
will mect one day, and she shall know there is danger in dealing 
with the doctor.’ 

“TL is a true word, and many have found it, said the page ; 
‘but, under your favour, J would fain walk abroad for a little 
and sco these sports.’ 

‘Tt is well moved,’ said the doctor, fand T too should be 
showing mysclf abroad. Morcover, the play waits us, young 
man; to-day, dotus mundus agit histrionem.’ And they sallied 
forth accordingly into the mirthful scene. 


* Boo Note 20. 


CHAPTER XXVIT 


Seo on yor verdant lawn, the getheing crowd 

Thickong amain ; the buxom nymphs advaneo, 

Ushor'd by jolly clowns ; distinctions ceaso, 

Lost in the common joy, and the bold slave 

Leans on his wealthy master muomoved. 
Somunvitan, Jeral Sports, 


Tins reappearance of tho dignified chamberlain on tho street of 
the village was cagorly hailed by the revellers, as 2 pledge that 
the play, or dramatic roprosentation, which had beon postponed 
owing to his absence, was now full surely to commence, —Any- 
thing like an approach to this most interesting of all amuse- 
ments was of recent origin in Scotland, and bes ait public 
attention iu proportion, All other sports were discontinued, 
The dance around the Maypole was arrested, the ving broken 
up and dispersed, while the dancers, cach lending his partner 
by the hand, tripped off to the silvan theatre. A truce was in 
like manner achioved betwixt a hngo brown bear and cortain 
mastifts, who were tugging and pulling at his shaggy coat, 
under tho mediation ‘of tho bearavard and half a dozen butchers 
and ycomen, who, by dint of ‘slaving and tailing,’ as it was tovlmi- 
cally tormefl, separated the unfortunate animals, whose fury had 
for an honr past beon their chiof amusoment. Tho itinerant 
minstrel found himsolf deserted hy the audience ho had collected, 
von in the most interesting passage of the romance which he 
recited, and just as he was sonding about his boy; with bonnet 
in hand, to colloct their oblations. Ilo indignantly stopped 
short in tho midst of Rosewal and Lilian, and, roplacing his 
three-stringed fiddle, or rebeck, in its leathorn case, followed 
the crowd, with no good-will, to the exhibition which had supor- 
seded his own, 'The juggler had ceased his exertions of emitting 
flame and smoke, and was content to respire in tho manner 
of ordinary mortals rather than to play gratuitously the part 
of a ficry dragon, In short, all other sports were suspended, 
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so cagorly did tho revollors throng towards tho placo of repre.” 
sentation. 

They would err greatly who should regulate their ideas of 
this dramatic exhibition upon those derived from a modern 
thoatro; for tho rude shows of Thespis wore far less different 
fvom those exhibited by Euripides on the stage of Athens, with 
all its magnificont decorations and pomp of drosses and of 
sconaty, In tho present caso there wero no scenes, no stage, 
no machinery, uo pit, box, aud gallery, no box-lobby; and, 
what might in poor Scotland bo somo consolation for other 
negations, there was no taking of money at the doar, Agin the 
dovicos of the magnanimous Bottom, the actors had a greensward 
plot for a stage, and a hawthorn bush for a greenroom and 
tiving-housa; tho spectators being accommodated with seats 
on the artificial bank which had beon raised around three- 
fourths of the playground, the remainder being left open for 
the entrance and exit of the performers, Here sate the un- 
oritical audience, the chamberlain in the centre, as the person 
highest in offico—all alive to enjoyment and admiration, and all 
therefore doad to criticism, 

The charactors which appeared and disappeared before tho 
amused and interested audionce were those which fill tho 
carlioy stago in all nations—old mon, cheated by their wives 
and daughters, pillaged by their sons, and imposed on by their 
domestics, a braggadocio captain, a knavish pardoner or quece- 
tionary, © country bumpkin, and a wanton city dame, Amid 
all these, and more acceptable than almost the whole put to- 
gethor, was tho all-liconsed fool, the Gracioso of tho Spanish 
drama, who, with his cap fashioned into the resemblanoy of a 
coxcoinh, ad his bauble, a trunchcon terminated by a carved 
figure, woaring a fool’s cap, in his hand, went, camo, and 
returned, mingling in overy scone of the picco, and interrupting 
tho business, without having any shavo himsolf in the action, 
and over and anon transferring his gibes from tho actors on 
tho stago to tho audience who sate around, prompt to applaud 
tho whole, 

Tho wit of the piece, which was not of the most polished 
kind, was chiofly directed against tho superstitions practices 
of tho Catholic religion; and tho stage artillery had on this 
oecasion been levelled by no less a person than Doctor Lundin, 
who had nob only commanded the manager of the entertain- 
mont to soloct one of the numerous satires which had beon 
writton againsL tho Papists (several of which were cast in a 
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ramatic form), but had even, liko tho Princo of Denmark, 
caused them to insert, or, according to his own phrase, to infuse, 
here and there, a few pleasantries of his own penning on tho 
same inexhaustible subject, hoping thereby to mollify the rigour 
of the Lady of Lochloven towards pastimes of this doseription, 
Tle failed not to jog Roland’s elbow, who was sitting in stato 
behind him, and yecommond to his particular attention those* 
favourite passages. As for tho page, to whom the very idea of 
such an exhibition, simplo as it was, was ontirely now, he behold 
it with the undiminished and occstatic dolight with which men 
of all ranks look for the first time on dramatic representation, 
and langhed, shouted, and clapped his hands as the performanco 
proceeded, An incident at longth took place which offectunlly 
broke off his interost in the business of the scone, 

One of the principal personages in the comic part of the 
drama was, as we have alroady said, a quaestionary or pardoner, 
one of those itinorants who hawked about from place to place 
relies, real or pretended, with which he excited tho devotion at 
once and the charity of the populace, and generally decoived 
both the one aud tho other. Tho hypocrisy, impucence, and 
profligasy of these elcrical wanderers had made thom tho 
subject of satire from the time of Chaucer down to that of 
Heywood. ‘Their present ropresentative failed not to follow 
the samo line of humour, exhibiting pig’s bones for rolies, and 
boasting the virtues of small tin crosses, which had been shakon 
in the holy porringer at Loretto, and of cocklo-shells, which had 
been brought from tho shrine of St. James of Compostolla, all 
which he disposed of to the devout Catholics at nearly as high 
a price ag antiquarics aro now willing to pay for baubles of 
similar intrinsic value, At length tho pardoner pulled from 
his scrip a small phial of clear water, of which ho yaunted tho 
quality in the following vorses :— 

“Listnoth, yode pooplo, evoricho one, 
For in the londe of Babylono, 
Var castward I wat it lyoth, 
And is the first londo the sonne eapicth, ” 
Ther, ay he cometh fro out the sé 5 
Tn this itk londe, as thinketh me, 
Right as holio legendes toll, 
Snottieth from a 1oko a woll, 
And falleth inio ano bath of ston, 
Wher chast Susanne, in times long gon 
Was wont to wash her bodic and Jim. 
Mickle vertue hath that stremo, 
As yo shall se er that ye pas, 
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Ensample hy this little glas, 

‘Chrough nightés cold and dayés hote, 
Tidorwaid I haye it brought ; 

Hath a wife mado slip or slide, 

Or a maiden stepp’d aside, 

Puttoth this water under hor nese, 
Wold she nold she, she shall snese,’ 


Tho jest, as tho reader skilful in the antique language of the 
drama must af onee perceive, turned on the same pivot as in 
the old minstrel tales of the Drinking-Horn of King Arthur 
and the Mantle made Amiss, But tho audienco were neither 
learned nor oritical enough to challenge its want of ovigiuality, 
Tho potent rolic was, after such grimace and buffoonory as 
bofitted the subject, presented successively to each of the femalo 
personages of the drama, not one of whom sustained the sup- 
posed test of discretion ; but, to the infinite delight of the 
audience, sneezed much louder and longer than perhaps they 
themeelves had counted on, ‘Tho jest scemed at last worn 
threadbare, and the pardoner was passing on to some now 
pleasantry, whon the joster or clown of the drama, possessing 
himself scorotly of the phinl which contained the wondrous 
liquor, applied it suddenly to the nose of a young woman, 
who, with her black silk muffler, or sorcen, drawn ovor her 
face, was sitting in the foremost rank of the spectators, intent 
npperentty upon the business of the stage, Tho contents 
of the phial, woll calculated to sustain the credit of the 
pardonor’s legend, seb tho damsel a-sneezing violently, an ad- 
mission of frailty which was received with shouts of rapture 
by tho audionce. These were soon, however, ronewed at the 
oxpenso of the jestor himself, when tho insulted maiden oxtri- 
cated, oro the paroxysm was well ovor, ono hand from the folds 
of hor mantle, and bestowed on the wag e buffet, which made 
him reel fully his own length from the pardonor, and then 
acknowledgo tho favour by instant prostration. 

No ono pitics a joster overcomo in his vocation, and the 
clown mot wtth little sympathy when, rising from tho ground 
and whimporing forth his complaints of harsh treatment, he 
invoked tho assistance and sympathy of tho audience. But 
the chamborlain, fecling his own dignity insulted, ordered two 
of his halberdiors to bring the culprit before him, When these 
official porsons first approached the virago, she threw horself 
into an attitude of firm defiance, as if dotermined to resist their 
authority ; and from the samplo of strength and spirit which 
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‘she had already displayed, they showed no alacrity at oxecut- 
ing their commission. But on half a minute's reflection, the 
damsel changed totally her attitude and manner, folded her 
cloak around her arms in modest and maidon-liko fashion, and 
walked of her own accord to the prosenee of the great man, 
followed and guarded by tho two manful satellites, As sho 
moved across the vacant space, and moro ospocially ay she stoad 
at the footstool of the doctor's judgment-scat, tho maiden dis- 
covered that lightness and elasticity of stop, aud natural graco 
of mannor, which connoisseurs in female beauty know to be 
seldom divided from it. Moreover, her neat russct-colourcd 
jackot, and short petticoat of tho same colour, displayed a 
handsome form and a pretty leg, Her feattes were concealed 
by the screen; but the doctor, whose gravity did not prevent 
his pretensions to be a connoisseur of tho school we havo hinted 
at, sew enough to judge favourably of the picco by the sample. 

He began, however, with considerable austerity of manner, 
‘And how now, saucy quean !’ said tho medical man of office ; 
‘what have you to say why T should not order you to he ducked 
in the loch for lifting your hand to tho man in my presence?’ 

‘Marry,’ replied the culprit, ‘because I judge that your 
honour will not think the cold bath necessary for my com- 
plaints.’ 

‘A pestilent jade,’ said the doctor, whispering to Roland 
Greeme, ‘and I'll warrant her a good ono: her voice is as sweot 
as syrup. But, my pretty maiden,’ snid he, ‘you show us 
wonderful little of that coumtenanco of yours; le pleased to 
throw aside your muftler,’ 

‘T trust your honour will oxcuso mo till we are moro private,’ 
answered the maiden; ‘for 1 hava acquaintance, and t should 
like ill to be known in the country as the poor girl whom that 
scurvy knave put his jest upon,’ 

‘Fou nothing for thy good namo, my sweet littl modicum 
of candied manna!’ replied the doctor; ‘for [ protest to you, as 
Tam chamberlain of Lochleven, Kinross, and go forth, that tho 
chaste Susanna herself could not. have snuffed that elixir with- 
out sternutation, being in truth a curious distillation of recti- 
fied acetwm, or vinogar of tho sum, prepared by mine own hands, 
Wherefore, as thou sayest thou wilt, como to mo in private, 
and express thy contrition for te offenco whereof thou hast 
been guilty, I command that all for the present go forward as 
if no such interruption of the preseribed course had taken place,’ 

The damsel courtesied and tripped back to her place. ‘he 


THE ABBOT 280 


play proceedad, but if no longer attracted the attention of% 
Roland Greomo. 

The voico, the give, and what tho vail permitted to bo 
seen af tho neck and twesses, of the village damsol bore so 
strong a resemblance to those of Catherine Seyton that ho felt 
like ono bowildered in the mazes of a changeful and stupifying 
dream, The memorable scene of tho hostelry rushed on his 
vocolleotion, with all its doubtful and marvellous circumstances 
Wore the tales of enchantmont which he had read in romances 
realised in this extraordinary girl? Could she transport herself 
from tho walled and guarded Castle of Lochleven, moated with 
its broad lake (towards which he cast back a look as if to ascer- 
tain it was still im existence), and watched with such scrupulous 
care as the safety of a nation demanded. Could she surmount 
all theso obstacles, and make such careless and dangerous use 
of her liberty as to engage horself publicly in a quarrel in a 
village fair? Roland was unable to detormine whether the 
exortions which it must have cost ler to gain her freedom or 
the use to which she had put it rendered her the most un- 
accountable creature. 

Lost in these meditations, he kept his gaze fixed on the 
subject of them; and in every casual motion discovered, or 
thought ho discovered, something which rominded him still 
more strongly of Catherine Seyton. It occurred to him more 
than ones, indeed, that he might be deceiving himself by ex- 
aggerating some casual likeness into absolute identity. But 
thon the meeting at the hostelry of St. Michael’s returned to 
his mind, and it seemed in the highest degree improbable that, 
under such various circumstances, mere imagination should 
twice have found opportunity to play him the solf-samo trick. 
This time, however, ho dotormined to have his doubts resolved, 
and for this purpose ho sate during the rest of tho play like a 
groyhound in the slip, rendy to spring upon the hare the instant 
that sho was started. The damsel, whom he watched atten- 
tively lest she should csonpe in the crowd when tho spectacle 
was closed, vate as if perfectly unconscious that she was ob- 
served, But the worthy doctor marked tho direction of his 
oyes, and magnanimously suppressed his own inclination to 
become tho ‘Theseus to this Hippolyta, in deference to the rights 
of hospitality, which onjoined Ae to forbear interference with 
the pleasurable pursuits of his young friend. Te passed one 

or tivo formal gibes upon the fixed attention which the page 
paid to the unknown, and upon his own jealousy ; adding, how- 
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“ oyer, that if both were to be presented to the patient at once, he 
had little doubt she would think the younger man the sounder 
prescription. ‘I fear me,’ he added, ‘we shall have no news 
of the knave Auchtermuchty for some time, sinco the vermin 
whom I sent after him seem to have proved corbio-messengers, 
So you have an hour or two on your hands, Master Page; and 
as the minstrels are beginning to strike up, now that tho play 
is ended, why, an you incline for a dance, yonder is tho green, 
and there sits your partner, I irust you will hold me perfect in 
my diagnostics, since I see with half an eyo what disease you 
are sick of, and havo administered o pleasing remedy. 


Discernit sapiens res (as Chambers hath it) quas confundit asollus.’ 


The page hardly heard the end of the leamed adage, or the 
charge which the chamberlain gave him to be within reach, in 
case of the wains arriving suddenly, and soonor than expected, 
so eager was he at once to shake himself free of his learned 
associate and to satisfy his curiosity regarding the nnknown 
damsel. Yet, in the haste with which he made towards hor, he 
found time to reflect that, in order to secure an opportunity of 
conversing with her in private, hoe must not alarm her at first 
accosting her. He therefore composed his manner and gait, and 
advancing with becoming self-confidence before three or four 
country-fellows who wero intent on the same design, but knew 
not so well how to put the request into shape, he acquainted 
her that he, as the deputy of the venerable chamberlain, ro- 
quested the honour of her hand as a partner. 

‘The venerable chamberlain,’ said the damsel, frankly, reach- 
ing the page her hand, ‘does vory well to exercise this part of 
his privilege by deputy ; and I suppose the laws of tho revels 
leave me no choico but to accept of his faithful delegate,’ 

‘Provided, fair damsel,’ said the page, ‘his choico of a dole- 
gato is not altogether distasteful to you,’ i 

“OF that, fair six,’ replied the maiden, ‘T will tell you more 
when we have danced the first measure.’ 

Catherine Seyton had admirable skill in gestio‘lore, and was 
sometimes called on to danco for the amusement of hor royal 
mistress. Roland Greme had often been a spectator of her skill, 
and sometimes, at tho Queen’s command, Catherino’s partner 
on such occasions. He was, thereforo, porfectly acquainted with 
Catherine’s mode of dancing; and observed that his present 
partner, in grace, in agility, in quickness of car, and precision 
of execution, exactly resembled her, save that the Scottish jig 
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which he now danced with her required a more violent and 
rapid motion, and more rustic agility, than the stately pavens, 
lavoltag, and courantoes which ho had seen hor execute in the 
chambor of Queen Mary. The active duties of the dance left 
him little time for roflection, and none for conversation ; but 
whon their pas de deux was finshed, amidst the acolamations of 
tho villagors, who had soldom witnessed such an oxhibition, he 
took an opportunity, when they yielded up the green to another 
couple, to use the privilege of a partner, and enter into conversa- 
tion with the mysterious maiden whom he still held by the hand. 

‘Fair partner, may I not crave the name of her who has 
graced me thus far?’ 

*You may,’ said tho maiden ; ‘but it is a question whether 
T shall answer you,’ 

‘And why?’ asked Roland. 

‘Because nobody gives anything for nothing, and you can 
tell me nothing in return which T care to hea’ 

‘Could I not tell you my name and lineage, in exchange for 
yours? retuned Roland, 

‘No!’ answered the maiden, ‘for you know little of either,’ 

‘How ?’ said the page, somewhat angrily. 

‘Wrath you not for the matter,’ said the damsel; ‘I will 
show you in an instant that I know more of you than you do 
of yourself’ 

‘Indeed!’ answered Greeme ; ‘for whom then do you take me?’ 

‘For the wild falcon,’ answored she, ‘whom a dog brought in 
his mouth to a corlain castle, when he was but an unfledged 
eyas ; for the hawk whom men dare not lob fly, lest, he should 
check at game and pounce on carrion; whom folk must keep 
hooded tul he has the proper light of his yes, and can discover 
good from ovil,’ 

‘ Well—bo it so,’ vopliod Roland Grame ; ‘1 guoss at a part 
of your parable, fair mistross mine; and perhaps I know as much 
of you as you do of me, and can well dispense with the informa- 
tion which yon are so niggard in giving’ 

“Prove that,’ said the maiden, ‘and I will give you eredit for 
more penetration than I judged you to bo gifted withal.’ 

‘Tt shall be proved instantly,’ said Roland Greme, ‘The 
first letter of your name is § and the last N’ 

‘ Admirable |’ said his partner ; ‘guess on, 

‘Té pleasos you to-day,’ continued Roland, ‘to wear the snood 
and kirtlo, and perhaps you may be seen to-morrow in hat and 
feather, hose and doublet.’ 
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‘Tn the clout !—in tho clout! you havo hit the very white,’ 
snid the damsel, suppressing a great inclination to laugh, 

‘You can switch men’s eyes out of thoir heads, as well as the 
hearts out of their bosoms.’ : 

Theso last words wero uttered in a low and tendor Lone, 
which, to Roland’s great inortification, and somowhat to his dis- 
pleasure, was so far from allaying, that it gveatly increased, his 
partner’s disposition to laughter, Sho could scareo compose 
herself while sho replicd, ‘If you had thought my hand so 
foimidable,’ oxtricating it from his hold, ‘you would not have 
grasped it so hard; but I perceive you know me so fully that 
there is no occasion to show you my face,’ 

‘Fair Catherino,’ said the page, ‘he were unworthy ever to 
have seen you, far less to have dwelt s0 long in tho samo 
service, and under the same roof with you, who could mistake 
your air, your gesture, your step in walking or in dancing, tho 
turn of your neck, the symmetry of your form: none could ba 
so dull as not to recognise you by so many proofs; but for me, 
T could swear even to that tress of hair that escapes from under 
your muffler.’ 

‘And to the face, of course, which that muffler covors,’ said 
the maiden, removing her veil, and in an instant endeavouring 
to replace it. She showed the featwres of Catherine; but an 
unusual degree of petulant impationco inflamed them when, 
from some awkwardness in her managoment of the muffler, she 
was unable again to adjust it with that dexterity which was a 
principal accomplishmont of the coquettes of the time. 

‘The fiend rive the rag to tattors |’ said the dameol, ag the 
veil fluttered about her shoulders, with an accent so earnost 
and decided that it made the page start. To looked again at 
the damsel’s face, but the information which his eyes received 
was to the samo purport as before, JTe assisted her to adjuat 
her muffler, and both were for an instant silont. Tho damsel 
spoke first, for Roland Graeme was overwhelmed with surprise 
at the contraricties which Cathorine Soyton seemad to inoludo 
in her person and character, . 

‘You are suyprised,’ said the damsel to him, ‘at what you 
see and hear. But tho times which mako females mon aro least 
of all fitted for men to become women ; yet you yoursolf aro in 
danger of such a change,’ 

‘T in danger of becoming cffeminato!’ said the page, 

‘Yes, you, for all the boldness of your reply,’ said the damsel.’ 
‘When you should hold fast your religion, because it is assailed « 
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7 
on all sides hy rebels, traitors, and heretics, you let it glide owt 
of your breast like wator grasped in the hand. If you are 
driven from tho faith of your fathers from fear of a traitor, is 
not that womanish? If you are cajoled by the cunning argu- 
ments of a trumpoter of heresy, or the praises of a Puritanic 
old woman, is not that womansh? If you are bribed by tho 

“hope of spoil and preferment, is not that womanish? And 
when you wonder at my venting a threat or an execration, 
should you not wonder at yourself, who, pretending to a gentle 
name, and aspiring to knighthood, can be at the same timo 
cowardly, silly, and solf-intcrested ?’ 

‘I would that a man would bring such a charge!’ said the 
pago; ‘he should see, ere his life was a minute older, whether 
ho had canse to term me coward or no.’ 

‘Beware of such big words, answered the maiden; ‘you 
said but anon that I sometimes wear hose and doublet,’ 

‘But remain still Catherine Scyton, wear what you list,’ said 
the page, cndeavourmg again Lo possess himeclf of her hand. 

Fon indeed are pleased to call me go,’ replied the maiden, 
ovading his intention, “but [ have many other names besides.’ 

‘And will you not 1eply to that,’ said the page, ‘by which 
you are distinguished beyond every other maiden in Scotland 7’ 

The damsel, unallured by his praises, still kept aloof, and 
sung with gaicty « verse from an old ballad— 


*O some do call me Jack, sweet love, 
And some do call me Gill ; 
» But when 1 ride to Hol: 1004, 
: My namo is Wilful Will.’ 
\ 

‘Wilful Will!’ exclaimed the page, impatiently ; ‘say rather 
Will o’ the Wisp—Jack with the Lantein, for never was such 
a docoitful or wandering meteor |’ 

‘Tf 1 be such,’ roplicd the maiden, ‘1 ask no fools to follow 
me,  [f they glo so, it is ab their own pleasure, and must be on 
their own. propor poril.’ 

‘Nay, but, deavost Catherme,’ said Roland Grame, ‘be for 
oe instant serious.’ 7 

If you will call mo your dearest Cathoine, when I have 
given you sa many names to choose upon,’ replied the damsel, 
‘1 would ask you how, supposmg ime for two or three hours of, 
my life escaped from yonder tower, you have the crnelty to 
ask me to be serious during the only merry moments I have 
soen perhaps for mouths ?? 
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a ‘Ay, but, far Catherine, there are moments of deop and 
true feeling which are worth ten thousand years of the live- 
liest mirth; and such was that of yesterday, when you so 
nearly —— 

‘So nearly what?’ demanded tho damsel, hastily, 

‘When you approached your lips so near to the sign you had 
traced on my forehead.’ 

‘Mother of Heaven!’ oxclaimed sho, in a yet fiercor Lone, 
and with a more masculine mafner than she had yet exhibited. 
‘Catherine Seyton approach her lips to a man’s brow, and thou 
that man! Vassal, thou liost !’ 

The page stood astonished ; but, conceiving ho had alarmed 
the damsel’s dolicasy by alluding to the enthusiasm of a moment, 
and the manner in which she had expressed it, ho endeayoured 
to falter forth an apology. Ilis excuses, though ho was unable 
to give them any regular shape, wore accepted by his com- 
panion, who had indeed suppressed her indignation after its 
first explosion. ‘Speal: no mote on’t,’ she said. ‘And now let 
Us part; our conversiition may attract more notice than 1s 
convenient for either of us.’ 

‘Nay, but allow mo at least to follow you to some sequestered 

lace.’ 
: ‘You dare not,’ replied the maiden. 

‘How,’ said the youth, ‘dare not? whore is it you daro go, 
where I dare not follow 4’ 

‘You fear a will o’ the wisp,’ said the damsol ; ‘how would 
am face a fiery dragon, with an enchantress mounted on its 
buck 3? y ‘ 

‘Like Sir Egor, Sir Grime, or Sir Greystoil,’ suid the page; 
‘but be there such toys to bo seon hero?’ 

‘I go to Mothor Nicnevon’s,’ aswored the maid; ‘and sho 
is witch enough to rein the horned dovil, with a red sill thread 
for a bridle, and 1 rowan-treo switch for a whip.’ 

‘J will follow you,’ said the page. 

‘Let it be at some distance,’ said the maidon. 

And wrapping hor mantle round her with more success than 
on her former attempt, she mingled with the throng, aud 
walked towards tho village, heedfully followed by Roland 
Graome at some distance, and under every precaution which he 
could use to prevent his purpose from being observed. 


CHAPTER XXVIII 


Yes, it is she whose yes look'd ou thy childhood, 
And watch'd with trembling hope thy dawn of youth, 
‘That now, with these samo cyehalls dram’ with age, 
And dimmer yet with teats, sees thy dishonou, 

Old Play. 


Av the entrance of the principal, or mdeed, so to speak, the 
only, strect in Kinross the damsel, whose steps were puisued by 
Roland Greeme, cast a glance behind her, as if to be certain he 
had not lost trace of her, and then plunged down a very narrow 
Jane-which ran betwixt two rows of poor and ruinous cottages, 
Sho paused for a second at the door of one of those miserable 
tenements, again cast her eye up the lane towards Roland, then 
lifted the latch, opened the door, and disappeared from his view. 

With whatever haste the page followed hor example, tho 
difficulty which he found in discovering the trick of the latch, 
which did not work quite in tho usual manner, and in pushing 
open the door, which did not yield to his first effort, delayed 
for & minute or two his ontranco into tho cottage. A dark and 
smoky passage led, as wsuel, botwixt tho oaterior wall of the 
houso and the ‘hallan,’ or clay wall, which served as a partition 
betwixt it and the intorior, At tho ond of this passage, and 
through tho partition, was a door leading into the ‘ben,’ or inner 
chamber of the cottage, and whon Roland Gremo’s hand was 
upon tho latch of this door, a female voice pronounced, ‘ Bene- 
dietus qui veniat in nomine Domini, damnandus qui tn nomine 
4nimict. On entering the apartment, he perceived the figure 
which tho chamberlain had pointed out to him as Mother Nie- 
noven, seated beside the lowly hearth. But there was no other 
person in the room. Roland Greeme gazed around in surprise 
ab the disappearance of Catherine Seyton, without paying much 
yogard to the supposed sorceress, until she attracted and riveted 
his regard by the tone in which she asked him——‘ What seckest 
thou here ?? 
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‘IT seek,’ sud the page, with much cmbarrassment—'1 
seck——’ 

But his answer was cut short when tho old woman, drawing 
her huge grey cycbrows sternly together, with a frown which 
knitted her brow into a thousand wrinklos, arose, and orecting 
horself up to her full natural size, tore the kerchief from her 
head, and seizmg Roland by the arm, mado two strides across 
the floor of the apartment ¢o a small window through which 
the hight fell full on hor face, and showed the astonished youth 
the countenance of Magdalen Graeme. ‘Yes, Roland,’ she said, 
‘thine eyes decoive thee nat: they show thee truly tho features 
of her whom thou hast thyself decoived, whose we thou hast 
tumed into gall, her bread of joyfulness into bitter poison, her 
hope into the blackest despair. IL is she who now demands of 
thee, what seekest thou here?—sho whoso heaviest sm towards 
Ileavon hath been, that she loved thee even better than tho 
weal of the whole church, and could not without reluctance 
surrender thee even in the cause of God—sho now asks you, 
what scekest thou here?’ 

While she spoke, she kept her biond black eye 11veted on 
the youth’s face, with the expression with which the ongle 
regards his prey ere he tears it to pieces. Roland felt himsolf 
at the moment incapable either of reply or evasion. ‘This oxtira- 
ordmary enthusiast had preserved over him in some measure 
the ascendency which she had acquired durmg his childhood ; 
and, besides, he knew the violence of hor passions and hor 
impatience of contradiction, and was sensible that almost any 
reply which he could make was likely to throw her into’ an 
eostasy of rago. Ite was thorefore silont; and Magdalon Grmmo 
proceeded with mereasmg onthustasm in her apostrophe Oneo 
more, what seok’st thon, falso boy }—seck’st thou the honour 
thon hast renouneed, the faith thou hist abandoned, the hopes 
thou hast destroyed? Or didst thon seek mo, the solo protect+ 
ress of thy youth, the only paront whom thou hast known, 
that thou mayst trample on my gicy hairs, even‘as thou hast. 
aheady tiampled on the best wishes of my heart ?? ‘ 

‘Pardon me, mothor,’ said Roland Gremo; ‘but, in truth 
and reason, I deservo not your blame. I have been treated 
amongst you—ovon by yourself, my revered parent, as well ag 
by othors—as one who lacked the common attributes of firods 
will and humen reason, or was at least deemed unfit to oxerciga: 
them, A land of enchantment have T been led into, and spells: 
have been cast around me—every one has met mo in disguises. 
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every one has spoken to me in paables—I have been like one 
who walks in a weary and bewildering dream; and now you 
blame me that I have not the sense, and judgment, and steadi- 
noss of a waking, and a disenchanted, and a reasonable man, 
who knows what he is domg, and wherefore he does it! If one 
must walk with masks and speetres, who waft themselves from 
placo to place as it were in vision rathor than reality, it might 
shake the soundest faith and turn, the wisest head. I sought, 
sinco I must needs avow my folly, the seme Cathorine Seyton 
with whom you mado mo fist acquainted, and whom I most 
sliangely find in this villago of Kinross, gayest among the 
revellors, when I had but just left her in the well-guarded 
Castle of Lochleven, the sad attendant of an imprisoned Queen. 
I sought hor, and in her placo J fiid you, my mother, more 
strangely disguised than even she is.’ 

‘And what hadst thon to do with Catherme Seyton?’ said 

“the matron, sternly; ‘is this a time or a world to follow maidens, 

or to danco around a Maypolo? When the trumpet summons 
every truc-hearted Scotaman around tho standard of the tue 
sovercign, shalt thou ba found loitering m a lady’s bower?’ 

‘No, by Heaven, nor imprisoned in the rugged walls of an 
island castle!’ answered Roland Giemo, ‘I would tho blast 
were to sound ovon now, for I fear that nothmg less lond will 
dispel the chimerical visions by which | am surrounded,’ 

‘Doubt’ not that it will bo winded,’ said the matron, ‘and 
that, so fearfully loud, that Scotland will nevor hear tho like 
“until the last and loudest blast of all shall announce to moun. 
tain and to valloy that timo is no more. Meanwhile, be thou 
but bravo and constant. Serve God, and honour thy sovereign, 
Abido by thy religion, T cannot—tI will not—I dare not ask 
thee the truth of the torrible surmises 1 have heard touchmg 
thy fwling away—perfoot not that accursed sacrifice ; and yel, 
oyon wb tus lato how, thou maysb bo what 1 have hoped for, 
tha son of ury dontest hopa. What say 1? The son of my haps? 
Thou shalt be the hope of Scotland, her boast and her honour ! 
Evon thy wildest and most foolish wishes may perchance bo 
fulfilled, IT myht blush to minglo mennor motives with the 
noble guerdon I hold out to thee. It shames me, boing such 
ag [ am, to mention tho idle passions of youth, save with 
contempt and the purpose of censure. But we must bribe 
childvon to wholesome medicine by the offer of cates, and 
youth to honourable achievement with the promise of pleasure. 
Mark me, therefore, Roland, ‘The love of Catherine Seyton 
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‘ will follow him only who shall achieve the frecduin of her 
mistress; and bolicve, it may be ono day in thinc own power 
to bo that happy lover. Cast, thoreforo, away doubt and foo, 
‘and prepare to do what religion calls for, what thy countay 
domands of thoe, what thy duty as a subject and as a servant 
alike require at your hand; and he assured, oven the tdlest or 
wildest wishes of thy heart will be most readily attained by 
following tho call of thy duty.’ 

As sho coased sponking, a double knook: was heard aguinst 
tho imor door. ‘The matron, hastily adjusting hor mufflor 
and vesuming hor chair by the heart), domanded who was 
there, 

‘ Salve iw nomane sancto,’ was answored from without, 

‘ Salvete et vos,’ answored Magdalen Greome. 

And a man entered in the ordinary dyoss of n nobleman’s 
rotainer, wearing at his girdle a sword and buckler, ‘I sought 
you,’ said he, ‘my mother, and him whom I see with you,’ 
Then addressing himself to Roland Graeme, he said to him, 
‘Hast thou not a packet from George Douglus?’ 

‘T havo,’ said the page, suddenly recollecting that which had 
been committed to his chargo in the morning, ‘but I may nob 
deliver it to any one without some token that thoy have a right 
to ask it,’ . 

‘You say well,’ replied the scrving-man, and bine nai into 
his ear, ‘The packet which I ask is the report to ‘his father, 
will this token suffice ?’ 

‘It will” replied the page, and taking the packot from his 
bosom, gave it to the man, 

‘T will return presently,’ said tho sorving-man, and loft the 
cottage. . 

Roland had now sufficiontly recovered his surpriso to nevost 
his rolativo in turn, and request to know the reason why he 
found her in so procarious a disguise, and a place so dangorous: 
‘You cannot be ignorant,’ he said, ‘of the hatred that the 
Lady of Lochloven bears to those of your—that is of,our religion; 
your present disguise Inys you open to suspicions of a different 
kind, but inforring no less hazard; and whother as a Catholic, 
or ag a sorcoress, or as a friend to the unfortunate Queen, you 
aro in equal danger, if apprehonded within the bounds of 
the Douglas; and in the chamberlain who administers thoir 
authority you have, for his own reasons, an enomy, and a 
bittor ono,’ 

‘Tknow it,’ said the matron, hor oyes kindling with triumph ;- 

ri 


‘ 
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* T Knol that, vain of his schoolevaft and carnal wisdom, Luke 
Lundin viows with jealousy and hatred the blossings which the 
saints have conferred on my prayers, and on the holy relics, 
before the touch, nay, before the bare presence, of which disease 
and death have so often been known to retreat. I know ho 
would rend and tear me; but theve is a chain and a muzzle on 
the ban-dog that shall restrain his fury, and the Master's servant 
shall not be offended by him until the Master's work is wrought. 
When that hour comes, let the shadows of the evening descend 
on me in thunder and in tempest: the time shall be weleomo 
that relieves my eyes from seeing guilt, and my ears from 
listening to blasphemy. Do thou but be constant; play thy 
part us I have played and will play mine; and my release shall 
bo like that of a blessed martyr whose ascent to Heaven angels 
hail with psalm and song, while earth pursues him with hiss 
and with oxeciation.’ 

As she concluded, the serving-man again entered the cottage, 
and said, ‘All is well! the time holds for to-morrow night,’ 

‘What time? what holds?’ exclaimed Roland Greme, ‘I 
trust [have given the Douglas’s packet to no wrong-——’ 

‘Content yourself, young man,’ answered the serving-man ; 
‘thou hast my word and token.’ 

‘T know not if the token bo right,’ said the page; ‘and [ 
cave nob much for the word of a stranger.’ 

‘What,’ said tho matron, ‘although thou mayst have given 
a packet dolivered to thy chaige by one of the Queon’s rebels 
into the hand of a loyal subject—there were no great mistake 
in that, thou hot-biained boy !? 

‘By St. Andrew, there were foul mistake, thongh,’ answered 
tho page ‘it is the very spirit of my duty, m this first stage 
of ohivalry, 40 bo faithful to my trust; and had the devil 
givon me a mossago to dischargo, I would not—so I had plighted 
ee faith to the contrary—hetray his counsel to an angel of 
light. 

. ‘Now, by yho lovo I once Vora thee,’ said the matron, ‘1 
could slay thea wilh mine own hand, when I hear thee talk of 
a dearer faith being due to rebels and heretics than thou 
owest to thy chinch and thy prinee !’ 

Bo pationt, my good sister,’ said the serving-man; ‘T will 

ivo him such reasons as shall counterbalance the seruples 
which besot him: the spirit is honourable, though now it may 
be mistimed and misplaced. Follow me, young man,’ 

‘Ere I go to call this stranger to a reckoning,’ said the page 
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to the matron, ‘is there nothing [ can do for your comfort aud 
sufoty 7” 

‘Nothing,’ she replicd—‘ nothing, save what will lead more 
to thy own honour: the saints who have protected me thus 
fay will lend mo suecour as I need it. Tread the path of 
glory that is bofoie theo, and only think of me as the creature on 
carth who will bo most delighted to hear of thy fame. Follow 
tho strangor ; he hath tidings for you thet you little expect.’ 

The strangor remtined on the threshold us if waitmg for 
Roland, and as soon as ho suw him put himself in motion he 
moved on before at a quick pace. Diving still deopor down tho 
lane, Roland perceived that it was now bordered by buildings 
npon the one side only, and that the othor was fonved by x 
high old wall, ovor which some treos oxtonded their branches, 
Descending a good way father, they came to a small dooy in 
the wall. Roland’s guido paused, looked around for an instant 
to see if any one wore within sight, thon taking a koy from 
his pocket, opened tho door and entered, making a sign to 
Roland Graeme to follow hin. Te did so, and tho stranger 
looked the door carefully on tho inside, During this operation 
the page had a moment to look around, wid porcoived that he 
was in a small ochid vory trimly kopt. 

Tho strangor led him through an ulloy or two, shaded by 
trees loaded with summor-fiuit, into a plenchod arbom, where, 
taking tho turf-seat which was on tho one side, he motioned to 
Roland to occupy that which was opposite to him, and, after 
a momentary silonce, oponed the conversation as follows: ‘You 
have asked a botter warrant Lhan tho word of a moro stranger 
to satisfy you that T havo tho anthorily of Georgo of Douglas 
for possessing myself of the packot ontrusted Lo yowr charge? 

‘lt is procisuly the point on whioh I demand vockoning of 
you,’ said Roland. ‘1 fou I have acted hastily ; if so, I must 
redeum my onor ns | best my.’ 

‘You hold mo then as a perfeeb slrangor?? said the man, 
‘Look ab my face more atlentively, and seo if tho features do 
not resomblo those of & mun much known to you formorly,’ 

Roland gazed attentively ; but the ideas recalled to his mind 
wore $0 inconsislent with the mew and servile dross of the 
person before him that he did not venture to express the 
opinion which he was irresistibly induced to forn, ‘ 

‘Yes, my son,’ snid the stranger, observing his embarrass, 
nent, ‘you do indeed seo before you the unfortunate Father 
Ambrosius, who once accounted his ministry crowned. in yout 


THE ABBOT 501 


presorvation from the snares of heresy, but who is now con- ~ 
demned to lament thee as a castaway |? 

Roland Greome’s kindness of heart was at least equal to his 
vivacity of Cemper: he could not bear to see his ancient and 
honoured master and sprritunl guide in a situation which in- 
ferred a change of fortune so melancholy, but, throwing himself 
ut his fegt, grasped his knees and wept aloud. 

‘What mean these tears, my son?’ said the abbot; ‘if they 
ave shed for your own sins and follies, surely they .are gracious 
showers, and may avail thee much; but weep not, if they fall 
on my account. You indeed see the superior of the com- 
munity of St. Mary’s in the dross of a poor sworder, who gives 
his master the use of his blade and buokler, and, if needful, of 
his life, for a coarse livery cont, and four marks by the year. 
But such a garb suits the time, and, in the period of the chireh 
militant, as well becomes her prelates as staff, mitre, and crosier 
in the days of the church’s triumph,’ 

‘By what fate,’ said the page—‘and yet why,’ added he, 
checking himself, ‘need I ask? Catherine Seyton in some 
sort prepared me for this. But that the change should be so 
absolute, the destruction so complete !’ 

‘Yea, my son,’ said the Abbot Ambrosius, ‘thine own eyes 
beheld, in my unworthy elevation to the abbots stall, the last 
especial act of holy solemnity which shall be seen in the church 
of St. Maxy’s, until it shall please Heaven to turn back the 
captivity of the church. For the present, the shepherd is 
amitten—ay, wellnigh to the earth, the flocks ave scattered, 
and the shrines of saints and martyrs, and pious benefactors 
to the church, are given to the owls of night and the satyrs of 
the desert,’ 

‘And your brother, the Knight of Avencel—could he do 
nothing for your protection ?” 

‘Ho himself hath fallon under the suspicion of the raling 
powers,’ said the abbot, ‘who avo as unjust to ther fends as 
thoy avo crvel to thoiy enomies. I could not grieve aj it, did 
T hopo it might estrange him from his course; but [ know the 
soul of Nalbort, and I rather fear it will drive him to prove 
his fidelity to their onhappy cause by some deed which may 
bho yeb more destructive to the church, and more offensive to 
Hoaven, Mnough of this; and now to the business of our 
smecting, T trust you will hold it sufficient if 1 pass my word. 
to you, that the packet of which you were lately the bearer 
;Was dosigned for my hands by George of Douglas?’ 
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‘Then,’ said tho page, ‘is George of Douglas—— 

“A truo friond to his Quoon, Roland ; and will soon, T tenet, 
havo his oyes oponod to the orrors of his—miscnlled—ohureh,’ 

‘But what is ho to his fxthor, and what to the Lady of 
Lochleven, who has beon asa mother to him?’ said the page, 
impatiently. 

“The bost friend to both, in time and through oternity, 
said the abbot, ‘if ho shall pove the happy instrument for 
redeeming the evil they have wrought, and aro still working.’ 

‘Still, said tho page, ‘T like not that pood sorvico which 
begins in breach of trust.’ 

‘I bDlamo not thy scruples, my son,’ paid the abbot; ‘but 
the time which has wrenched asunder the allegiance of Chris- 
tians to the church, and of subjects to thoir king, has dissolved 
all the lessor bonds of society ; and, in such days, mero human 
tics must no more restrain our progress than the brambles and 
briors, which catch hold of his garments, should delay tho path 
of a pilgrim who travels to pay his vows.’ 

‘But, my father-——’ suid the youth, und then stopt short 
in a hesitating manner, 4 

‘Speak on, my son,’ said the abbot—' speak without fear.’ 

‘Let me not offend you, then,’ said Roland, ‘when J answer, 
that it is even this which our adversaries charge against us, 
when thoy sey that, shaping the means according to the end, we 
ara willing to commit groat moral evil in order that we may 
work owt eventual good,’ 

‘The herotics havo played thoir usual wis on you, my son,’ 
said the abbot; ‘they would willingly doprivo us of tho power 
of acting wiscly and secretly, though their possession of superior 
force forbids our contending with them on the terms of equality, 
They havo reduced us to a state of exhausted wealneny, and 
now would fain prosoribe the means by which weakness, through 
all the rango of nature, supplies the lack of strongth, and 
defends itsolf against its potent onomios, As woll might the 
hound say to the hare, “Uso not these wily dumns,to oxcape mo, 
but contend with me in pitchod battle,” as Lhe armed and powor- 
ful heretic demand of the down-tvoddon and oppressed Catholio 
to lay asido tho wisdom of the serpent, by which alone they may 
again hope to raiso up the Jerusalem over which they weop, 
and which it is theiy duty torcbuild, But more of this hereafter, 
And now, my gon, T command thee on thy faith to toll me truly 
and particularly what has chanced to thee sinco wo parted, and 
what is the present state of thy conscience, Thy relation, ow 
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sistor Magdalen, is a woman of excellent gifts, blessed with a” 
zeal which neither doubt nor danger can quench ; but yet it is 
nota zeal altogether according to knowledge; wherefore, my son, 
I would willingly be myself thy interrogator and thy counsellor 
in these days of darkness and stratagem.’ 

With the respect which he owed to his first instructor, 
Roland Grame went rapidly through the events which the 
veader is acquainted with; and while he disguised not from 
tha prolate the impression which had been made ov his mind by 
the arguments of the preacher Henderson, he accidentally, and 
almost involuntarily, gave his father confessor to understand 
the influence which Catherine Seyton had acquired over him. 

‘Tt is with joy I discover, my dearest son,’ replied the 
abbot, ‘that I have arrived in time to arrest: thee on the verge 
of the precipice to which thou wert approaching. These doubts 
of which you complain are the weeds which naturally grow up 
ma strong soil, and require the careful hand of the husbandman 
to eradicate them. Thou must study a little volume, which J 
will impart to thee in fitting time, in which, by Our Lady’s 
grace, T have placed in somewhat a clearer light than hereto- 
fore the points debated betwixt us and these heretics, who sow 
among the wheat the same teres which were formerly privily 
mingled with the good seed by the Albigenses and the Lollards. 
But it is not by reason alone that you must hope to conquer 
these insinuations of the enemy, It is sometimes by timely 
resistance, but oftener by timely flight. You must shut your 
ears against the arguments of the heresiarch, when circumstances 
permit you not to withdraw the foot from his company. 
Anchor your thoughts upon the service of Our Lady, while he 
is oxpending in vain his heretical sophistry. Are you uneble 
to maintain your attention on Heavenly objets, think rather 
on thine own carthly pleasures than tempt Providence and the 
saints by giving an attentive ear to the erring doctrine: think 
of thy hawk, thy hound, thine angling-rod, thy sword and 
bucklor—think even of Cathorine Seyton, rather than give thy 
soul to the Mssons of the tempter, Alas! my son, boliove not 
that, worn out with woos, and bent more by affliction than by 
years, I have forgotten the effect of beauty over the heart of 
youth. von in the watches of the night, broken by thoughts 
of an imprisoned queen, a distracted kingdom, a church Jaid 
waste and ruinous, come other thoughts than these suggest, 
aud foelings which belonged to an earlier and happier course of 
life, Be it so—we must bear ovr load as we may ; and not in 
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‘vain are these passions implanted in our breast, since, as now 
in thy case, they may come in uid of resolutions founded npon 
higher grounds. Yet bewaye, my son—this Catherine Seyton 
is the daughtor of one of Scotlud’s proudest, as well as most 
worthy barons; und thy state may net suifor thee, as yot, to 
aspire so high. But thns it is— Heaven works its purposes 
through human folly, and Douglas's ambitious affection as 
well as thine shall contribute alike to the desired ond! 

‘How, my: father,’ suid the page, ‘my suspicions aro then 
ivne! Douglas Joves—— 

‘Tl doos ; and with a love as much misplaced as thine own 5 
but beware of him—eross him not—thwart him not,’ 

‘Lot him not cross or thwart me,’ said the page ; ‘fox T will 
not yield him an inch of way, had ho in his body the soul of 
evory Douglas that has lived since the time of the Dark Grey 
Man,’ * 

‘Nay, havo patience, idle boy, and reflect that your suit can 
nover intorforo wilh his. But « truco with those vanities, and 
let us better employ tho little space which still romains to us 
to spond together, To thy knees, my son, and resume the 
long-in¢errupted duty of confession, that, happon what may, 
tho hour may find in theo a faithful Catholio, relieved from tho 
guilt of his sins by authority of the Tloly Church. Could I but 
toll thee, Roland, the joy with which T seo theo once more pub 
thy knee to its best and fittest use! Quid dieds, mi fli ?? 

‘ Culpas meas,’ anawered the youth ; and, according to the 
ritual of the Catholic Church, ho confessed and recoived absolu- 
tion, 10 which wes annexed the condition of performing eertain 
enjoined ponances. 

When this religious coromony was ended, an old man, in the 
dress of a peasant of the better order, approached the arbour 
and greoted the abbot.  ‘T have waited the conclusion of your 
devotions,’ ho said, ‘to tell you the youth is sought after by , 
the chamberlain, and it were woll he should appoar without 
delay. Holy St. Mrancis, if tho halberdiors wore to seok him 
here, thoy might sorely wrong my gardon-plob they aro in 
office, and reck not whore thoy trend, wore exch step on 
jossamine and clove-gillyflowors.’ 

‘We will spoed him forth, my brother, said the abbot; 
“but, alas! is ib possible that such trifles should hve in your 
mind at a crisis so awful as that which is now impending?’ 

‘Revorond father,’ wswered the proprietor of the garden, foi 

* Seo Nato 21. 


THE ABBOT 305 


such ho was, ‘how oft shall I pray you to keep your Ingh 
counsel for high minds like your own? What have you 
vequired of me, that [ have not granted unvesistingly, though 
with an aching heat?’ 

‘I would require of you to be yourself, my brother,’ said tho 
Abbot Ambrosius: ‘to remember what you were, and to what 
your carly vows have bound you.’ 

‘I tell thee, Father Ambrosins,’ replied the gardoner, ‘the 
pationce of the best saint that ever said paternoster would be 
exhausted by the trials to which you have put mine, What 
T have beon, it skills not to soe 8 at present: no one knows 
better than yourself, father, what I renounced, in hopes to find 
case and quiet during the remainder of my days; and no one 
better knows how my retreat has been invaded, my fruit-trees 
broken, my flower-beds tradden down, my quiet frightened 
away, and my very sleep driven from my bed, since ever this 

oor Queen, God bless her! hath been sent to Lochleven, I 

Jame her not: being a prisoner, it is natural she should wish to 
gat out from so vile a hold, where there is scarcely any place 
even for « tolorable garden, and where the water-mists, as [am 
told, blight all the carly blossoms—I say, I cannot blame her 
for endeavouring for her freedom ; but why I should be drawn 
into the soheme; why my harmless arbours, that I planted 
with my own hands, should become places of privy conspiracy ; 
why my little quay, which I built for my own fishing-boat, 
should have become a haven for secret ombarkations ; in short, 
why I should be dragged into matters where both heading and 
hanging are like to be the issue, I profess to you, reverend 
father, Lam totally ignorant.’ ’ 

'My brother,’ answered tho abbot, ‘you are wise, and ought 
to know~—’ . 

‘T am not—T am not—I am not wise,’ replied the hortt- 
culinrist, pettishly, and stopping his ears with his fingers ; ‘T 
was never called wise, but when men wanted to engage me in 
some action of notorious folly,’ 

‘Rut, weyood lnother,’ said the abbot—— 

‘Tam not good, nother, seid the peevish gardenor—‘I am 
ngither good nor wiso. Tad I been wise, you would not have 
oon admitted hove; and were I good, methinks I should send 
you elsewhere to hatch plots for destroying the quiet of the 
country. What signifies disputing about queen or king, when 
men may sit at poace sub wmbra vitis sui? And so would I do, 
afler the precept of Toly Writ, were T, as you term me, wise or 
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good. But such as T am, my neck is in the yoko, and you 
make me draw what weight you list, Vollow mo, youngstor, 
‘This roverond fathor, who makes in his jack-man’s dross noarly 
ag revorond » figuro as I myself, will agreo with mo in ong 
thing at least, and that 1s, thet you Dayo beon Jong enough 
here.’ 

‘Follow the good father, Roland,’ said the abbot, ‘and 
yemomber my words—a day is approaching that will try the 
temper of all true Scotsmonf; may thy heart prove faithful as 
the stecl of thy blade !? 

Tho page bowed in silonce, and they parted; the gardener, 
notwithstanding his advanced ago, walking on before him very 
briskly, and muttoring as ho wont, partly to himsclf, partly to 
his companion, after tho manner of old men of weakenod 
intollects, ‘Whon I was groat,’ thus ran his maundoring, 
‘and had my mule and my ambling palfrey at command, ft 
warrant you I could have as woll flown through the air ag havo 
walked at this paeo. I had my gout and my rhoumatios, and 
an huadred things besides, that hung fetters on my heels ; and 
now, thanks to Our Lady and honest labour, I can walk with 
any good man of my ago in tho kingdom of Vifo, Fy upon it, 
that experience should be so long in coming |’ 

As he was thus muttering, his eyo fell upon the branch of a 
peat-treo which drooped down for want of support, and at once 
forgetting his haste, the old man stopped aud sot seriously 
about binding it up. Roland Greeme had both readiness, nent 
nass of hand, and good-nalure in abundance: he immodiataly, 
lent his aid, and in a minute or two the bough wag suyfportod, , 
atd tied up in a way porfootly satisfactory to the old man, who 
looked at it with great complaisance, “They are borgamots,’’ 
ho said, ‘and if you will-come ashore in autumn, you shell 
taslo of them; tho like are not in Lochloven Qnaile. ‘The’ 
garden thero is a poor pinfold, and the gardener, Tlugh Toul?! 
ham, hath httle skill of his oraft; so come ushore, Muster Page, 
in Autumn, when you would oat pews. But what am I thinks 
ing off ore that timo come, thoy may hove giftar thee sount{ 
pears for plums. ‘Take an old man’s advice, youth, one who3 
hath seon many days, and sat in higher places than thou canst’ 
hopo for: bond thy sword into a pruning-hook, and make si 
dibble of thy daggor—thy days shall be tho longer, and thys 
health the bettor for iti—nnd como to aid me in my gardon 
and I will teach theo the real French fashion of “imping,” which 
the Southron call grafling. Vo this, and do it without Toga, of : 
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time, for there is a whirlwind coming over the land, and only 
those shall escape who lie,too much beneath the storm to have 
their boughs broken by it.’ 

So saying, he dismissed Roland Grame through a different 
door from that by which he had entered, signed a cress and 
pronounced a denedicite as they parted, and then, still mutter 
ing to himself, retived into the garden, and locked the door on 
the inside. * 


CIIAPTER XXIX 


Pray Gow sho prove not masculine oro long | 
Kang Henry IP, 
Disatssep from the old min’s gardon, Roland Gremo found 
that a grassy paddock, in which sumitored two cows, the pro- 
perty of the gardener, still soparated him from tho village, ITo 
paced through it, lost in meditation upon the words of the 
abbot. Father Ambrosius had, with suceess enough, exerted 
over him that powerful influence which tho guardians and in- 
structors of our childhood possoss over our more mature youth, 
And yot, when Roland looked back upon what the fathor had 
said, he could not but suspect that ho had rathor sought to 
evade entering into tho controversy betwixt tho churches than 
to repel the objections and satisfy the doubts which the 
lectures of Henderson had excited. ‘For this he had no timo,’ 
said the page to himself, ‘neither huve 1 now calmness and 
learning sufficient to judge upon points of such magnitude, 
Besides, it wore baso to quit my faith whilo the wind of fortune 
sels against it, unless T wore so placed that my convorsion, 
should it take placo, wore freo us light from the linputation of 
solf-intorest. [ was bred a Catholio—bred in the faith of 
Bruco and Wallaco—T will hold that faith till time and reason 
shall convince mo that it ons, I will serve this poor Queen as 
a subject should servo an imprisoned and wronged sovereign. 
They who placed ino in her sorvico have to binmo themsolves ! 
they sont me hither, a gontloman trained inethe paths of 
loyalty and honour, whon thoy should havo sought oub somo 
truckling, cogging, dowblo dealing knave, who would havo been 
at once the observant page of the Queen and tho obsequious 
spy of her cnemios, Since I must choose botwixt aiding and 
betraying her, I will decide as becomes hor servant and her 
subject ; but Cathorine Seyton—Cathorine Soyton, beloved by 
Douglas, and holding me on or off as the intervals of her 
leisure or caprico will permit—how shall I deal, with, the 
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coquette ? By [Leaven, whon I neat have an opportunity, she“ 
shall render mo some reason for her conduct, or I will break 
with her for ever !? 

As he formed this doughty resolution, he crossed the stile 
which led out of the little inclosure, and was almost immediately 
greeted by Dy, Luke Lundin. 

‘Ha! my most excellent young friend,’ sad the doctor, 
‘from wheneo come you?—but I note the place. Yos, neigh- 
bour Blinkhoolio’s garden is a pleagant vendezvous, and you ave 
of the age when lads look after a bomny lass with ono eye and, 
a dainty plum with another. But hey! you look subtriste and 
melancholic: I fear the maiden has proved cruel, or the plums 
unripe; and surely, I think neighbour Blinkhoolie’s damsons 
can scarcely have been well preserved throughout the winter— 
ho spares the saccharine juice on his confects. But cowage, 
vaan, there are more Kates in Kinross; and for the immature 
fruit, & glass of my double distilled agua merabilis! probatum 
est, 

The page darted an ireful glance at the facetious physician ; 
but prosently recollecting that the name ‘ Kate,’ which had pro- 
voked his displeasure, was probably but introduced for the sake 
of alliteration, he suppressed his wrath, and only asked if the 
wains had boon heard of. 

‘Why, I have been seeking for you this hour, to tell you that 
tho stuff is in your boat, and that the boat waits your pleasure. 
Auchtermuchty had only fallen into company with an idle knave 
like himsclf, and a stoup of aquavite between them. Your 
hoatmen lio on. theiv oars, and there have already been made 
two wefts from the warder’s turret, to intimate that those in 
tho castle aro impatient for your return. Yot thoro ix time for 
you to tako a slight repast ; and, as your friend and physician, 
1 hold it unfit you should face the water-breeze with an empty 
stomuwh,’ 

Roland Game had nothing for it but to return, with such 
gheox as ho might, to the place where his boat was moored on 
the beadh#fid resisted all offer of rofreshmont, although the 
dostor promised that he should prelude the collation with a 
yontlo appetisor—a decoction of herbs, gathored and distilled 
by himself, Indeed, as Roland had not forgotten the contents 
of his morning cup, 1t is possible that the recollection induced 
him to stand firm in his refusal of all food to which such 
au unpalatable preface was the preliminary, As they passed 
owards the boat (for the ceremomous politencss of the worthy 
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 chamborlam would not permit the page to go thither without 
attendance), Roland Giwme, amidst # group who scomod to bo 
assombled around a party of wandering nusicinns, distinguished, 
as he thought, the dress of Catherme Seyton, [fo shook lum- 
self oloar from his attendant, and at ond spring was in the midst 
of the crowd, and at the sule of the damsel. ‘Catherine,’ he 
whispored, ‘is 1b well for you to bo still here ?—will you not 
return to the castle?’ 7 

“To the’ dovil with your Catherines and your castles!’ 

sanswored tho maiden, snappishly, “havo you nob had tine 
onough aheady to get rid of your follus? Bogono! I dosire , 
not your farther company, und there will bo danger in thrust 
ing 16 upon mo’ 

‘Nay, but Wf there be danger, fairest Cathorine,’ rophed 
Roland, ‘why will you not alow me to sty and shave it with 
rout 
: SIntruding fool,’ said the maidon, ‘tho dangor is all on 
thino own side; tho myk 15, in pliin torms, that I striko theo 
on the mouth with the hilt of my dagger’ So saying, sho 
tumed haughtily fiom him, and moved through the oowd, who 
avo way mn some astonishmont ab tho masculine activity with 
which she forced her way among thom. 

Ag Roland, though much irritated, prepared to follow, he 
was giappled on the othor side by Doctor Luke Lundin, who 
reminded him of the loaded boat, of the two wefts, or signals 
with tho flag, which had beon mado from tho towor, of the 
danger of the cold breeze to an ompty stomach, and of tho 
yanity of spending more timo npon coy wonches and sour * 
plums. Roland was thus, in a manner, dragged back to his 
fiat and obliged to launch her forth upon his rotwn to Loch- 
Teven Castlo, 

That little voyago was specdily accomplished, and the pyzo 
was greoted at the landing-pluco by tho sevore and caustio 
wolcomo of oll Dryfosdale. So, young gallant, you aro como 
at last, after a dolay of six hours, and alter two signals from, 
the case? But, | warrant, some idle junkoting “Tra deompiod 
you too deoply to think of your servico or your duty. Whorm 
1s the note of the plate and lousehold staf? Pray"Teavon it 
hath not boon dimmished undor the sleeveless caro of xo heod- 
leas a gadabout |’ 7; 

‘Diminished ee my caro, sir stoward # rotorled Lhe page, 
angrily ; ‘say so ih carnast, and by Heavon your grey hair shall 
hardly protect your saucy tongue |’ : 
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‘A truce with your swaggering, young esquire,’ returned the 
steward ; ‘wo have bolts and dungeons for mnawlers. Go to 
my lady and swagger before her, 1f thou darest; she will give 
thee proper cause of offence, for she has waited for thee long 
and impatiently.’ 

‘And where then is the Lady of Lochleven?? said the page; 
‘for I concerve it is of her thou speakest.’ 

‘Ay, of whom else?’ r1ephed Dryfesdale ; ‘or who besides the 
Lady of Lochleven hath a right to command in this castle 1’ 

‘The Lady of Lochleven is thy mustress,’ said Roland 
Greome, ‘but mine 18 the Queen of Scotland.’ 

The steward looked at him fixedly for a moment, with an 
air in which suspicion and dislike wee il concealed by an 
affectation of contempt. ‘'The bragging cock-chicken,’ he said, 
‘will betray himself by his rash cowing. I have marked thy 
altcyed manner m the chapel of late—ay, and your changing 
of glances at meal-time with a ceitain idle damsel, who, like 
thyself, langhs at all gravity and goodness, There is some 
thing about you, my master, which should be looked to. But, 
if you would know whether the Lady of Lochleven or that 
other lady hath right to command thy service, thou wilt find 
them together i the Lady Mary’s ante room.’ 

Roland hastencd thither, not unwilling to escape from the 
ill-natured penetration of the old man, and marvellmg at the 
sane time what peculiarity could have occastoned the Lady of 
Lochleven's being in the Queen’s apaitmont at this time of the 
afternoon, so much contiary to her usual wont, His acuteness 
instantly penetrated tho meaning, ‘She wishos,’ he concluded, 
"‘to sec the meeting betwixt the Queon and me on my return, 
that she may form a guess whethe: there is any private mtelli- 
gence or understanding betwixt us. I must be guarded.’ 

With this resolution he entered the parlour, where the 
/Qnoon, seated in her chair, with the Lady Flommg leaning 
‘upon the back of it, had aheady kept the Lady of Lochleven 
‘standing inher presence for the spaco of nearly an hour, to 
the manifest ineveaso of her very vistble bad-humour. Roland 
iGreome, on. entoring the apartment, made a deep obcisance to 
the Queon, and another to the lady, and then stood still ag if 
_to awatt their further question. Speaking almost together, the 
Lamy of Lochleven said, ‘So, young man, you aie returned at 
‘length?’ And then stopped indignantly short, while the Queen 
went on without regarding her—‘ Roland, you are welcome home 
tous; you have proved tho true dove and not the raven, Yet I 
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am sure J could have forgiven you if, once dismissed from this 
water-circled ark of ours, you had never again returned to us. 
I trust you have brought back an olive branch, for our kind 
and worthy hostess has chafed herself much on account of 
your long absence, and we never needed more some symbol of 
peace and reconciliation.’ 

‘T grieve I should have been detained, madam,’ answered 
the page; ‘but, from the delay of the person entrusted with 
the matters for which I was sent, I did not receive them till 
late in the day,’ 

‘See you there now,’ said the Queen to the Lady Lochleven ; 
‘wo could not persuade you, our dearest hostess, that your 
houschold goods were in all safe keeping and surety. True it 
is, that we can excuse your anxiety, considering that these 
august apartments are so scantily furnished that we have not 
been able to offer you even the relief of a stool durmg the long 
time you have afforded us the pleasure of your society.’ 

‘The will, madam,’ said the Iady-—‘ the will to offer such 
accommodation was more wanting than the means,’ 

‘What!’ said the Queen, looking round, and affecting 
surprise, ‘there are then stools in this apartment—one, two— 
no less than four, including the broken one—a royal garniture ! 
We observed them not; will it pleaso your ladyship to sit?’ 

‘No, madam, I will soon relieve you, of my presence,’ replied * 
the Lady Lochleven; ‘and, while with you, my aged limbs oan 
still better brook fatigue than my mind stoop to accept of con- 
strained courtesy.’ 

‘Nay, Lady of Lochleven, if you take it so deeply,’ seid the 
Queen, rising and motioning to her own vacant chair, ‘I would 
yather you assumed my seat; you are not the first of your 
family who has done so,’ 

The Lady of Lochleven courtesicd a negative, but seamed , 
with much difficulty to suppress the angry answer which rose 
to her lips. 

During this sharp conversation, the pago’s aljaation had, 
been almost entirely occupied by the entrance of Catherine ; 
Seyton, who came from the inner apartment, in the usual dressii; 
in which she attended upon the Queen, and with nothing in her + 
manner which marked either the hurry or confusion incident to * 
a hasty change of disguise or the conscious fear of detection in + 
a perilous enterprise. Roland Grame ventured to make her an , 
obeisance as she entered, but she returned it with an air of the! 
utmost indifference, which, in his opinion, was extremely inegp-,; 
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nistent with the circumstances in which they stood towards cael? 
other. ‘Surely,’ he thought, ‘she cannot in reason expect to 
bully me out of the belief due to mine own eyes, as she tried to 
do concerning the apparition in the hostelry of St. Michael's, I 
will try if I cannot make her feel that this will be but a vain 
task, and. that confidence in me is the wiser and safer course to 
pursue,’ 

These thoughts had passed ranidly through his mind, when 
the Queen, having finished her altercation with tho lady of the 
castle, again addressed him—‘ What of the revels at Kinross, 
Roland Graeme? Methought they weve gay, if L may judge from 
some faint sounds of mirth and distant music which found their 
way so far as these grated windows, and died when they entered 
them, as all that is mixthful must. But thon lookest as sad as 
if thou hadst coma from a conventicle of the Huguenots !? 

‘And so perchance he hath, madam,’ replied the Lady of 
Lochleven, at whom this side-shaft was launched. ‘I trust, amid 
yonder idle fooleries, there wanted nob some pouring forth of 
doctrine to « better purpose than that vain mirth which, bluzinfg 
and vanishing like the crackling of dry thorns, leaves to the 
fools who love it nothing but dust and ashes.’ 

‘Mary Fleming,’ said the Queen, turning round and drawing 
her mantle about hor, ‘I would that we had the chimney-grate 
supplied with a fagot or two of these same thorns which the 
Lady of Lochleven describes so well. Methinks tho damp air 
from the lake, which stagnates in these vaulted 100ms, venders 
them deadly cold.’ 

‘Your Grace’s pleasure shall be obeyed,’ said the Lady of 
Lochleven ; ‘yes may I presume to remind you that we me 
now m summer 9? 

‘I thank you for the information, my good lady,’ said tha 
Queen; ‘for prisoners botter learn their calendar from the 
mouth of their jailor than from any change they themselves 
feol in the seasons. Once more, Roland Greme, what of the 
revels 2" 

‘They were gay, madam,’ said tho page, ‘but of the usual 
sort, and little worth your Highness's ear? 

0, you know not,’ said the Queen, ‘how very indulgent my 
ear has become to all that speaks of freedom and the pleasuros 
of the free. Methmks I would rather have seen the gay villagers 
dance their ring round the Maypole than have witnessed tho 
nost~gtately masques within the precincts of a palace. The 
abronofe of stone walls, the senso that the greon turf is under 
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the foot which may tread it free and unrestiained, 18 worth all 
* that art or splendour can add to more courtly revels.’ 

‘I trust,’ said tho Lady Lochleven, addressing the page in 
her turn, ‘there were amongst these follies none of the riots or 
disturbances to which they so naturally lead?’ 

Roland gave a slight glance to Catherine Seyton, as if to 
bespeak her attention, as he replied, ‘I witnessed no offence, 
madam, worthy of marking—one indeed of any kind, save that 
2 bold damsel made her hand somewhat too familar with tho 
cheok of a player-man, and ran some risk of being ducked in the 
lake.’ 

As ho uttered these words he cast a hasty glance at Catherines 
but she sustained, with the utmost seremty of manner and 
countenance, the hint which ho had deemed could not haye 
been thrown out before her without exciting some fear and 
vonfusion, : 

‘I will cumber your Giace no longer with my presence,’ 
said the Lady Lochleven, ‘unless you have aught to com- 
niand me,’ 

‘Nought, our good hostess,’ answered the Queen, ‘ unless it 
be to pray you, that on another occasion you deem it not need- 
ful to postpone your better employment to wait so long upon us’? 

‘May 1t please you,’ added the Lady Lochleven, ‘to command ,, 
this your gentleman to attend us, that I may receive some ; 
account of these matters which have been sent hither for your‘ 
Grace’s use ?” 

‘We may not refuse what you are pleased to require, madam,’ 
answered the Queen. ‘Go with the lady, Roland, if our com- 
mands be indecd necessay to thy doing so, We will hear to- 
morrow the history of thy Kinvoss pleasures. For this night 
we dismiss thy attendance.’ 

Roland Grame went with the Lady of Lochleven, who failed , 
not to ask him many questions concerning what had passed at’ 
the sports, to which ho rendered such answers as were most } 
likely to lull asleep any suspicions which she might gutertain * 
of his disposition to favour Queen Mary, taking especial caro to ? 
avoid all allusion to the apparition of Magdalen Graeme and of : 
the Abbot Ambrosius, At length, after undergoing a long and. 
somewhat close examination, he was dismissed with such ex- 
pressions as, coming from the reserved and stern Lady of Lo¢h-,* 
leven, might seem to express a degree of favour and countenangr 

His first care was to obtain some refreshment, whi oh a 
more cheerfully afforded him by a good-natured pantler hat 5 
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Dryfesdale, who was, on this occasion, much disposed to abid® 
hy tho fashion of Pudding-burn House, ‘vhero 


They who came not the first call 
Gat ‘no move meat till the noxt meal, 


When Roland Greme had finished his vepast, having his 
dismissal from the Queen for the evening, and being little in- 
clined for such socety as the castle afforded, he stole into tho 
starden, m which he had permissfon to spond hig leisure time, 
when it pleased him. In this place, the ingenuity of the con- 
trivor and dispover of the walks had exerted itself to make tho 
most of little space, and by sereens, both of stone ornamented: 
with rude sculpture and hedges of living green, had endeavoured 
to give as much mtticacy and varicty as the confined limits of , - 
the garden would admit. 

Hore the young man walked sadly, considering the events af 
the day, and comparing what had dropped from the abbot with 
what he had himself noticed of the demeanour of George Douglas. 
“Tt must be so,’ was the painful but inevitable conclusion at 
which he arrived—‘it must be by his aid that she is thus 
enabled, like a phantom, to transport herself from place to place, 
and to appear at pleaswre on the mainland or on the islet. It 

_ must be sa,’ he repeated once more ; ‘with him she holds a close, 
’ secret, and intimate correspondence, altogether inconsistent with 
ithe eye of favour which she has sometimes cast upon me, and 
destructive to the hopeswhich sho must have known these glances 
have necessarily inspired’ And yet (for love will hope where 
yeason deni) the thought rushed on his mind that ib was 
possible she only encouraged Douglas's passion so far as might 
serve hor mistress’s interest, and that she was of too frank, 
noble, and candid a nature to hold out to himself hopes which 
she meant not to fulfil. Loxt in theso various conjectures, ho 
seated himself upon a bank of turf, which commanded a view 
af the lake on the one side, and on the other of that front of 
, the castle along which the Queen’s apartments were situated, 
, ? Thersttf had now for some time sot, and the twilight of May 
was tapidly fading into a sereno night. On the lako, the ox- 
- panded water rose and fell, with the slightest and softest influ- 
once of & southern breeze, which scarcely dimpled the surface 
gover which it passed. In the distance was still seon the dim , 
“outline of the island of St. Serf, once visited by many asandalled 
‘pilgrim, as the blessed spot troddon by a man of God; now 
“nexleoted or violated, as the refuge of lazy priests, who had 
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Vith justice been compelled to give place to the sheep and the 
heifers of a Protestant baron. 

As Roland gazed on the daik speck, amid the lighter blue of 
the waters which surrounded it, the mazes of polemical discussion 
again stretched themselves before the eye of ‘his mind. Had 
these men justly suffered their exile as licentious drones, the 
robbers, at once, and disgrace of the busy hive ; or had the hand 
of avarice and 1apine expelled from the temple not the ribalds 
who polluted, but the faithful priests who served, the shrine in 
honour and fidehty ? Tho arguments of Henderson, in this con- 
templative hour, 10se with double force before him, and could 
scarcely be parried by the appeal which the Abbot Ambrosivs 
had made from his undorstanding to his feelings—an appeal 
which he had felt more forethly amid the bustle of stirring life 
than now when his reflections were more undisturbed. It re- 
quired an effort to divert his mind from this embarrassing topic ; 
and he found that he best succeeded by turning his eyes to 
the fiont of the tower, watching where a twinkling light still 
streamed from the casement of Catherine Soyton’s apartment, 
obscured by times for a moment, as the shadow of the fair in- 
habitant passed betwist the taper and the window. At length 
the light was removed or extinguished, and that object of specula- 
tion was also withdrawn from the eyes of the meditative lover, 
Daro I confess the fact, without injurmg his character for ever 
as a hero of romanco? ‘These eyes gradually became heavy ; 
speculative doubts on the subject of religious controversy, and 
anxious conjectures concerning the state of his mistress’s affec- 
tions, became confusedly blended together in his musings ; tho 
fatigues of a busy day provailed over the harassing subjects of 
contomplation which occupied his mind, and he fell fast asleep. 

Sound wore his slumbers, until they were suddenly dispelled 
by the iron tongue of the castle bell, which sent its deep and 
sullen sounds wide over the bosom of the lake, and awakened 
the echoes of Bennarty, the hill which descends steeply on its 
southern bank. Roland started up, for this bell was always 
tolled at ten o’clock, as the signal for locking the ci8tit’ gates, 
and placing the keys under the charge of the seneschal. Io 
therefore hastened to the wicket by which the garden com- 
municated with the building, and had the mortification, just as 
he reached it, to hear the bolt leave its sheath with a discordant 
orash, and enter the stone groove of the door-lintel. 

‘Hold—hold,’ cried the page, ‘and let me in ere you lock the 
wicket.’ 
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The voice of Dryfesdale replied from within, in his usual ton® 
of imbittered sullennoss, ‘The hour is past, fair master ; you like 
not the inside of these walls; ovon make it a complete holiday, 
and spond the night as well as tho day out of bounds,’ 

‘Open the door,’ exclaimed the indignant page, ‘or by St. 
Giles T will make thy gold chain smoke for it!’ 

‘Make no alarm here,’ retorted the imponctiable Dryfesdalo, 
‘but keep thy sinful oaths and silly threats for those that regard 
thom. IT do mine offico, and carry tho keys io the seneschal. 
Adieu, my young master! the cool night air will advantage your 
hot blood,’ 

The steward was vight in what ho said; for the cooling 
breezo was very necessary to appease the feverish fit of angey 
which Roland experienced, nor did the remedy suocced for some 
time. At length, after some hasty twns made through the 
gaidon, exhausting his passion in vain vows of vengeance, 
Roland Grame began to bo sensible that his situation ought 
rathor to be held as matter of laughter than of sorious resent- 
mont, ‘To ono bred a sportsman, a night spent in the open air 
had in it little of hardship, and the poor malice of tho steward 
seomod more worthy of his contempt than his anger. ‘I would 
to God,’ he said, ‘that the grim old man may always have 
contonted himself with such sportive rovenge, Ho often looks 
as ho were capable of doing us a darker turn,’ Returning, 
therefore, to the tuif-seat which he had formerly occupied, and 
which was partially sholtered by a trim feneo of green holly, 
ho drow his menile avound him, stretched himself at length on 
tho vordant settle, and ondeavoured to resume that sleep which 
tho castle boll had interrupted to so little purpose. 

Sleep, liko othor carthly blessings, is niggard of its favours 
whon most courted. The moro Roland invoked her aid, tho 
further sho fled from his eyclids. Io had been completely 
wakonod, first by the sounds of tho bell, and then by his own 
avousad vivacity of tompor, and he found it dificult again to 
compogo himself to slumber. At longth, when his mind was 
wearigt out with a maze of unpleasing meditation, he succeeded 
in coaxing himsolf into a broken yepose. ‘This was again 
dispelled by the voices of two persons who were walking in the 
garden, the sound of whose conversation, after mingling for 
some timo in the pago’s dreams, at length succeeded in awaking 
him thoroughly. He raised himself from his 1eclining posture 
in the utmost astonishment, which the circumstance of hearing 
two porsong at that late hour conyorsing on the outside of the 
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avatchfully guarded Castle of. Lochleven. was so well calculated: 
to excite, His first thought was: of. supernatural beings 5 his 
next, upon sore attempt on tho part of Quéen Mary's friends 
and followers; his last was that George of Douglas, possessed 
of the keys, and having the means of ingress and egress at! 
‘pleasure, was availing himself of his office to-hold a rendezvous.» 
with Catherine Seyton in the castle garden. He was confirmed 
in this opinion by the tone of the voice which asked in: low: 
whisper ‘Whether all was reddy?” : 


CHAPTER XXX 


Tn some breasts passion lies conceal’d and silent, 
Liko war's swart powder. in a castle vault, 
Until oecasion, like the linstock, lights it; 
‘Phen comes at once the lightning and the “under, 
And distant echoes tell that all is rent asunder, 

Old Play, 


Rotanp: Gramm, availing himself of a breach in the holly screen, 
cand of ‘the assistance of the full moon, which was now arisen, 
ada perfect opportunity, himself unobserved, to reconnoitre 
‘the persons and the motions of those by whom his vest had 
‘been thus unexpectedly disturbed ; and his observations con- 
‘firmed his jealous apprehensions, Phoy stood together in close 
4 “and: garnest conversation within four yards of the place of his 
a rate iat, and he could easily recognise the tall fori and deep: 
oe of Douglas, and the no-less remarkable dregs and tone of 

he-page at the hostelry of St. Michael’s, 

‘Ihave beon at the door of the pago’s apartment,’ said 

nglas, ‘but ho is not there, or he will not answer. Tt is fast, 
bolted ‘on tho inside, as is the cnstom, and we cannot prss 

vough it; and what his silence may bode I know not” 

You havo trusted him too far’ said tho other—'a feather: 

ended coxcomh, upon whose changeable. mind and. hot. brain 

hore is no anaking an abiding impression.’ ; 
“Téwas not [who was willing to trust him,’ said Douglas; 

= Abt. was assured he would prove friendly when culled upon, 

: for.’ Here hé spoke so low that Roland Jost: the tenor of 

his words, which was the more provoking as he was fully aware 

hat he was: himself the subject of their conversation. 

“Nay, replied the stranger, more aloud, ‘I havo-on my side 
ué ‘him off with fair words, which make Tools fain ; 3 but, now, 
nt “distrust. him ‘at the push, deal with wn. with your 
(geen; and #0 make open pussaze,’ 

That were too rash,’ said Douglas ; “and besides, ag 1 told. 
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sou, tho door of his apartment is shut and bolted. T will ossay 
again to waken him, 

Greme instantly comprehended that the ladies, having been 
somehow made aware of his being in the garden, had secured 
the door of the outer 200m in which he usually slept, as a sorb 
of sentinel upon that only access to the Queen’s apartments, 
But then, how came Catherine Seyton to be abroad, if the 
Queen and the other lady were stall within their chambers, and 
the access to them locked and bolted? ‘I will be instantly at 
the bottom of these mysteries,’ he said, ‘and then thank Mis. 
Catherine, if this be ically she, for the kind use which she 
exhorted Douglas to make of his dagger; they seck me, as T 
comprehend, and they shall not seck me in vain.’ 

Douglas had by this time re-entered the castle by the 
wicket, which was now open. The stranger stood alone in the 
garden walk, his arms folded on his breast, and his eyes cast 
impatiently up to the moon, as if accusing her of betraying 
him by the magnificence of her lustre. In a moment Roland 
Greme stood before him. ‘A goodly night,’ he said, ‘Mrs. 
Catherine, for a young lady to stray forth in disguise, and to 
meet with men in an orchaid 1’ 

‘Hush!’ said tho stranger page—‘hush, thou foolish patch, 
and tell us in a word if thou art friend or foe,’ 

‘Wow should I bo friend to one who deccives me by fair 
words, and who would haye Douglas deal with me with his 
poniad?’ replied Roland. 

‘The’ fiend receive George of Douglas and thee too, thou 
born madcap and sworn marplot!’ said the other; ‘wa shall 
be discovered, and then death is the word,’ 

‘Cutherine,’ said the page, ‘you have dealt falsely and 
eruelly with mo, and the moment of explanation is now come: 
neither it nor you shall escape me.’ 

‘Madman!’ seid the stranger, ‘I am neither Kate nor 
Catherine: the moon shines bright enough surely to know the 
hart from the hind.’ 

‘That shift shall nol serve you, fal: mistress,’ said the page, 
laying hold on the lap of tho stranger’s cloak ; ‘this time, ab 
least, I will know with whom I deal.’ 

‘Unhand me,’ said she, endeavouring to ovtricate herself 
from his grasp; and m a tone where mgor seemed to contond 
with a desive to laugh, ‘Use you so little discretion towards a 
daughtér of, Seyton ?’ 

But as Roland, encouraged perhaps by her risibilitysto sup- 
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pose his violence was not unpardonably offensive, kept hold on 
ler mantle, she said, in « sterner tone of unmixed resentment, 
‘Madman, Ict me go! thore is life and death in this momont. 
T would not willmgly hurt thee, and yet boware |? 
As she spoke, she made a sudden effort to escape, and in 
doing so a pistol which she carried in her hand or about her 
person wont off, 
This warhke sound instantly gwakened tho well-warded 
castle, The wardor blew his horn, and began to toll the castle 
bell, erying out at the same time, ‘Jy, treason |—treason) ory 
all !—ory all !? 
__ Tho apparition of Catherine Seyton, which the page had let 
loose ‘in the first moment of astonishment, vanished in dark- 
ness, but thesplash of oars was heard, and in a second or two 
five or six harquebusses and a falconet were fired from the 
battlements of the castle successively, as if levelled at some 
object on the water, Confounded with these incidents, no 
way for Catherine’s protection (supposing her to bo in the boat 
which he had heard put from the share) nceurred to Roland, 
save to have recourse to George ¢* Douglax, Ilo hastened for 
this purpose towards the apartmont of tho Queen, whence ho 
heard loud voices and much trampling of feet, When he 
ontered, ho found himself added to a confused and astonished 
group, which, assombled in that apartment, stood gazing upon 
oach other. At the uppor ond of the room stoad the Queon, 
equipped ag for a jouncy, and attended not only by the Lady 
Meming, but by tho omnipresent Cathorino Soyton, dressed in 
tho habit of her own sex, and bearing in hor hand the casket 
in which Mary kept such jewels as she had been permitted to 
rolwin. At the other end of the hall was the Lady of Loch- 
loven, hastily dressed, as ono startled from slumber by the 
sudden alarm, and surrounded by domestics, some bearing 
torches, others holding naked swords, partizens, pistols, or such 
other weapons as they had caught up in the hurry of a night 
alam. Betwixt these two parties stood George of Donglas, 
his avm#Tolded on his breast, his oyes bent on the ground, like 
a criminal who knows not how 4o deny, yet continues unwilling 
to avow, the gnilt in which he has been detected. 

‘Speak, George of Douglas,’ said the Lady of Lochleyen— 
‘apenk, and clear the horrid suspicion which rests on thy name, 
Say, ‘A Douglas was never faithless to his trust, and Jam a 
Douglas.” Say this, my dearest son, and it is all T a&k thee to 
ray to clekx thy name, even under such a foul charge. Say it 
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embracing the opportunity of froedom which sincere loyalt; 


+ seeuted of women ; and far from regretting that I, for a while, 
deceived the’ malice of her enemies, IT glor, 'y in-it,. and am most 


~ of Lochleven, ‘and enable me .to bear this load of ‘affliction | 


resolution was taken. ‘Leb no life be endangered for me, 


‘Speak not, I charge you.’ 


,of the Douglas line will.be outshone when one of its descend: 
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was but the wile of these. unhappy women and. this false boy 
which plotted an escape $0: fatal to Sedtland, so: destructive 
to thy father’s. house,’ 

‘Madam,’ said old Dryfesdale, the steward, “this much do.I 
say for this silly. page, that he could not be accessary to unloek-..: 
ing the doors, since I myself this night bolted him out-of the’. 
castle, Whoever limned this night-picce, the lad’s share init” 
seems to have been small.’ 

‘Thou liest, Dryfesdalo” snid the lady, ‘and wouldst throit 
the blame on thy master’s house, to save the worthless, life of ne 
a gipsy boy.’ 4 

* His death were moro desirable to me than his lilo,’ answi area i 
the steward, sullenly ; ‘but the truth is the trath.’ ; 

At these words, Douglas raised: his head, drew up his figure 
to its full height, and spoke boldly and sedutely, as one whose, 






















alone——’ 
‘Douglas,’ said the Queen, interrupting him, ‘art thou wad: 


‘Madam,’ he replied, bowing with the deepest respect, ‘gladly 
would I obey your commands, but they must have a victim, and 
let it be the true one, Yes, madam,’ he continued, addressing: 
the Lady of Lochleven, ‘I alone am guilty in this matter. 
the word of a-Douglas has yet any weight with you, beliey 
me that. this boy is ‘innocent ; and on your conscience I charg 
you, do him no wrong; nor jot the Queen suffer hardship’ for 





which.a sentiment yet deoper—offered to her acceptance, Yo 
Thad planned the escape of the most beautiful, the most yp 


willing to yield up life itself in hor cause,’ 
‘Now, may God have compassion.on my age,’ said. the. La 


O Princess, born in a Iuckless how, when will you ceaso to ‘be 
the instrument of seduction. and of ruin to all who %pproach 
you? 0 ancient house of Lochleven, famed so: long for -birth, 
and: honour, ovil was the how which brought the’ deceiver 
under thy. roof !’ 

‘Say-not.so, madam,’ replied her grandgon ;. ‘the old-honou 


ants dies for the, most injured of san the most. lovely. 
of women,’ . 
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‘Douglas,’ snid the Queen, ‘must I af this moment—ay, eves 
at this moment, when I may lose a faithful subject for ever— 
ghide theo for forgetting what is duc to me as thy queen?’ 

‘Wretched boy,’ said the distracted Lady of Lochloven, ‘hast 
thou fallén even thus far into the snaio of this Moabitish woman? 
—hast thou bartered thy name, thy allegiance, thy knightly 
oath, thy duty to thy parents, thy country, and thy Ged, for 
a feigned tear, or a sickly smile, fom lips which flattered the 
infirm Francis—lured to death the idiot Darnley—rcad luscious 
pootry with the minion Chastclar—mingled in the lays of love 
which were sung by the beggar Rizzio—and which were joined 
in rapture to those of the foul and licentious Bothwell?’ 

‘Blaspheme not, madam!’ said Douglas; ‘nor you, fair 
Queen, and virtuous as fair, chido at this moment the presump- 
tion of thy vassal! Think not that the more devotion of a 

subject could have moved me to the part I have been perform- 
ing. ‘Well you desorvo that each of your lieges should die for 
you; but I have done moro—hayo done that to which love 
alone could compol a Douglas: I have dissembled. Farewell, 
thon, quocn of all hearts, and empress of that of Douglas! 
When you ave freed from this vile bondage—as freed you shall 
be, if justice remains in Heaven—and when you load with-~ 
honours and titles the happy man,who shall deliver you, cast 
one thought on him whose heart would have despised every 
reward for a kiss of your hand-—-cast ono thought on his fidelity, 
and drop one tear on hig graye.’ And throwing himself at her 
feet, he seized hor hand, and pressed it to his lips. 

“his before my face!’ exclaimed the Lady of Lochloven—— 
‘wilt thou court thy adulterous paramour before the eyes of a 
parent? Tear thom asunder, and put him under strict ward | 
Soize him, upon your lives!’ sho added, soving that her attend- 
anta looked on cach other with hesitation. 

‘They avo doubtful,’ said Mary, ‘Save thysolf, Douglas, I 
command thee !’ 

He started up from the floor, and only exclaiming, ‘My 
Tifo or doath are yours, and at your disposal!’ drow his 
sword, and broke through those who stood botwixt him and 
the door, The enthusiasm of his onset was too sudden and 
too lively to have been resisted by anything short of the most 
decided oppositiow ; and as ho was both loved and feared by 
his father’s vassals, none of them would offer him any actual 
injury. 

The Lady of Lochleyon stood astonished at his sudden 
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. escape. ‘Am I surrounded,’ she said, ‘by trartors? Upon 
him, villains !~pursue, stab, eut him down !’ 

‘He cannot leave the sland, madam,’ said Dryfesdale, inter- 
fering: ‘I have the key of the boat-chain,’ 

But two or three voices of those who pursved from ‘curiosity 
or command of their mistress exclaimed from below, that he 
had cast hunself into the lake. 

‘Brave Douglas still!’ exclaimed the Queen. ‘0, true and 
noble heart, that prefors death to imprisonment !’ 

‘Tire upon lum |’ said the Lady of Lochleven : ‘if thore be 
here a true servant of his father, let him shoot the runagate 
dead, and let the lake cover our shame '” 

The report of & gun or two was heard, but they wore prob- 
ably shot rather to obey the lady than with any purpose of 
hitting the mark ; and Randal immediately entering, said that 
Master George had been taken up by a boat from the castle, 
which lay at a little distance. 

‘Man a barge and pursue them |’ said the lady. 

‘It were quite vain,’ said Randal; ‘by this time thoy are 
half-way to shore, and a cloud has come over the moon.’ 2 

‘And has the traitor then escaped ?’ said the lady, pressing 
her hands against hor forehead with a gesture of despair; ‘the 
honour of our house is for ever gone, and all will be deemod 
accomplices in this base treachory |’ 

‘Lady of Lochloven,’ said Mary, advancing towards hex, 
‘you have this night out off my fairest hopes; you have turned 
my expected freedom into bondage, and dashed away the oup 
of joy in the very instant I was advancing ib to my lips; and 
yot [ feel for your sorraw the pity that you dony to mine, 

Gladly would I comfort you if I might; but as I may hot, I 
would at least part from you in charity.’ 

‘Away, proud woman !’ said the lady; ‘who ever knew so 
well as thou to deal the deepest wouiids under the pretenco of 
kindness and courtesy? Who, since the groat traitor, could 
ever so betray with a kiss?’ - i 

‘Lady Douglas of Lochleven,’ said the Queen, ‘in this 5 
moment thon canst not offend me-~no, not even by thy coarse, 
and unwomanly language, held to mo in the presence of menials 
and armed retainers. I have this night owed so much to one 
member of the house of Lochleven as to cancel whatever its 
mistress can do or say in the wildness of her passion,’ 

‘Wo are boundon to you, Princess,’ said Lady Lochlevon, 
putting a strong constraint on hersclf, and passing from her 
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tone of violence to that of bitter irony; ‘our poor house hath? 
been but seldom graced with royel smiles, and will hardly, with 
my choice, exchange their rough honesty for such court honour 
as Mary of Scotland has now to bestow,’ 

‘They,’ replied Mary, ‘who knew go well how to take may 
think themselves excused from the obligation implied in receiv- 
ing, And that I have now little to offer is the fault of thé 
Douglasses and their allies,’ 7 

‘Fear nothing, madam,’ replied the Lady of Lochloven, in , 
the same bitter tone, ‘you retain an exchequer which neither 
your owh prodigality can diain nor your offended country de- 
prive you of. Whilo you havo fair words and dclusive smiles 
at command, you need no other bribes to lure youth to folly.’ 

The Queen cast a not ungratificd glance on a large mirror, 
which, hanging on one side of the apartment, and illuminated 
by the torch-light, roflected her beautiful face and porson. 

“YOu hostess grows complaisant,’ she said, ‘my Fleming; we 
had not thought that grief and captivity had left us so well 
stored with that sort of wealth which ladies prize most dearly.’ 

‘Your Graca will drive this severe woman frantic,’ said 
Floming, in a low tone. ‘On my knees I implore you to 
yemomber she is alveady dyeadfully offended, and that we are 
in her power.’ ' 

‘I will not spare her, Fleming,’ answered tho Queon ; ‘it is 
Against my nature. She returned my honest sympathy with 
insult and abuse, and T will gall her in return. If her words 
are too blunt for answer, let her use hor poniard if she dare |’ 

‘Tho Lady Lochleven,’ said the Lady Mleming aloud, ‘ would 

+ Surely do well now to withdraw and to leave hor Grace to 
xepora,’ 

‘Ay,’ repliod tho lady, ‘or to leave hor Grace and hor Grace’s 
minions 10 think what silly fly they may noxt wrap their meshes 
about. My eldost son is ® widower—were he not more worthy 
the flattering hopes with which you havo seduced his brother 
[son]? ‘True, the yoke of marriage has beon already thrice fitted 

“on; but the Church of Romo calls it 2 sacrament, and its votaries 
may deem it one in which they cannot too often participate.’ 

‘And tho votaries of the Church of Goneva,’ replied Mary, 
colouring with indignation, ‘as they decom marriago no sacra- 
ment, avo said at times to dispense with the holy ceremony.’ 
Thon, as if afraid of the consequences of this homo allusion 
to tho orrors of Lady Lochleven’s carly life, the Queen added, 
‘Come, my Fleming, we grace her too much by this alterea- 
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“tion: we will to our sleeping-apartment, If she would disturb 
us again to-night, she must cause the door to be forced.’ So 
saying, she retired to hor bedroom, followed by her two women, 
Lady Lochleven, stunned as it were by this last sarcasm, and 
not the less deeply incensed that she had drawn it upon herself, 
vemained like a statue on the spot which she had occupied when 
‘sho received an affront so flagiant. Dryfesdale and Randal 
endeavoured to rouse her to,recollection by questions, 

‘What is your honourable ladyship’s pleasure in the 
promises?’ 

‘Shall we not double the sentinels, and place one wpon the 
boats and another in the garden?’ said Randal. 

‘Would you that despatches were sont to Sir William at 
Edinburgh, to acquaint him with what has happened?’ de- 
manded Dryfesdale ; ‘and ought not the place of Kinross to be 
alarmed, lest there be force upon the shores of the lake?’ 

‘Do all as thou wilt,’ said the lady, collecting herself, and 
about to depart. ‘Thou hast the name of a good soldier, 
Dryfesdale, take wll precautions, Sacred Heaven! that I should’ 
be thus openly msulted |’ 

‘Would it be your pleasure,’ said Dryfesdale, hesitating, 
‘that this person—this lady—be moro severely restrained ’ 

‘No, vassal!’ answored the lady, indignantly, ‘my revengo 
stoops not to so low a gratification. But I will have more worth: 
vengeance, or the tomb of my ancestors shall cover my shame !” 

‘And you shall have it, madam,’ replicd Dryfesdale, ‘Ere 
two suns go down, you shall term yourself amply revenged, ' 

The lady made no answer, perhaps did not hear his words, 
as she presently left the apartment. By tho command of 
Dryfesdalo, tho rest of the attendants wore dismissed, some to 
do tho duty of guard, othors to their repose. The stoward 
himself remained after they had all departed; and Roland 
Gromo, who was alone in the apartment, was surprised to soo 
the old soldier advance towards him with an air of greater cor- 
diality than he had ever bofore assumed to him, but which sat 
ill on his scowling features. ia - 

‘Youth,’ he said, ‘T have done thee some wrong: it is thino 
own fault, for thy behaviour hath seemed as light to me ag the 
feather thon wearest in thy hat; and surely thy fantastic 
apparel, and idle humour of miith and folly, hava made me 
construe thee something harshly. But 7 saw this night from 
my casement, as I looked out to see how thou hadst disposed 
of thyself in the garden—I saw, I say, the true offorts which 
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thou didst make to detain the companion of the perfidy of him” 
who is no longer worthy to be culled by his father’s name, but 
must be cut off from his house hke a rotten branch. 1 was just 


" about to come to thy assistance whon the pistol went off; and 


tho warder—a false knave, whom I suspect to be bribed for the 
nonce—saw himself forced to give tho alarm, which, perchance, 
till then he bad wilfully withheld. To atone, therefore, for my 
injustice towards yon, 1 would wiNingly render you a courtesy, 
if you would accept of it from my hands,’ 

‘May I first c1ave to know what 16 is?’ replied tho page. 

‘Simply to carry the news of this discovery to Holyrood, 
where thou mayst do thyself much grace, as well with tho Earl 
of Merton and the Regent himself as with Sir William Douglas, 
seaing thon hast seen the matter from end to end, and bore 
faithivl part thorein, Tho making thine own fortuno will be 
thus lodged jn thine own hand, when I trust thou wilt estrange 
thyself from foolish vanities, and learn to walk in this world ag 
one who thinks upon the next,’ 

‘Six steward,’ said Roland Greme, ‘I thank you for your 

courtesy, but I may not do your errand. I pass that Tam tho 
Queen’s sworn servant, and may not be of counsel against her, 
But, setting this apart, methinks it were a bad road to Sir 
William of Lochteven’s favour to be tho’ first to tell him of his 
son’s defection , neither would the Regent be over well pleased 
to Hear the infidelity of his vassal, nor Morton to learn the 
falschood of his kinsman.’ ; 
* ‘Um! said tho steward, making that inarticulate sound 
which expressos surprise mingled with displeasure. ‘Nay, 
thun, even fly whore ye list; for, giddy-pated as ye may be, 
you know how to bea you in the world’ 

‘T will show you my system is less selfjsh than yo think’ 
fox? said the page; ‘for T hold truth and mirth to be bottor 
than gravity and ounning—ny, and in the ond to be a match 
for thom. You never loved mo less, sir steward, than you do 
at thixemoment. I know you will give mo no real confidence, 
and “Et am resolved to accopt no falso protestations as omrent 
coin, Resume your old course: suspect me as much and watch 
me as closely as you will, I bid you defiance. You have mot 
with your match.’ ‘ 

‘By Heaven, young man, snid tho steward, with a look of 
bittor malignity, ‘if thou darest to attempt any treachery 
towards tho houso of Lochloven, thy head shall blackon in the 
aun tvom the wander’s turret |’ 
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+ He cannot : commit treachery who refuses trust,’-said: the 
page; ‘and for my head? it stands as securely on mine. own 
shoulders as on any turret that ever mason built, : : : 
__ *Parewell, thou prating and speckled ‘pie,’ said Dryfesdale, : 
“*that. arb so vain of thine idle tongue and variegated coat! 
Beware trap and lime-twig,.’ i 
‘And fare thee well, thou hoarse old raven,’ aiiswered the: 
‘page; ‘thy. solemn flight, gable hue, and deep. croak: ave no: 
charms against bird-holt or hail-shot, and that thou. maysb find... 
It is open war betwixt us, each for the cause of our mistress, 
and God show the right!’ a 
‘Amen, and defend His‘own people !’ said the steward. | /T: 
will let my. mistress know what addition thou hast mbdd-ta 
this mess of traitors. Good-night, Monsieur Feathorpate.’ ee 
‘Good-night, Seignor Sowersby,’ veplied the “page ; wid; 





when the old man departed, he hetook himgelf to est, 





CHAPTER XXXI 


Poison’d—ill fare | dead, forsook, cast off! 
> . King John. 


“HoWnver weary Roland Greme might be of the Castle of Loch- 
én, however much he might wish that the plan for Mary’s 
pe hac Yhon ‘porfected, I question if he ever awoke with 
ra. pleasing faglings than on tho morning after Chpree 
igias’s. plan for accomplishing her deliverance had. been 
trated. “In the first place, he had the clearest conviction 
iat he jad misunderstood the innuendo of ‘the abbot, and: 
iat’ the. affections of Douglas were fixed, not on, Catherine: 
ton, but.on the Queen; and in the second place, from the 
lanation which had taken place betwixt the steward 
him,..ho felt himself at liborty, without any breach of 
towards tho family of Lochleven, to contribute his. best 
my schome.which' should in future be formed for the 
’s ascape; and, independontly of the good-will which. ha 
had ‘to the enterprise, he knew he could find no surer’, 
‘oad: to'the favour of Catherine Soyton.. He now sought but’ 
an; opportunity to inform her that ho had dedicated himself to 
ak; and fortune: was propitious in affording him ono 
hich. wad unusually favoureble. - 7; Bhan sale 
\t the ordinary how of breukfast, it was introduced by the 
ith hig usual forms, who, as soon as it.was placed on 
din the inner apartment, said'.to Roland Greme, with 
@laiics of ‘sarcastic. import, ‘7 leave you, my young sir, to do 
9 office of.“ sower jib bas heen too long rendered to the Lady” 
by one belonging to the. house of Douglas.’ at 
'o ib’ tho primo and. principal who-ever bore tho name,’ 
Roland,: ‘the:office were an honour to.him.: ph 
departed. ‘without replying to this: bravade, -: 
than: by, a ‘dark look ‘of scorn. Graome, thus left 
éd'himself, as “one engaged in a labour of love, to. 
vell da ho could, tho grace.and courtesy with which 
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eorge of Douglas was wont to render his ceremonial servico 
at meals to the Queen of* Scotland There was more than 
youthful vanity, there was a gencious devotion, in tho feeling 
with which he took up the task, as a biave soldier assumes the 
place of a comrade who has fallen in the front of battle, ‘Tam 
now,’ he said, ‘their only champion; and, come weal, come 
woe, I will be, to the best of my skill and power, as faithful, 
as trustworthy, as brave, as,any Douglas of them all could 
have been.’ 

At this moment Cathe1ne Seyton entered alone, contrary to 
her custom, and not less contrary to hor custom, she entered 
with her kerchief at her eyes. Roland Graeme approached hor 
with beating heart and with downcast eyes, and asked her in a 
low and hesitating voice whether the Queen were well. 

‘Can you suppose it?’ said Cathermo; ‘tHink you hor 
heart and body are framed of steel and ign, to endure the 
ernel disappointment of yestereven, and the infamous taunts+ 
of yonder Purttanic hag? Would to Ged that T were a man, 
to aid her more effectually '’ 

‘If those who carry pistols, and batons, and poniaids,’ said 
the page, ‘arc not men, they aro at least Amazons, and that 
is as formidable,’ 

“You are welcome to the flash of your wit, sir, replied the 
damsel ; ‘I am neither in spints to enjoy or to reply to it.’ 

‘Well, then,’ sad the page, ‘list: to mom all serious truth, 
And, first, let me say, that the gear last night had been smoother 
had you taken me into your counsels.’ 

‘And so we meant; but who could have guessod that Mastel 
Page should choose to pass all night in the garden, hke somo 
moon-stricken knight in a Spanish romance, instead of being , 
in lis bedroom, when Douglas came to hold communication 
with him on our project?” 

‘And why,’ said the page, ‘defer Lo so late a moment so 
important a confidence 4” 

‘Because your communications with Henderson, and-—-vith 
pardon—the natural impetuosity and ficlleness of your disposi. 
tion, made us dread to entiust you with a secret of suvh con ° 
sequence till the last moment ?? : 

‘And why at tho last moment? said the page, offended at 
this frank avowal—‘why at that or any other rhoment, since. I + 
had the misfortune to incur so much suspicion ?” 5 

‘Nay, now you are angry again,’ seid Catherine; ‘and t¢ | 
xorve you aright I should breal: off this talk; buf I will hé 
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magnanimous, and answer your question. Know, then, ota 


. reason for trusting you was twofold In the first placo, we 


could scarce avoid it, since you slept in the room though 
which we had to pass. In the second place —- 

‘Nay,’ said the page, ‘you may dispense with a second 
yeason, when tho first makes yowr confidence in me a case of 
necessity.’ 

‘Good now, hold thy peace,’ said Catherine. ‘In the second 
place, as I said before, there is one foolish porson among us 
who believes that Roland Greme’s heart is warm, though his 
head is giddy ; that his blood 1s pure, though it boils too hastily ; 
and that his faith and honour aro true as the loadsta1, though 
his tongue sometimes 1s far less than discrest,’ 

This avowal Catherine repeated in a low tono, with hor oyes 
fixed on the floor, as 1f she shunned the glance of Roland while 
sho suffered af escape hor lips, ‘And this single frend,’ 
exclaimed tho youth in rapture—‘this only ono who would do 
justice to the poor Roland Grame, and whose own generous 
heart taught hor to distmguish between follies of the brain and 
faults of the heart—will you not tell mo, dearest Catharine, 
to whom I owo my most grateful, my most heartfelt thanks ?’ 

Nay,’ said Cathorine, with ho eyes still fixed on the ground, 
‘if your own heart toll you not-——’ 

‘Dearest Catherine !’ said the page, seizing upon her hand, 
and kneeling on one knee 

‘If your own heart, I say, tell you not,’ said Catherine, 
gontly cdisengagmg hor hand, ‘it is very ungrateful; for since 
the maternal kindness of the Lady Floming—— 

‘Tho page started on his feot. ‘By Eoavon, Catherine, your 
tongue wears as many disguises as your person! But you only 
mook me, eruel gil, You know the Lady Meming has no 
more regard for any one than hath the forlorn princess who ix 
wrought into yonder piece of old figmed court-tapostry.’ 

‘Tt may ho so,’ said Catherine Seyton, ‘but you should not 
speak so loud.’ 


: ‘ wat 
‘Pshaw !? answered the page, but at the same time lowering 


his voice, ‘she cares for no one but herself and the Queen, 
And you know, besides, there is no one of you whoso opinion I 
valuc, if F have not your own. No-not that of Queen Mary 
herself.’ 
. The more shame for you, if it be so,’ seid Catherine, with 
great composure. 

‘Nay, but, fair Catherine,’ said the page, ‘why will you thus 
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ae my ardour, when I am devoting myself, body and soul, 
to the cause of your mistress?’ 

_ ‘It is because in doing so,’ said Catherine, ‘you debase a 
cause so noble by naming along with it any lower or more 
selfish motive. Believe me,’ she said, with kindhng eyes, and 
while the blood mantled on her cheek, ‘they thmk vilely and 
falsely of women—I mean of those who deserve the name—who 
deem that they love the gratrfication of thew vanity, or the 
mean purpose of engrossing a lover's admnation and affection, 
better than they love the virtue and honour of the man they 
may be brought to prefer. He that serves his religion, his 
prince, and his countiy with ardour and devotion need not 
plead his cause with the commonplace vant of romantic passion : 
the woman whom he honours with his love becomes his debtor, 
and her corresponding affection is engaged to repay his glorious 
toil.’ * 

‘You hold a glorious prize for such ‘toil,’ sad the youth, 
bending Ins eyes on her with enthusiasm. ; 

‘Only a heart which knows how to value it,’ said Catherine. 
‘Ho that should free this injmed princess from these dungeons, 
and set hor at liberty among her loyal and warlike nobles, whose 
hearts are burning to welcome her—where is the maiden in 
Scotland whom the love of such a hero would not honour, were 
she sprung from the blood :oyal of the land, and he the offspring ' 
of the poorest cottager that ever held a plough !’ 

‘I am determined,’ said Roland, ‘to take the advonture. 
Tell me first, howover, far Catherine, and speak it as if you , 
were confessing to the priest—this poor Queen, I know she is ' 
unhappy—but, Catherine, do you hold he: innocent? Sho js’ 
accused of muider,’ { 

‘DoT hold the lamb guilty, because it is assniled by tho, 
wolf?’ answered Catherme. ‘Do I hold yonder sun polluted, 
because an earth-damp sullies his beams?’ ; 

‘The page sighed and looked down, ‘Would my conviotiou, 
wo1e as deep as thjne! But ono thing is clear, that in this, 
captivity she hath wrong, She rondered herself up on a oapitu- 
lation, and the tcrms have beon refused her. I will embrace: 
her quarrel to the death !’ ‘i ! 

‘Will you—will you, indeed?’ said Catherine, taking his. 
hand in her turn. ‘0 be but firm in mind, as thou art bold in; 
deed and quick in resolution ;‘keop but thy phghted faith, and, 
Aftox ages shall honour thee as tho saviowr ‘of Scotland!’ , i 
’ ‘Bub when I have toiled successfully to win that Leali,? 
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honour, thou wilt not, my Catherine,’ said the page, ‘condemn 
me to a new term of service for that Rachel, love ?’ 

‘Of that, said Cathcrme, again extricatmg her hand from 
his grasp, ‘we shall have full time to speak ; but honour is the 
elder sister, and must be won the first,’ 

‘T may not win her,’ answered the page ; ‘but I will yenture 
fairly for her, and man can do no more, And know, fair 
Catherine—for you shall seo the very secret thought of my 
heart—that not honour only, not only that other and fairer 
sister, whom you frown on me for so much as mentioning, but 

“the stern commands of duty also, compel me to aid the Queen’s’ 
delivorance.’ 

‘Indeed '’ said Catherine; ‘you were wont to have doubts 
on that matter, 

,‘Ay, but her life was not then threatened,’ replied Roland. 

‘And is it now moro endangered than heretofore?’ asked 
‘Catherine Seyton, in anasious terror. 

‘Be'not alarmed,’ said the page; ‘but you heard the terms 
on which your royal mistress parted with the Lady of Lochleven?? 

r ‘Too well—but too well,’ said Catherine; ‘alas! that she 
‘cannot rule her princely resentment, and rofrain from encoun- 
tors liko these !’ 

‘That hath passed betwixt them,’ said Roland, ‘for which 
woman never forgives woman. I saw the lady’s brow turn 
pale, and then black, when, before all the menzie, and in her 
moment of power, the Queen humbled her to the dust by taxing 
her with hey shame, And I heard the oath of deadly resent- 
mont and revenge which she muttered in the ear of one who, 
‘by his angwor, will, I judge, bo but too ready ah executioner of 
how will? 

‘You terrify me,’ said Cathorine. 

Y ‘Do not so Lake it; call up tho masculine part of your spirit; 
wo will counteract and defeat her plans, be they dangerous 
.a8 thoy may, Why do you look upon mo thus, and weep?? 
* Alas 1? said Catherine, ‘because you stand thoro before me 
ya living and breathing man, in all the adventurous glow and 
enterpriso of youth, yot still possessing the frolic spirits of 
jchildhood—there you stand, full alike of gencious cnterprise 
,and childish .eaklessness ; and if to-day, to morrow, or some suc! 
brief space, you lie a manglod and lifeless corpse upon the floor 
fof these hatoful dungeons, who but Cathaiine Seyton will be 
ithe oguso of your brave and gay career being broken short as 
ian start from the goal? Alas! she whom you hayo chosen 
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to twine your wreath may too probably have to work your 
shroud 1’ 

‘And be it so, Catherme,’ said the page, in the full glow of 
youthful enthusiasm; ‘and do thou work my shroud! and if 
thou grace it with such tears as fall now at the thought, 1 will 
honour my remains more than an carl’s mantle would my living 
body. But shame on this faintness of heart! tho time craves 
a firmer mood. Be a woman, Catherine, or rather be a man; 
thou canst be a man if thou wilt! 

Catherine dried hor tears, and endeavoured to smile. 


‘You must not ask me,’ sho said, ‘about that which so much * 


disturbs your mind, you shall know all in tume—-nay, you should 
know all now, but that Hush ! here comes the Queen.’ 

Mary entered fiom her apartment, pnler than usual, and 
apparently exhausted by a sleepless night, and by the painful 
thoughts which had ill supplied the place of vepose ; yet the 
languor of her looks was so far from impairing her beauty that 
it only substituted the frail delicacy of the lovely woman for 
the majestic grace of the Queen, Contrary to her wont, her 
toilette had beon very hastily despatched, and her hair, which 
was usually dressed by Lady Fleming with great care, escaping 
from beneath the head-tire, which had been hastily adjusted, 
fell, in long and luxuriant tresses of nature’s own curling, over 
a neok and bosom which were somewhat less carefully veiled 
than usual. : 

As she stepped over the threshold of her apartment, Catherine, 
hastily drying her tears, ran to meet her royal mistress, and 
having first knecled at her fect and kissed her hand, instantly 
rose, and placing herself on the other side of tho Queen, scomed 
anxious to divide with the Lady Fleming the honour of mup- 
sporting and assisting her, The page, on his part, advanced 
and put in order the chair of state, which she usually acenpied, 
and having placed tho cushion and footstool for hey acoom-~ 
modation, stepped back, and stood ready for sorvico in tho 
place usually ocoupicd by his predecessor, the young seneschel, 
Mary’s oye rested an instant on him, and could not but remari 
the change of persons, Hers was not the female heart which 
could yefuse compassion, at least, to a gallant youth who had 
suffered in her canse, although ho had been guided in his 
gnterprise by a too presumptuous passion, and the words 
Poor Douglas!’ escaped from her lips, perhaps unconsciously, 





as sho leant horself back in her chair, and put the kerchief to ~ 


her eyes. 
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Yes, gracious madam,’ gaid Catherine, assuming « cheorful 
manner, in order to cheor her sovereign, ‘ow gallant knight is 
indeed banished—the advonture was not reserved for him; but 
he has left behind him a youghful esquire as much devoted to 

our Grace’s gervice, and who, py me, makes you tender of his 
hand and swowt.’ i 
‘If they may in aught ayail your Grace,’ said Roland 
* Graeme, bowing profoundly. 

‘Alas! said the Queen, ‘what needs this, Catherine ?—why 
prepare new victims to be involved in, and overwhelmed by, my 
orual forttme? Were we not better cease to struggle, and our- 
selves sink in the tide without furthor resistance, than thus 
diag into destruction with us every gonerons heart which makes 
an effort in our favour? I have had but too much of plot and 
intrigue around me, since I was stretched an orphan child in , 
my very cradle, while contending nobles strove which should 
wule in the name of the unconscious innocent. Smely time it 

_ Wore that all this busy and most dangerous coil should end. 
‘Let me call my prison a convent, and my seclusion a voluntary - 
sequestration of myself from the world and its ways!’ 

‘Speak not thus, madam, before your faithful servants,’ said 
Gathering, ‘ to discourage their zeal at once aud to break theiv 
hearts. Daughter of kings, be not in this hour so unkingly, 
Come, Roland, and let us, the youngest of her followers, show 
ourselves worthy of her cause: let us kneel before he: footstool, 
and implore her to be her own magnanimous self’ And lead 
ing Roland Greeme to tho Queen's seat, they both kneeled down 
before her, Mary raised horself in her chair, and sat erect, 
while, oxtending one hand to be kissed by tho page, she 
arranged with tho other the clustering locks which shaded the 
bold yet lovely brow of the high-spiriled Catherine, 

‘Alas! ma mignonne,’ she said, for so in fondness she ofton 
onlled hor young atiendant, ‘that you should thus desperately 
mix with my unhappy fate tho fortume of your young lives! 
Axo they not a lovely couple, my Fleming? and is it not heart- 
rending to think that I must be their ruin?’ 

‘Not so,’ said Roland Graeme; ‘it is wo, gracious sovereign, 
who will bo your deliverors.’ 

‘ Hie oribus parvulorum !’ said the Queen, looking upward; 
“if it ig by the mouth of theso children that Ieaven calls ma 
to resume the stately thoughts which become my birth and my + 
xights, Thon wilt grant them Thy protection, and to me tho* 
power of rewarding their zeal!’ Then turing to Fleming, 
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© instantly added, ‘Thou kndéwest, my friend, whether to 
make those who have served me happy was not ever Mary’s 
favourite pastime, When I have been rebuked by the stern 
preachers of the Calvinistic heresy, when I havo seon tho fierce 
countenances of my nobles averted from me, has it not been 
because I mixed in the harmless pleasures of the young and 
gay, and, rather for the sake of their happiness than my own, 
haye mingled in the masque, the song, or the dance, with tho 
youth of my household? Well, I repent not of it, though 
Knox termed 1t sin, and Morton degradation, I was happy, 
beenuse I saw happmess around me, and woe betide the 
wretched jealousy that can extract guilt out of the overflow- 
ings of an unguarded guety! Fleming, if we axo restored to 
our throne, shall wo not have one blythesome day at a blythe- 
some bridal, of which we must now name neither the bride nor 
the bridegroom? But that bridegroom shall have the barony 
of Blairgowrie, a fair gift oven for a queen to give, and that 
bride’s chaplet shall be twined with the fairest poarls that ever 
were found in the depths of Loch Lomond; and thou thyself, 
Mary Fleming, the best drosser of tires that ever busked the 
trogses of a queen, and who would scorn to touch those of any 
woman of lower rank—thou thyself shalt, for my love, twine 
them into the bride’s tresses. Look, my Fleming, suppose 
them such olustered locks as those of our Catherine, thoy would 
not put shame upon thy skill,’ 

So snymg, she passed her hand fondly over the head of her 
youthful favourite, while her more aged attendant repliod de- 
spondently, ‘Alas! madam, your thoughts stray far from home.’ 

‘They do, my Flouung,’ said the Queen; ‘but 18 it well or 
kind in you to call them back? God knows, thoy have kept tho. 
perch this night but too closely. Come, I will recall, the gay: 
vision, wer ib but to pumsh them. Yes, at that blythesome; 
bridal Moxy herself shall fagot the weight of sorrows and tho; 
toil of state, and herself onec more lead a measure. At whoad, 
wedding was it that wo last danced, my Fleming} I think? 
care has troubled my memory—yet something of it I should’ 
remember ; canst thou not aid mo? T know thou canst’ : 

‘Alas! madam,’ replied the lady——- 7 

‘What!’ said Mary, ‘wilt thou not help us so far? Thié is 
a peovish adherence to thine own graver opinion, which ‘holds, 
our talk as folly. But thou art court-bred, and wilt well’ 
aunderstand me when I say, tho Queen commands Lady FMemingy 
fe toll her whore she Jed tho last branle.”’ 4 ig 


} 
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With a face deadly pale, ayjd a mien as if sho were about to 
sink mto the earth, the couxt-Ined dame, no longer damg to 
refuse obedience, faltered out“ Gracious Indy—if my memory 
err not—it was at a masque 14 Holyrood~at tho marriage of 
Sebastian.’ i 

The unhappy Queen, who hatl hitherto listened with a melan- 
choly smile, provoked by the udluctance with which the Lady 
Fleming brought out her story, «+ this ill-fated word interrupted 
her with a sick so wild and loud that the vaulted apartment 
rang, and both Roland and Catherine sprung to thei feet in 
tho utmost temor and alarm. Meantime, Mary seemed, by the 
iaain of horrible ideas thus suddenly excited, surprised not only 
beyond self-command, but for the moment beyond the verge of 
reason. 

*'Trartress |’ she said to the Lady Fleming, ‘thou wouldst 
slay thy sovereign, Call my French gumds—d@ mov!—é moi ! 
mes Ivangais! I am beset with traitors m mime own palaco— 
they havo muwdered my husband. Rescue !—reseuc ! for tho 
Queen of Scotland!’ She started up from her chair; her 
features, late so exquisitely lovely m thoi paloness, now in- 
flamed with the fuiy of fienzy, and resembling those of a 
Bellona. ‘Ve will tako the field ourself,’ she said; ‘warn tho 
city—warn Lothian and Tife—saddlo our Spanish barb—and 
bid French Paais see our peltonel be chaged! Better to dio 
at tho head of our brave Scotsmen, like our grandfather at 
Modden, than of a broken heart, like our ill-starred fathor }? 

‘Be patient—be composed, dearest sovereign!’ said Cathe- 
rine; and then addrossmg Lady Fleming angrily, sho added, 
‘How could you say aught that reminded her of her husband ?’ 

Tho word reached tho car of the mbhappy princess, who 
caught it up, speaking with great rapidity. ‘TIusband |—what 
husband? Not his most Christian Majesty ; he is ill at ease— 
he cannot mount on horseback. Not him of the Lonnox ; but 
it was the Duke of Orkney thou wouldst say.’ 

‘Vor God’s love, madam, be patient !’ said the Lady Fleming, 

But tho Queen’s excited imagination could by no entreaty 
‘bo diverted from its course, ‘Bid him come hither to our aid,’ 
she said, ‘and bring with him his lambs, as he calls them— 
Bowton, Hay of Talla, Black Ormiston, and lus kinsman Tob. 
Bie! how swart thoy ayo, and how they smell of sulphur! 
What! closeted with Morton? Nay, if tho Douglas and tho 
Hopburn hatch tho complot together, the bird, when it breaks 
the shell, will scaro Scotland. Will 1t not, my Fleming?’ 
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‘She grows wilder and wildey’ said Fleming; ‘we have too 
many heaters for these strange wprds.’ 

‘Roland,’ said Catherine, ‘in tlfo name of God, begone} You 
cannot aid us here. Leavo us tadeal with her alone. Away— 


he had entered that apartment and shut tha door, he could 
still hear the Queen talk in a foud and determined tone, as if 
giving forth orders, until at length the voice died away in a 
feeble and continued Jamontation. 

At this cxisis Catherine entered the ante-room. ‘Be not too* 
anxious,’ she said, ‘the erisis is now over; but keep the door 
fast-—let no one enter until she is more composed,’ 

‘In the name of God, what does this mean?’ said the page ; 
‘or what was there in tho Lady Fleming’s words to excite so 
wild a transport?’ 

0, the Lady Fleming—the Lady Meming,’ said Cathenne, 
ropeating the words impatiently‘ the Lady Fleming 1s a fool : 
she loves her mistress, yet knows go little how to express her 
love that, wore the Queen to ask her for very poison, she would 
deem it a point of duty not to resist her commands. I could 
have torn her starched head-tire from her formalthead. Tho 
Queen should have as soon had the heart out of my body as 
the word “ Sebastian” out of my hps, That that piece of weaved 
tapestry should be a woman, and yet not have wit enough to 
tall a lie 1” 

‘And what was this story of Sobastian?’ said the page. ‘By 
Heaven, Catherine, you are all riddles alile !’ 

‘You are as great a fool as Fleming,’ returned the impationt 
maiden. ‘Know ye not, that on the night of Henry Damley’s 
muider, and at the blowing up of the Kirk of Field, the Queen's 
absonce was owing to her attending on a masque at Uolyroad, 
givon hy hor to grace the marriage of this samo Sebastian, who, 
himsolf a favoured servant, married ono of her female attondants, 
who was near to her person 9’ 

‘By St. Giles,’ saicl tho page, ‘I wonder not at hor passion, 
but only marvel by what forgetfulness it yas that sho could 
urge the Lady Meming with such a question,’ 

‘T cannot account for it,’ said Catherine; ‘but it seems as 
if great and violent grief or horror sometimes obscure the : 
memory, and spread a cloud, like that ofan caploding cannon, 
over the ciyoumstances with which they ave accompanied. But « 
I may not stay hore, whero I came not to moralise with your { 

t eat 


away !? 
She thrust him to tho door ice ante-room; yet even when 
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wisdom, but simply to cool ny resontment against that unyise 
Lady Meming, which I thing hath now somewhat abated, so 
that I shall endure her proseee without any desire to damage 
either her curch or vasquitip. Meanwhile, keep fast that 
door: I would not for my lif that any of these heretics saw 
her in the unhappy state whie)}, brought on her as it has been 
by tho success of their own Giabolical plotiings, they would 
not stick to call, in their snufliing cant, the judgment of 
Providence,’ 

Sho icft tho apartment just as the latch of the outward 
door was’ raised from without. But the bolt, which Roland 
had drawn on the inside, ressted the efforts of the porgon 
desirous to enter. 

© Who is there?’ said Greomo aloud. 

‘Tt is J, replied tho harsh and yet low voice of the steward 
Dryfesdale, 

‘You cannot enter now,’ returned the youth. 

‘And wherefore?’ demanded Dryfesdale, ‘seeing I come but 
to do my duty, and inquire what mean tho shrieks from the , 
apartment of tho Moabitish woman. Wherefore, I say, since 
such is mine errand, can I not onter?? — * 

‘Simply,’ replied the youth, ‘because the bolt is drawn, and 
T have no fancy to uido 16. I have the mght efde of the door 
to day, a8 you had last night,’ 

‘Thou art, ill-advised, thou malapert boy,’ replied tho 
staward, ‘to speak to me m such fashion; but I shall inform 
my lady of thine insolence.’ 

‘Tha ingolence,’ said the page, tis meant for thee only, in 
faiv guovdon of thy discourtesy tome. Tor thy lady’s informa- 

“tion, I have answaqr moro courteous: you may say that the 
Queen is ill at ease, and desires to be disturhed neithor by 
visits nor messages,’ 

‘T conjuro you, in the name of God,’ suid the old man, with 
moro solemnity in his tone than he had hithorto used, ‘to lot 
(mo Inow if her malady really gains power on her !’ 

‘Sho will have no aid at your hand or at your lady's; 
wherefore, begono, and trouble us no more: we neither want, 
nor will accept of, aid at your hands.’ 

With this positive reply, the steward, grumbling and dis- 
satisfied, returned downstairs, 
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It is the curse of kings to be attended 
By slaves, who take thon humouia for a warant 
‘To bieak into the bloody houso of life, 
And on the winking of authovity 
‘To understand a law, 
Kang John, 


Tru Lady of Lochleven sat alone in her chamber, endeavouring 
with sincere but imporfect zeal to fix her eyes and her attention 
_ on the black-letter Bible which lay before her, bound in velyet 

and embroidery, and adorned with massive silver clasps and 
knosps. But she found her utmost efforts unable to withdraw 
her mind from the resentful recollection of what had last night 
passed betwixt‘her and the Queen, in which the latter had with 
such bitter taunt reminded her of her carly and long-repented 
transgression. 

‘Why,’ she said, ‘should I resent so deeply that another 
veproaches me with that which I have never ceased to mako 
matter of blushing to myself? And yet, why should this woman, 
who reaps—at least, has veaped—the fruits of my folly, and 
has jostled my son aside from the throne—why should she, in 
the face of all my domestics and of her own, dare to upbraid 
me with my shame? Is she not in my power? Does she not 
four mo? Ha! wily témpter, I will wrestle with theo strongly, 
and with better suggestions than my own evil heart can 
supply!’ 

She again took up the sacred volume, and was endeavour 
ing to fix hor attontion on its contents, when she was disturbed 
by a tap at the door of the room. It opened at her command, 
and the steward Dryfesdale entered, and stood before her with 
a gloomy and perturbed expression on his brow, 

‘What has chanced, Dryfesdale, that thou’lookest thus?’ 
said his mistress. ‘Have there been evil tidings of my son or 
of my grandchildren 9” 
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‘No, lady,’ replied Dryfesdale, ‘but you were deeply in- 
sulted last night, and}I fear me thou art as deeply avenged 
this morning. Where the chaplain?’ 

‘What mean you dy hints so dark, and a, question so 
sudden? ‘The chaplain’ as you well know, is absent at Perth 
upon an assembly of thd brethren.’ 

‘T care not,’ answereil the steward; ‘he is but a priest of 
Baal? 4 

‘Dryfesdale,’ said the lady, sternly, ‘what meanest thou? 
T have ever heard that in the Low Countrics thou didst hord 
with the Anabaptist preachers—those boars which tear up the 
vintage. But the ministry which suits me and my house must 
content my retainers,’ 

‘I would I had good ghostly, counsel, though,’ replied the 
steward, not attending to his mistress’s rebuke, and seeming to 
speak 40 himself. ‘This woman of Moab——’ 

‘Speak of her with reverence,’ said the lady: ‘she is a 
king’s daughter.’ 

‘Be it so,’ replied Dryfesdale; ‘she goos where there is 
little difference betwixt her and a beggars child, Mary of 
Scotland is dying,’ 

‘Dying, and in my castle!’ said the lady, starting up in 
alarm ; ‘of what disease, or by what accident?’ 

‘Bear pationce, lady. The ministry was mino.’ 

‘Thine, villain and traitor! how didst thou dare—~ 

‘T heard yon insulted, lady—I heard you demand venge- 
anco; I promised you should have it, and I now bring tidings 
of it.’ P 
Dryfesdale, I trust thou ravest?? said tho lady. 

*Trave not,’ replied the steward. ‘That which was written 
of me a nnllion of years ore I saw the light must be cxacuted 
by me. Sho hath that in her yeins that, J fear me, will soon 
stop the springs of life.’ 

‘Cruel villain,’ exclaimed the lady, ‘thon hast not poisoned 
her? . : 

‘And if [ had,’ said Dryfesdale, ‘what does it so greatly 
merit? Men bane vermin; why not 1id them of their oncmies 
so? In Italy they will do it for a cruizuedor,’ 

‘Cowardly ruffian, begone from my sight!’ 

‘Think better of my zeal, lady,’ said the steward, ‘and 
judge not without looking arowid you. Lindesay, Ruthven, 
and your kinsman Morton poniarded Rizzio, and yet you now 
seo no blood on their embroideyy ; tho Lord Semple stabbed 
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the Lord of Sanquhar—does his bonnct sit a jot more awry 
on his brow? What noble lives in ScoJand who has not had 
a share, for policy or revenge, nm somo sich dealing? And who 
imputes it to them? Be not cheated with names: a dagger 
or a draught work to the sume end, and are litle unlike—a 
glass phial imprisons the one, and a le.thern sheath the other ; 
one deals with the brain, the other s’uices the blood. Yet, I 
say not I gave aught to this lady.’ * 

‘What dost thou mean by thus dallying with me?’ said the 
lady ; ‘as thou wouldst save thy neck from the rope it merits, 
tell me the whole truth of this story; thou hast long been 
known a dangerous man’ 

‘Ay, in my master’s service I can be cold and sharp as my 
sword, Be it known to you that, when last on shore, I con- 
sulted with a woman of sal] and power, called Nieneven, of 
whom the country has rung for some brief time past. Fools 
asked her for charms to make them beloved, msers for means 
to increase their store, some demanded to know the future— 
an idle wish, since it cannot be altered; othe1s would havo an 
explanation of the past—aidle: still, since it cannot be recalled. 
T heard their queries with scorn, and demanded the means of 
avenging myself of a deadly enemy, for I grow old, and may 
trust no longer to Bilboa blade, She gave me a packet. 
“Mix that,” said she, “with any hquid, and thy vengeance is 
complete,”? 

‘Villain! and you mixed it with the food of this imprisoned 
lady, to tho dishonour of thy master’s house ?’ 

‘To redeem the insulted honour of my master’s house, I 
mixed thie contents of the packet with the Jar of succory water, 
They seldom fail to drain it, and tho woman loves it over all,’ 

“Tt was a work of hell,’ sud the Lady Lochleven, ‘both the ” 
asking and the granting. Away, wretched man Jeb us seo if 
aid bo yet too late !? 

‘They will not admit us, madam, save we enter by foree. I 
have been twice at the door, but can obtain no ontranes,’ 

“We will beat it level with the ground, if needful, And 
hold—summon Randal hither instantly. Randal, here is a foul 
ahd evil chanco befallen ; send off a boat instantly Lo Kinrosp—- 
the chamberlain Luke Lundin is said to have skill. Fetch off, 
too, that foul witch Nicneven; sho shall first counteract her 
own spell, and then be burnt to ashes in the island of St. Serf. 
Away--away, oll them to hoist sail and ply oar, as over thoy 
would have good of the Douglas's hand !? 
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‘Mother Nicnoven Will not be lightly found, or fetched hither 
on those conditions,’ aiswered Dryfesdale. 

‘Then grant hor fill assurance of safety. Look to it, for 
thine own hfe must antwer for this lady’s recovery,’ 

‘I might have guessid that,’ said Dryfesdale, sullenly ; ‘but 
it is my comfort } havo avenged mnno own canso as well as 
yours. Sho hath scoffed and scripped at me, and encouraged 
her sancy minion of a page to ridicule my stiff gait and slow 
speech. I felt it borne in upon me that Twas to be avenged 
on them,’ 

*Go to the western turret,’ said the lady, ‘aud remain there 
in ward until we seo how this gear will terminate. I know thy 
resolved disposition; thou wilt not attempt escape.’ 

‘Not were the walls of the turret of cge-shells, and the lake 
sheeted with ice,’ sad Dryfesdale, ‘I am well taught, and 
strong in belief that man docs nought of himself ; he 1s but the 
foam on the billow, which rises, bubbles, and bursis, not by its 
own effort, but by the mighticr impulse of fate which urges 
him. Yet, lady, if I may advise, amid this zeal for the hfe of 
the Jozcbel of Scotland, forget not what is due to thine own 
honow, aud keep the matter secret as you may.’ 

So saying, the gloomy fatalist turned from her, and stalked 
off with sullen compostie to the place of confinement allotted 
to him, 

Tlis lady caught at his last hint, and only expressed her fear 
that the prisoner had partaken of some unwholesome food, and 
was dangerously ill, ‘The castle was soon alarmed and in con- 
fusion. Randal was despatched to the shore to fetch off Lundin, / 
with such romedics as could counteract poison ; and with farther 
instructions to bring Mother Nicneven, if sho could be found, 
with full power to pledge the Lady of Lochleven’s word for her 
safety. 

Meanwhule, the Lady of Lochleven herself held parley at tha 
door of the Queon’s apartment, and im vain urged the page to 
undo it, 

5 Foolish boy {’ she said, ‘thine own life and thy lady’s are 
at stake. Open, T say, or we will cause the door to bo broken 
down.’ 

‘T may not open the door without my royal mistress’s orders,’ 
answered Roland. ‘She has boen very ill, and now she slumbers ; 
if you wake her by using violence, lot the consequence be on 
you and your followers.’ 

Was over woman in a strait so fearful!’ exclaimed the Lady 
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of Lochlevon. ‘At least, thou rash bey, beware that no one 
tastes the food, but especially the jar ofysuccory water.’ 

She then hastened to the turret, whee Dryfesdale had com- 
posedly resigned himself to imprison‘nent. She found him 
reading, and‘demanded of him, ‘Was ‘hy fell potion of speedy 
operation ?’ 4 

‘Slow,’ answered the steward. ‘T/ie hag asked me which I 
chose ; I told her I loved a slow and sure revenge. “ Revenge,” 
said I, “is the highest-flavoured draught which man tastes upon 
earth, and he should sip it by little and little, not drain it up 
greedily at once.”’ 

‘Against whom, unhappy man, conldst thou nourish so fell 
a revenge 1’ 

‘Thad many objects, but the chief was that insolent page.’ 

‘The boy! thou inhwman man,’ exclaimed the lady ; ‘what 
could he do to deserve thy malice?’ 

‘He rose in your fayour, and you graced him with your 
commissions—that was one thing. He rose in that of Georgo 
Douglas also—that was another. He was the favonrite of the 
Calvinistic Henderson, who hated me hecanse my spirit disowns 
a soparated priesthood. ‘Nhe Moabitish Queen held him dear— 
winds from each opposing point blew in his favour; the old 
servitor of your house was held lightly among ye; above all, 
from the first time I saw his face, 1 longed to destroy him.’ 

‘What fiend have I nurtured in my house |’ replied the lady. 
‘May God forgive me the sin of having given thee food and 
raiment !? 

‘You might not choose, lady,’ answered the steward. ‘Long 
ere this castle was builded—ay, long ere the islot which sustains 
it reared its head above the blue water—I was destined to be 
your faithful slave, and you to be my ungrateful mistress. 
Romembor you not when I plunged amid the victorious French, 
in the time of this lady’s mother, and brought off your husband, 
when those who had hung at the samo breasts with him dared 
not attempt the resene? Remember how I plunged into the 
lake when your grandson’s skiff was ovortaken by the tempost, 
boarded, and steered her safe to the land. Lady, the servant 
of a Scottish baron is he who regards not his own life or that 
of any other, save his master, And, for the death of the woman, 
Thad tricd the potion on her sooner, had not Master George 
been her taster, Her death—would it not bo the happiest nows 
that Seotland ever heard? Is she not of the bloody Guisian 
stock, whose sworfl was so often red with the blood of God’s 
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saints? Is she not the daughter of the wretched tyrant James, 
whom. Hetven cast dawn from his kingdom and his pride, even 
as the king of Babylon was smitten?’ 

‘Peace, villain !’ said the lady, a thousand vgried recollec- 
tions thronging on, her ‘mind at the mention of her royal lover's 
name—‘peace, and disturb not tho ashes of the dead—of the 
royal, of the unhappy dead. Read thy Bible; and may God 
grant thee to avail thyself better of tts contents than thou hast 
yot done!’ She departed hastily, and as she reached the next 
Xpartmont, the tears rose to her oyes so hastily that she was 
compelled to stop and use her kerchief to dry them, ‘T expected 
not this,’ she said, ‘no more than to have drawn water from the 
hard flint, or sap from a withered tree. I saw with a dry eye 
the apostacy aud shame of George Donglas—the hope of my son’s 
house, the child of my love; and yet I now weep for him who 
has so long lain in lis grave—for him to whom I owe it that 
his daughter can muke a scoffing and a jest of my name! But 
sho is Acs daughter; my heart, hardened against her for so 
many canses, relents when a glance of her eye places her father 
unexpectedly before me ; and as often her likeness to that true 
daughter of the house of Guise, hor detested mother, has again 
confirmed my resolution. But she must not—must not die in 
my house, and by so foul w practice. Thank God, the operation 
of the potion is slow, and may be counteracted! I will to her 
apartment once more. But O! that hardened villain, whoso 
idelity we held in such estecm, and had such high proof of! 
What miracle can unite so much wickedness and so much truth 
in one bosom |’ 

The Lady of Lochlovon was not aware how far minds of a 
cortain gloomy and determined cast by nature may be warped 
by a keen sense of petty injurics and insults, combining with 
the love of gain, and senso of self-interest, and amalgamated 
with the crude, wild, and indigested fanatical opinions which this 
man had gathered among the crazy scctaries of Germany; or 
how far the doctrines of fatalism, which he had embraced so 
desidedly, sear the human conscience, by representing our actions 
as tho result of inovitable necossity. 

During her visit to the prisoner, Roland had communicated 
to Cathorine the tenor of the conversation he had had with her 
at the door of the eparlment, The quick intelligence of that 
lively maiden instantly comprehonded the outlino of what was 
believed to have happened, but her prejudices hurried her be- 

« yond the truth. 
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‘They meant to have poisoned us,’ she exclaimed in horyor, 
‘and there stands the fatal liquor which should hayo done the 
deed! Ay, as soon as Douglas ecased to be our tastor, our 
food was likely to be fatally scasoned. Thou, Roland, who 
shouldst have made the essay, wert readily doomed to die with 
us. 0, dearest Lady Fleming, pardon—pardon for the injuries 
T said to you in my anger: you words were prompted by Heaven 
to save our lives, and especially that of the injured Queen. But 
what have we now todo? That old crocodile of the lake will be 
presently back to shed her hypocritical tears over owr dying 
agonies. Lady Fleming, what shall we do?’ 

‘Our Lady help us in our need !’ she replied ; ‘how should I 
tell, unless we were to make our plaint to the Regent?’ 

‘Make our plaint to the devil,’ said Catherine, impatiently, 
‘and accuse his dam at the foot of his burning throne! The 
Queen still sleeps; we must gain time. The poisoning hag ’ 
must not know hor scheme has miscarried ; the old envenomed 
spider hag but too many ways of mending her broken web. 
The jar of succory water,’ said she—‘ Roland, if thou be’st a 
man, help me: empty the jar on the chimney or from the 
window; make such waste among the viands ag if we had 

madé our usual meal, and leave the fragments on cup and 
‘ porringer, but taste nothing as thou lovest thy life. I will 
ait by the Queen, and tell her, at her waking, in what a fear." 
ful pass we stand. Her sharp wit and ready spirit will teach 
us what is best to be done. Meanwhile, till farther notice, 
observe, Roland, that the Queen is in a state of torpor; that 
Lady Fleming is indisposed—that chavacter (speaking in a 
lower tone) will suit her best, and save her wits some labour 
in vain. {am not so much indisposed, thou understandest,’ 

‘And 14? said the page—— 

‘You!’ replied Catherine, ‘you aro quite well; who thinks 
it worth while to poison puppy-dogs or pages?” 

‘Doos this levity becomo the timo?’ asked the page. 

‘It docs—it does,’ answored Catherine Seyton; ‘if tho Queon 
approves, I see plainly how this disconcerted attempt may do 
us good service,’ 

She went to work while she spoke, eagerly assisted by 
Roland. The breakfast-table soon displayed the appearance 
as if the meal had been eaten as usual; and the ladies retired 
ag softly as possible into the Queen’s sloeping-apartment. At 
a new summons of the Lady Lochleven, the page undid the 
door, and admitted her into the anteroom, asking her pardon 
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for having withstood her, alleging in exense that the Queen 
had fallen into a heavy slumbor since she had broken her fast. 

‘She has caten and drunken, then?’ seid the Lady of 
Lochleven, . ‘i 

‘Surely,’ replied the page, ‘according to her Grace’s ordinary 
custom, unless upon the fasts of the church.’ 

‘Tho jay,’ sho said, hastily examining it, ‘it is empty ; drank 
the Lady Mary tho whole of this water?’ 

‘A large part, madam; and 1 heard the Lady Catherine 
Seyton jestingly upbraid the Lady Mary Fleming with having 
taken more than a just share of what remained, so that but 
littl fell to her own lot.’ 

‘And are they well in health?’ said the Lady of Lochleven. 

‘Lady Fleming,’ seid the page, ‘complains of lethargy, and 
looks duller than usual; and the Lady Catherine of Seyton 
feels her head somewhat more giddy than is her wont.’ 

Ho raised his voice a little as he said these words, to apprise 
the ladies of the part assigned to cach of them, and not, perhaps, 
without tho wish of conveying tu the ears of Catherine the page- 
like jost which Inrked in the allotment. 

‘Lwill etter the Queon’s chantber,’ said the Lady Lochleven ; 
‘my business is express.’ : 

As she advanced to tho door, the yoice of Catherine Seyton 
was heard from within. ‘No one can enter here; the Queen 
sleeps.’ 

‘T will not be controlled, young lady,’ replied the Lady of | 
Lochleyen ; ‘there is, f wot, no innor bar, and T will enter in 
your despite.’ 

‘There is, indeed, no inner bar,’ answered Catherine, firmly, 
‘but there are the staples whore that bar should be; and inte 
those staples have I thrust mine arm, like an ancestress of you 
own, when, better employed than the Douglasses of our days 
sho thus defended the bedehamber of her sovereign again: 
murderers. ‘Try your force, then, and seo whothor a Seyto 
cannot rival in courage a maiden of tho houso of Douglas.’ 

‘T dare not attempt the pass at such risk,’ said tho Lady ¢ 
Lochlovon, ‘Strange, that this princess, with all that justl 
atinches to her as blameworthy, should preserve such empit 
over the iinds of hor attondants! Damsel, I give theo m 
honour that I come for the Queen’s safoty and advantage 
Awaken her, if thou lovest her, and pray her leave that I ma, 
onter. I will retire from the door the whilst.’ 

‘Thou wilt not awaken the Quoon 7’ said tho Lady Fleming 
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‘What choice havo we ?’ said the ready-witted maiden, ‘unless 
‘ey deem it bettgr to wait till the Lady Lochleven herself plays 
ady of the bedchamber. Her fit of patience will not last long, 
and the Queen must be prepared to meet her.’ 

‘But thou ‘wilt bring back her Grace's fit by thns disturbing 
her,’ 

*Heaven forbid !' yeplied Catherine ; ‘but if so, it must pass 
for an effect of the poison. I hope better things, and that the 
Queen will be able when she wakes to form her own judgment 
in this terrible crisis. Meanwhile, do thou, dear Lady Fleming, 
practise to look as dull and heavy as the alertness of thy spirit 
will permit.’ 

Catherine kneeled by the side of the Queen’s bed, and, kiss- 
ing her hand repeatedly, succeeded at last m awakening without 
alarming her. She seemed surpriscd to find that she was ready 
dressed, but sate up in her bed, and appeared so perfectly com- 
posed thet Catherine Seyton, withont farther preamble, judged. 
it safe to inform her of the predicament in which they were 
placed. Mary turned pale, and crossed herself again and again, 
when she heard the imminent danger in which she had stood. 
But, like the Ulysses of Homer— 

Hardly waking yet, 
Sprung in her mind the momentary wit, 


and she at once understood her situation, with the dangors and 
advantages that attended it. 

‘We cannot do better, she said, after her hasty conference 
with Catherine, pressing her at the same time to her bosom, 
and kissing her forehcad—‘we caunot do better than to follow 
the scheme go happily devised hy thy quick wit and bold affee- 
tion. Undo the door to the Lady Lochleven. She shall meot 
her match in art, though not in perfidy. Mleming, draw close 
the, curtain, and get thee behind it—thou art a better tire- 
woman than an actress; do but breathe heavily, and, if thou 
wilt, groan slightly, and it will top thy part. Hark! they 
come, Now, Catherine of Medicis, may thy spirit inspire mo, 
for a cold northern brain is too blunt for this seene !’ 

Ushered by Cathorino Seyton, and stepping as Hight as she 
could, the Lady Lochloven was shown into the twilight apart- 
ment, and conducted to the sido of the couch, where Mary, 
pallid and exhausted from a sleepless night and the subseqnont 
agitation of the morning, lay extended so listlessly as might 
wel} confirm the worst fears of her hostess. 
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‘Now, God forgive us our sins!’ said tho Lady of Lochlevon, 
forgetting her pride, and throwing herself on her knees by the 
sido of the bed; ‘it is too true—she is murdered !’ a 

‘Who is in the chamber?’ said Mary, as if awaking from 
a heavy sleep. ‘Scyton, Fleming, where ave you? I heard a 
strange voice. Who waits? Call Courcelles.’ 

‘Alas | hor memory is at Holyrood, though her body is at 
Lochloven, Forgive, madam,’ continued tho lady, ‘if I call 
your attention to me. I am Margarot Erskine, of the house of 
Mar, by marriage Lady Douglas of Lochleven.’ 

£0, our gentle hostess,’ answered the Queen, ‘who hath 
such care of our lodgings and of our diet. Wo cumber you too 
much and too long, good Lady of Lochloven ; but we now trust 
your task of hospitality is wellnigh ended.’ 

‘Her words go like a knife through my heart,’ said the Lady 
of Lochloven ‘With a breaking heart, I pray your Grace to, 
tell me what is your ailment, that aid may be had, if there be 
yet time?’ 

‘Nay, my ailment,’ replicd the Queen, ‘is nothing worth 
telling, or worth a leech’s notice; my limbs feel heavy—my 
heart fecls cold—a prisonor’s limbs and heart ave rarely other- 
wise. I'resh air, methinks, and freedom would soon revive mo ; 
but as the estates have ordered it, death alone can break my 
prison doors.’ 

‘Were it possible, madam,’ said tho lady, ‘that your liberty 
could restore your porfect health, I would myself oncounter 
tho resentment of the Regent—of my son, Sir William—of my 
whole friends, rather than you should meot your fate in this 
castle ?? 

‘Alas! madam,’ said the Lady Fleming, who conceived the 
time propitious to show that hor own address had beon held 
too lightly of ; ‘it is but trying what good freedom may work 
upon us; for myself, I think a free walk on tho greensward 
would do mo much good at henrt.’ 

The Lady of Lochloven roso from the bedsido, and darted a 
penetrating look at tho elder valetudinary, ‘Are you so evil- 
disposed, Lady Meming 4’ 

‘ Evil-disposod indecd, madam,’ roplied the court dame, ‘and 
more ospecially sinco breakfast.’ 

‘Help !—help !’ exclaimed Cathorina, auxious to break off a 
conversation which boded her schemes no good—‘help! I say 
~~help! the Queon is about to pass away. Aid her, Lady Loch- 
loven, if you be » woman |’ 


350 WAVERLEY NOVELS 


The iady hastened to support the Queen’s head, who, turn- 
ing her eyes towards her with an air of great languor, exclaimed, 
‘Thanks, my dearest Lady of Lochleven; notwithstanding 
some passages of late, I have never misconstrued or misdoubted 
your affection to our house. It was provod, as T have heard, 
before I was born.’ , 

The Lady Lochleyen sprung from the floor, on which sho 
had again knelt, and having paced the apartment in great dis- 
order, flung open the lattice, as if to get ai. 

‘Now, Our Lady forgive me!’ said Catherine to herself ; 
‘how decp must the love of sarcasm be implanted in the breasts 
of us women, since the Queen, with all her sense, will risk ruin 
rather than rein m her wit!’ Sho then adventured, stooping 
over the Queen’s person, to press her arm with her haud, saying, 
at tho same time, ‘For God’s sake, madam, restrain yourself |’ 

‘Thou art too forward, maiden,’ said the Queen; but im- 
mediately added, in a low whisper, ‘Forgive me, Catherine ; but 
when I felt the hag’s murderous hands busy about my head and 
neck, I felt such disgust and hatred that I must have said 
something or died. But I will be schooled to better haviour, 
only see that thou let her not touch me,’ 

‘Now, God bo praised!’ said the Lady of Lochleven, withdraw- 
ing hor head from the window, ‘the boat comes as fast as snil 
and oar can send wood through water. It brings the leech and 
# fomale—cortainly, from the appearance, tho very person I was 
in quest of. Wore sho but well out of this castlo, with our 
honour safe, I would that she were on the top of tho wildest 
mountain in Norway; or I would [ had been there myself, oro 
Thad widertaken this trust '’ 

+ Whilo sho thus expressed hersclf, standing apart at one 
window, Roland Creme, from tho other, watched the boat biist- 
ing through the waters of the lake, which glided from its side 
in ripple and in foun, He, too, became sensible that at tho 
storn was seated the medical chamberlain, clad in his black 
velvot cloak; and that his own relative, Magdalon Greomo, in 
her assumed charactor of Mother Nicneven, stood in the bow, 
hor hands clasped together, and pointed towards the castle, and 
her attitude, even at that distance, expressing enthusiastic 
eagerness to arrive at the landing-place. They arrived thoro 
accordingly ; and while the supposed witch was detained ina 
room beneath, the physician was ushored to the Queen’s apart- 
ment, which he entered with all dus professional solemnity, 
Catherine had, in the meanwhile, fallen back from tho Queen’s 
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bed, and taken an opportunity to whisper to Roland, ‘Me- 
thinks, from the information of the threadbare velvet cloak 
and the solemn beard, there would be little tronble in haltering 
yonder ass, Bub thy grandmother, Roland—thy grandmother’s 
zeal will ruin us, if she get not a hint to dissemble,’ 

Roland, without reply, glided towards tho door of the apart- 
ment, crossed the parlour, and safely entered the ante-chamber ; 
but when he attempted to pass farther, tho word ‘Back ! Back!’ 
echoed from one to the other by two men armed with carabines, 
convinced him that the Lady of Lochloveu’s suspicions had not, 
evon in tho midst of hor alarms, hoon s0 far lulled to sleep as 
to omit tho precaution of stationing sentinels on her prisoners. 
He was compelled, therefore, to retin to the parlour, or qudicnee- 
chamber, in which he found the lady of the castle in conference 
with her learned leech. 

‘A trace with your cant phraso and your solemn foppery, 
Lundin,’ in such terms she accosted the man of art, ‘and let 
me know instantly, if thou canst tell, whether this lady hath 
swallowed aught that is less than wholesome,’ 

‘Nay, but, good lady—honoured patroness—to whom T am 
alike bondsman in my medical and official capacity, deal reason- 
ably with me. If this, mine illustrious patient, will not answer 
@ question, saving with sighs and moans; if that other honow- 
able lady will do nought but yawn in my face when I inquire 
after the diagnostics; and if that other young damsel, who I 
profess is a comely maiden——~’ 

‘Talk not to me of comelinoss or of damsels,’ said the Lady 
of Loohleven ; ‘I say, aro thoy ovil-disposed ? Jn one word, man, 
have they taken poison—ay ov no 4’ 

‘Poisons, madam,’ said the learned leech, ‘aro of various 
sorts. ‘I’hero is your animal poison, as the, Les marinus, as 
mentioned by Dioscorides and Galen; there are mineral and 
semi-mineral poisons, as those compounded of sublimato re- 
gulus of antimony, vitriol, and tho arsonical salts; thee are 
your poisois from herbs and vogetables, ax the aqua cymba- 
laria, opium, aconitum, cantharides, and the like; there are 
also——’ 

‘Now, out upon thee for a learned fool! And I myself 
ap no better for expecting an oracle from such a log,’ said the 

ady, ye 
‘Nay, but if your ladyship will have patience. If I knew 
what food they have partaken of, or could seo but the remnants 
of what thoy have last caten ; for as to tho oxternal and internal 
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symptoms, I can discover nought like; for, as Galen saith in his 
second book De Antidotis. 

‘Away, fool |’ said the lady ; ‘send me that hag hither ; she 
shall avonch what it was that she hath given to tho wretch 
Dryfesdale, of the pilniowinks and thumbikins shall wrench it 
out of her finger-joints !” 

‘Art hath no enemy unless the ignorant,’ said the mortified 
doctor; veiling, however, his remark under the Latin version, 
and stopping apart into a corner to watch the result. 

Tu a minute or two Magdalen Greme entered tho apartment, 
dressed as we have described her at the revel, but with her 
muffler thrown back, and all affectation of disguise. She was 
attended by two guards, of whose presence she-did not seem 
even to be conscious, and who followed her with an sir of 
embarrassment and timidity, which was probably owing to their 
belief in her supernatural power, coupled with the effect pro- 
duced by her bold and undaunted demeanour, She confronted 
the Lady of Lochleven, who seemed to cndure with high disdain 
the confidence of her aix and manner. 

‘Wretched woman!’ said the lady, after essaying for a 
moment to bear her down, before she addressed hor, by the 
stately severity of her look, ‘what was that powder which thou 
didst give to a servant of this house, by name Jasper Dryfes- 
dale, that he might work out with it some slow and secret 
vengeance? Confess its nature and properties, or, by the honour 
La Douglas, I give theo to fire and stake before the sun is 
‘ower | 

‘Alas |’ said Magdalen Graeme in yveply, ‘and when becamo 
a Douglas or a Douglas’s man so unfurnislied of his means of 
revenge that he should seck them at the hands of a poor and 
solitary woman? Tho towers in which your captives pine away 
into unpitied graves yet stand fast on their foundations; the 
orimos wrought in them have not yet burst their vaults asunder ; 
your *men havo still their cross-bows, pistolets, and daggors ; 
why need you seck to herbs or charms for the oxeoution of 
your revongos ?” 

‘Hear me, foul hag,’ said the Lady of Lochleyeon—‘ but 
what avails speaking to thee? Bring Dryfesdale hither, and 
lot them bo confronted together.’ 

‘You may spare your retainers the labour,’ replied Magdalen 
Graeme. ‘I came not here to be confronicd with a base groom, 
nor to answer tho interrogatorios of James's heretical leman, T 
came to speak with the Queen of Scotland. Give place thero |? 
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And while the Lady of Lochleven stood confounded at her 
boldness, and at the reproach she had cast upon herself, May- 
dalen Graeme strode past her into the bedchamber of the Queen, 
and, knocling on the floor,- made a salutation ap if, in the 
a nage fashion, sho meant to touch the earth with her fore- 

ead, 

‘Hail, Princoss |’ she said—‘ hail, daughter of many a king, 
but graced above them all in that thou art called to suffer for 
the true faith !—~hail to thee, the pure gold of whose crown has 
been tried in the seven-times-heated furnace of affliction—hear 
the comfort which God and Our Lady send thee by the mouth 
of thy unworthy sorvant. But firat- and stooping her head 
sho crossed herself repeatedly, and, still upon her knees, 
appeared to be rapidly recitmg some formula of devotion. 

‘Soize her and drag her to the massymore! To the deepest. 
cimgeon with the sorceress, whose master, the devil, could” , 
alone have inspired hor with boldness enough to insult the * 
mother of Douglas in his own castle!’ Thus spoke the in- 
consed Lady of Lochloven. 

But the physician presumed +o interpose. ‘1 pray of you, 
honoured madam, she be permitted to take her course without 
intorruption, Peradventwre we shall learn something concern- 
ing the nostrum she hath ventured, contrary to law and the 
rules of art, to adhibit to these ladics, through the medium of 
the steward -Dryfesdale.’ 

‘For a fool,’ replied the Lady of Lochleven, ‘thou hast com- 
velled, wisely. I will bridle my resentment till their conference 
be over.’ ; 

‘God forbid, honoured lady,’ said Doctor Lundin, ‘ that you 
should suppress ib longer—nothing may more endanger the 
frame of your honoured body ; and truly, if there bo witcheraft 
in this matter, it is held by tho vulgar, and even by solid 
authors on domonology, that threo scruples of the ashes of the 
witch, when sho hath been well and carcfully burnt at a stake, 
is « grand catholicon in such matter, oven as thoy preseribo 
erinis canis rabidi—a hair of the dog thut bit the patient—in 
eases of hydrophobia. I warrant neither treatment, being out 
of tha regular practice of the schools; but, in the present case, 
thore can bo little harm in trying tho conclusion upon this old 
necromancer and quacksalver: Jiat caperimentum, as wo say, 
tn corpore yili.’ 

‘Penco, fool!’ said the lady, ‘she is about to speak.’ 

At that moment Magdalon Grwme arose from her kneox, and 
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turned her countonance on the Queen, at the same time advano- 
ing her foot, extending her arm, and assuming the mien and 
attitude of a sybil in frenzy. As hor grey hair floated back 
from beneath hor coif, and her eye gleamed fire from under its 
shaggy eyebrow, the effect of her expressive, though emaciated, 
features was heightened by an onthusiasm approaching ‘to 
insanity, and her appearance struck with awe all who were 
present. Her oyes for a time glanced wildly around, as if seok- 
ing for something to aid her in collecting her powers of expres- 
sion, and her lips had a nervous and quivering motion, as 
those of one who would fain speak, yot rojects as inadequato 
tho words which present themselves. Mary hersolf caught the 
infection as if by a sort of magnetic influence, and raising 
herself from her bed, without being able to withdraw her 
eyes from thoso of Magdalen, waited as if for the oracle of a 
pythoness. Sho waited not long; for no sooner had the 
enthusiast collected herself than her gaze became intensely 
steady, her features assumed a determined energy, and when 
she began to speak the words flowed from her with a profuse 
fluency which might have passed for inspiration, and which, 
perhaps, she herself mistook for such. 

‘Arise,’ she said, ‘Queen of Trance and of England! Arise, 
lioness of Scotland, and bé not dismayed, though the nets of 
tho hunters have encircled thee! Stoop not to feign with the 
false ones, whom thou shalt soon meot in tho fiold. The issue 
ofsbattle is with the God of armies, but by battle thy cause 
shall be tried. Lay aside, then, the arts of lower mortals, and 
assume those which become a queen! True defender of the 
only truo faith, the armoury of Heaven is open to thee! Faith- 
ful daughter of the church, take the keys of St, Peter, to bind 
and to loose! Royal Princess of the land, take the sword of 
St, Paul, to smito and to shear! ‘There is darkness in thy 
destiny ; but not in these towers, not under the rule of their 
haughty mispress, shall that destiny be closed. In othor lands 
the lioness may crouch to the power of the tigress, but not in 
her own: not in Scotland shall the Queen of Scotland long 
remain captive ; nor is the fate of the royal Stuart in the hands 
of the traitor Douglas. Let the Lady of Lochleven double her 
bolts and deepen her dungeons, they shall not retain thee, 
Each element shall give theo its assistance cre thou shalt con- 
tinue captive: the land shall lend its earthquakes, the water 
its waves, the air its tempests, the firc its devouring flames, to 
desolate this house, rather than it shall continue the place of 
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thy captivity. Hear this and tremble, all ye who fight against 
the light, for she says it to whom it hath licen assured!” « 

She was silent, and the astonished physician said, ‘If there 
was ever an energumene, or possessed demoniae, in our days, 
there is a devil speaking with that woman's tongué!’ 

‘Practice,’ said tho Lady of Lochloven, recovering hor sur- 
prisc—‘hero is all practico and imposture. To the dungeon 
with her |’ 

‘Lady of Lochleven,’ said Mary, arising from her bed, and 
coming forward with her wonted dignity, ‘cre you make arrest 
on any one in our presence, hear me but one word. I have 
done you some wrong: I believed you privy to the murderous 

urpose of your vassal, and I deccived you in suffering you to 

olieve it had taken effect. I did you wrong, Lady of Loch- 
leven, for I perceive your purpose to aid me was sincere. We 
tasted not of tho liquid, nor are we now sick, save that we 
Janguish for our freedom.’ 

‘It is avowed like Mary of Scotland,’ said Magdalen Greome ; 
‘and know, besides, that had the Queen drained tho draught to 
the dregs, it was harmless as the water from x» sainted spring. 
Trow ye, proud woman,’ she added, addressing herself to the 
Lady of Lochlevon, ‘that I—I—would have been the wretch to 
i poison in the hands of a sorvant or vassal of the houso of 

ochlevon, knowing whom that house contained ? as soon would 
T have furnished drug to slay my own daughter !’ 

‘Am I thus bearded in mine own castlo?’ said tho lady; 
‘to tho dungeon with her! Sho shall abyo what is due to the 
vender of poisons and practiser of witchorafts.’ : 

*Yot hear mo for an instant, Lady of Lochloven,’ said Mary ; 
fand do you,’ to Magdalen, ‘be silent at my command. Your 
steward, lady, has by confession atlompted my life and those 
of my houschold, and this woman hath done her best to save 
them, by furnishing him with what was harmless, in place of 
tho fatal drugs which he oxpected. Methinks I propose to you 
but a fair exchango when 1 say 1 forgive your vassal with all 
my heart, and leave vengeance to God and to his conscience, 
so that you also forgive the boldness of this woman in your 
prosenco ; for we trust you do not hold it as a crime that sho 
substituted an innocent beverage for the mortal poison which 
was to have drenched our cup?’ 

‘ITeavon forefend, madam,’ said the lady, ‘that I should 
account that a crime which saved the house of Douglas from a 
foul broach of honour and hospitality! We have written to our 
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son touching ovr vassal’s delict, and he must abide his doom, 
which will most likely be death. ‘Touching this woman, her 
trade: is damnable by Scripture, and is mortally punished by the 
wise laws ofjour ancestry : she also must abide her doom.’ 

‘And have I then,’ said the Queen, ‘no claim on the house 
of Lochleven for the wrong I have so nearly suffered within 
their walls? Task but in requital the life of a frail and aged 
woman, whose brain, as yourself may judge, seems somewhat 
affected by years and suffering.’ 

‘Tf the Lady Mary,’ replied the inflexible Lady of Loch- 
leven, ‘hath been menaced with wrong in the house of 
Douglas, it may be regarded as some compensation that hor 
complots have cost that house the exile of a valued son.’ 

‘Plead no more for me, my gracious sovercign,’ said 
Magdalen Greme, ‘nor abaso yourself to ask so much as a 
grey hair of my head at her hands. I knew the risk at which 
I served my church and my quecn, and was ever prompt to 
pay my poor life as the ransom. It is a comfort to think that 
in slaying me, or in restraining my freedom, or even in injur- 
ing that single grey hair, the house whose honour she boasts 
so highly will have filled tp the measure of their shame by 
the breach of their solemn written assurance of safoty, And 
taking from her bosom a paper, sho handed it to the Queen. 

(It is a solemn assuranco of safety in life and Jimb,’ said 
Queen Mary, ‘with space to come and go, under the hand and 
seal of the chamborlain of Kinross, granted to Magdalen 
Greme, commonly called Mother Nicneven, in consideration of 
her consenting to put horself, for the space of twenty-four 
hours, if required, within the iron gate of tho Castle of Loch- 
leven,’ 

‘Knavo !’ said tho lady, turning to the chamberlain, ‘how 
dared you grant her such a protection 7” 

‘It was by your ladyship’s orders, transmitted by Randal, 
as he cin bear witness,’ replied Doctor Lundin; ‘nay, 1 wan 
only like the pharmacopolist, who compounds the drugs after 
the order of the mediciner.’ 

‘T remember—I remember,’ answered the lady; ‘but 1 
meant the assurance only to be used in case, by residing in 
another jurisdiction, she could not have been apprehended 
under our warrant.’ 

‘ Novertholess,’ said the Queen, ‘the Lady of Lochlevon is 
hound by the action of her deputy in granting the assurance.’ 

‘Madam,’ replied the lady, ‘the house of Douglas have 
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never broken their safe-conduct, and never will: too deeply 
did they suffer by such a breach of trust, exercised on them- 
selves, when your Grace’s ancestor, the second James, in 
dofiance of the rights of hospitality, and of his Swn written 
assurance of safety, poniarded the brave Earl of Douglas with 
his own hand, and within two yards of the social Voard at 
which he had just before sat the King of Scotland’s honoured 
guest.’ . 

‘ Methinks,’ said the Queen, carelessly, ‘in consideration of 
so very recent and cnormous a tragedy, which I think only 
chanced some six-score ycars agone, the Douglasses should 
have shown themselves less tenacious of the company of their 
sovereigns than you, Lady of Lochleyen, seem to be 9f mine.’ 

‘Lot Randal,’ said the lady, ‘take the hag back to Kinross, 
and set her at full liberty, discharging her from our bounds in 
future, on peril of her head. And let your wisdom (to the 
chamberlain) keep hor company. And fear not for your 
character, though I send you in such company ; for, granting 
her to be a witch, it would be a waste of fagots to burn you 
for a wizard.’ 

The crestfallen chamberlain was preparing to depart; but 
Magdalen Greome, collecting herself, was about to reply, when 
the Queen interposed, saying, ‘Good mother, we heartily thank 
you for your unfeigned zeal towards our person, and pray you, 
as our liege woman, that you abstaiit from whatever may lead 
you into personal danger ; and, further, it is our will that you 
depart without a word of farther parley with any one in this 
castle. Wor thy presont guerdon, take this small reliquary ; it 
was given to us by aur uneclo tho Cardinal, and hath had the 
benediction of the Holy Father himsolf; and now depart in 
peace and in silonco. For you, learned sir,’ continued the 
Queon, advancing to the doctor, who mado his revyorence in a 
manner doubly embarrassed, hy the awo of the Queen’s pre- 
senea, which made him fear to do too little, and by tho appre- 
honsion of his lady’s displeasure, in caso ho should chance to 
do too much—‘for you, learned si, as it was not your fault, 
though surely our own good fortyne, that we did not need 
your skill at this time, it would uot become us, however 
circumstanced, to suffer our leech to leave us without such 
guerdon as wo can offor.’ . 

With these words, and with the graco which neyer forsook 
her, though, in the present case, there might lurk under it a 
little gentle ridicule, she offered a small embroidered purse 10 
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the chamberlain, who, with extended hand and arched back, 
his dcarned face stooping until a physiognomist might have 
practised the metoposcopical scicnce upon it, as seen from 
behind betwixt his gambadoes, was about to accept of the pro- 
fessional recompense offered by so fai as woll as illustrious an 
hand. But the lady interposed, and, regarding tho chambor- 
Jain, said aloud, ‘No servant of our house, without instantly 
relinquishing that character, and incurring withal our highest 
displeasure, shall dare receive any gratuity at tho hand of the 
Lady Mary,’ 

Sadly and slowly the chamberlain rascd his dopressed 
stature into the perpendicular attitude, and left the apartment 
dejectedly, followed by Magdalen Graeme, after, with mute but 
expressive gesture, she had kissed the reliquary with which the 
Queen had presented her, and raising her clasped hands and 
uplifted eyos towards Heaven, had scemed to entréat a bane- 
diction upon the royal dame, As she left the castle, and went 
towards tho quay where the boat Iay, Roland Greme, anxious 
to communicate with her if possible, threw himself in her way, 
and might have succeeded in exchanging a few words with her, 
as she was guarded only by the dejected chamberlain and his 
halberdiers, but she seemed to have taken, in its most strict 
and literal acceptation, the command to be silent which she 
had received from the Queen ; for, to the repeated sigus of her 
grandson, she only replied by laying her finger on her lip. 

Dy. Lundin was not so reserved. Regret for the handsome 
gratuity, and for the compulsory task of self-donial imposed on 
him, had grieved the spirit of that worthy officer and leamed 
mediciner, ‘Even thns, my friend,’ said he, squeezing the 
page's hand as he bade him farewell, ‘is merit rewarded, I 
caine to cure this unhappy lady ; and I profess she well deserves 
the trouble, for, say what they will of hor, she hath » most 
winning manner, a sweet voice, a gracious smile, and a most 
majestic wave of her hand. If sho wag not poisoned, swy, my 
dour Master Roland, was that fault of mine, I being ready to 
euro her if sho had? and now I ain denied the permission to 
accept my woll-carned honorarinm. O Galen! O Ilippoorates | 
is the graduate’s cap and doetor’s scarlet brought to this pass? 
Prustra fatiganus remediis egros |” 

He wiped his eyes, stepped on the gunwale, and the boat 
‘pushed off from the shore, and went merrily across the lake, 
which was dimpled by the summer wind.* 

* Heo Supposed Conspiracy against the Life of Mary. Noto 29, 
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CHAPTER XXXII 


Death distant? No, alas! he’s ever with us, 
And shakes the dart at us in all our actings : 
Ho lurks within om cup, while we're m health ; 
Sits by our sick-bed, mocks our medicines ; 
Wo cannot walk, 01 sit, or 11de, or travel, 
But Death is by to seize us when he lists 
The Spanish Father. 


From the agitating sceno in the Queen’s presence-chamber, the 
Lady of Lochleven retreated to her own apartment, and ordered 
the steward to be called before her, 

‘Have they not disarmed thee, Dryfesdale?’ she said, on 
seeing him enter, accoutred, as usual, with sword and daggor. 

‘No!’ replied the old man; ‘how should they? Your lady- 
ship, when you commanded me to ward, said nought of laying 
down my arms; and, I think, none of your menials, without 
your order or yowr son’s, dare approach Jasper Dryfesdalo for’ 
such a purpose. Shall I now give up my sword to you? It is 
worth little now, for it has fought for your house till it is worn 
down. to old iron, like the pantler’s old chipping knife.’ 

‘Youn have attempted a deadly crime—poison under trust.’ 

‘Under trust—hem! I know not what your ladyship 
thinks of it, but the world without thinks the trust was given 
ae even for that very end; and you would have been well off 

had it beon go ended as I proposed, and you neither the worse 
nor the wiser 

‘Wretch-!’ exclaimed tho lady, ‘and fool as well as villain, 
who could not oven execute the crime he had planned !’ 

‘I bid as fair for it as man could,’ replied Dryfesdale. ‘I 
wont to a woman—a witch and a Papist. Lf I found not poison, 
it, was because i was otherwise predestined. I tried fair for it ; 

* but the half-done job may be clouted, if you will.’ 

‘Villain! I am even now about to send off an oxpress mes- 
senger to my son, to take order how thou shouldst be disposed 
of Prepare thyself for death, if thou canst.’ 
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‘He that looks on death, lady,’ answered Dryfesdale, ‘as 
that which he may not shun, and which has its own fixed and 
certain hour, is ever prepared for it. Lo that is hanged in 
May will eat no flaunes in midsummer—so there is the moan 
made for the old serving-man. But whom, pray I, send you on 
so fair an errand?’ 

«There will be no Jack of messengers,’ answered his mistress. 

‘By my hand, but there will,’ replied the old man: ‘your 
castle is but poorly manned, considering the watches that you 
must keep, having this charge. There is the warder and two 
others whom you discarded for tampering with Master Georgo ; 
then for the warder’s tower, the bailie, the donjon—five men 
mount each guard, and the rest wust sleep for the most part 
in their clothes. To scnd away another man were to harass 
the sontinels to death—unthrifty misuse for a household. To 
take in new soldiers were dangerous, the charge requiring tried 
men. I see but one thing for it: I will do your errand to Sir 
William Douglas myself.’ 

‘That were indeed a resource! And on what day within 

twonty years would it be done?’ said the lady, 
" «Even with the speed of man and horse,’ said Dryfesdale ; 
‘for though I care not much about the latter days of an old 
serving-nan’s life, yet T would lilo to know as soon as may be 
whether my neck is mine own or the hangman’s,’ 

‘Toldest thou thy own life so lightly?’ snid tho lady. 

‘Hise I had reeked more of that of others,’ said the pre- 
destinarian. ‘What is death? it is but ceasing to live. And 
what is living? 2 weary return of light and darkness, sleeping 
and waking, being hungered and cating. Your dead man needs 
neither candle nor can, neithor fire nor feather-bed ; and tho 
joiner’s chest servos him for an cternal frieze jerkin? 

‘Wretched man! believest thou not that after death comes 
tho judgment?’ 

‘Lady,’ answered Dryfesdale, ‘as my mistress, | may not: 
dispute your words; but, as spiritually speaking, you aro still 
but a burner of bricks in Egypt, ignorant of tho freedom of 
the srints ; for, as was well shown to me by that gifted man, 
Nicolaus Schéfferbach, who was martyred by the bloody Bishop 
of Munster, he cannes sin who doth but execute that which is 
predestined, since -—’ 

‘Silence!’ said the lady, interrupting him. ‘Answer mo 
not with thy bold and presumptuous blasphemy, but hear me, 
Thou hast beon long the servant of our house 
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‘The born servant of the Douglas; they have had the best 
of me; [served them since I left Lockerbie, Iwas then ten 
years old, and you may soon add the threescore 10 it.” = * 

‘Thy foul attempt has miscarried, so thou apt guilty only 
in intention. It were a deserved deed 1o hang thee on tho 
warder’s towor; and yet, in thy present mind, it were but 
giving a soul to Satan, T take thine offer, then, Go henee ; 
hore is my packet ; T will add to it but a line, to desire him to 
send me a faithful servant or two to complete the garrison. 
Let my son deal with you as he will, If thou art wise, thou 
wilt make for Lockerbic so soon as thy foot touches dry land, 
and let the packet find another bearer; at all rates, look it 
miscarries not,’ 

‘Nay, madam,’ replied he, ‘I was born, as I said, the 
Donglas's servant, and 1 will be no corbie-messenger in mine 
old age: your message to your son shall be done as truly by 
me as if it concerned another man’s neck. I take my leave of 
your honow.’ 

The lady issued her commands, and the old man was ferried 
over to tho shore, to proceed on his extraordinary pilgrim- 
age. It is necessary the reader should accompany him on his 
journey, which Providence had determined should not be of 
long duration. 

On arriving at tho village, the steward, although his disgraco 
had transpired, was readily accommodated with a horse, by the 
chamberlain’s authority; and tho roads bemg by no means 
esteemed safe, he associated himself with Auchtermuchty, the 
comnion carricr, in order to travel in his company to Edinburgh. 

The worthy waggoner, according to the established enstom 
of all carriers, stage-coachmon, and other persons in such public 
authority, from tho carliest days to the present, never wanted 
good reasons for stopping upon the rond as often as ho would ; 
and tho place which had most captivation for him as a resting- 
place was a change-house, as it was termed, not vory distant 
from a romantic dell, well known by the name of Keiry Craigs. 
Attractions of a kind very different from those which arrested 
the progress of John Auchtermuchty and his wains stil] con- 
tinue to hover round this romantic spot, and none has visiled 
its vicinity without a desire to remain long and to return soon, 

Arriyed near his favourite ‘howff, not all the authority of 
Dryfosdale, much diminished indeed by the rumonrs of his dis- 
grace, could prevail ou the carrier, obstinate as the brutes 
which he drove, to pass on without his accustomed halt, for 
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which the distance he had travelled furnished little or no pre- 
tence. Old Keltie, the landlord, who has bestowed his name 
on a® bridge in the neighbourhood of his quondam dwelling, 
received the carrier with his usual festive cordiality, and ad- 
journed with him into the house, under pretence of important 
business, which, I believe, consisted in their emptying together 
amutchkin stoup of usquebaugh. While the worthy host and 
his guest were thus employed, the discarded steward, with a 
double portion of moroseness in his gesture and look, walked 
discontentedly into the kitchen of the place, which wag occupied 
but by one guest. The stranger was a slight figure, scarce above 
the age of boyhood, and in the dress of a page, but bearing an 
air of hanghty aristocratic boldness, and even insolence, in his 
look and manner that might have mado Dryfesdale conclude he 
had pretensions to superior rank, had not his experience taught 
him how frequently these airs of superiority were assumed by 
the domestics and military retainers of the Scottish nobility, 
‘The pilgrim’s morning to you, old sir,’ said the youth; ‘you 
come, as I think, from Lochleven Castle. What news of our 
bonny Queen? A fairer dove was never pont up in so wretched 
a dovecot !’ 

‘They that speak of Lochleven, and of those whom its walls 
contain,’ answored Dryfesdale, ‘speak of what concerns the 
Donglas ; and they who speak of what concerns the Douglas 
do it at their peril,’ 

‘Do you speak from fear of them, old man, or would you 
make a quarrel for them? I should have decmed your age 
might have cooled your blood,’ 

‘ Nevor, while there are empty-pated coxcombs at cach corner 
to keep it warm.’ 

‘The sight of thy grey hairs keops mine cold,’ said the boy, 
who had risen up and now sat down again. 

‘Tt is well for thee, or I had cooled it with this holly rod,’ 
‘eplicd the steward. ‘I think thou be’st one of thoso swash- 
ucklers, who braw] in ale-houses and taverns; and who, if 
vords were pikes, and oaths were Andrew Ferraras, would soon 
place the religion of Babylon in tho land once more, and. the 
voman of Moab upon the throne.’ 

‘Now, by St. Bennet of Seyton,’ said the youth, ‘T will strike 

hee on the face, thon foul-mouthed old railing heretic {’ 

‘St. Bennet of Seyton!’ echoed the steward; ‘a proper 

varrant is St. Bennet’s, and for a proper nest of wolf-birds like 
“eo Seytons! I will srrest thee as a traitor to King James 
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and the good Regent. Ho! John Auchtormuchty, raise aid 
against the king’s traitor!’ 

So saying, he laid his hand on the youth’s collar, an@ drew 
his sword. John Auchtermuchty looked in, byt, seeing the 
naked weapon, van faster out than he ontered. Keltie, the 
landlord, stood by and helped neither party, only exclaiming, . 
‘Gentlemen |—gentlemen! for the love of Heaven !’ and so forth. 
A struggle ensued, in which the young man, chafed at Dryfes- 
dale’s boldness, and unable, with the case he expected, to extri- 
eate' hunself from the old man’s determined grasp, drew his 
dagger, and, with the specd of light, dealt lum three wounds in 
thé breast and body, the least of which was mortal. ‘The old. 
mau sunk on the ground with a deep groan, and the host set 
up a piteous oxclamation of surprise. 

‘Peace, ye bawling hound !’ said the wounded steward ; ‘are 
dagger-stabs and dying men such raritics in Scotland that you 
should cry as if the house were fallimg? Youth, I do not-for- 
give thee, for there is nought betwixt us to forgive. Thow hast 
done what I have done to more than one; and I suffer what I 
have soen them suffor: 1t was all ordained to be thus and not 
otherwise, But if thou wouldst do me right, thon wilt send 
this packet safely to the hands of Sir William of Douglas; and 
see that my memory suffer not, as if I would have loitered on 
mine orrand for fear of my life.’ 

The youth, whose passion had subsided the instant he had 
done the deed, listened with sympathy and attention, when 
another person, muffled in his cloak, entered the apartment, 
and exclaimed—‘ Good God | Dryfesdale, and expiring !’ 

‘Ay, and Dryfesdale would that he had been dead,’ answered 
the wounded man, ‘rathor than that his cars had heard: the 
words of the ouly Douglas that ever was false; but yol it is 
bottor as it is, Good my murderer, and the vost of you, stand 
back a little, and let mo speak with this unhappy apostate. 
Kneol down by me, Master Georgo. You have heard that I 
failed in my attempt to take away that Moabitish stumbling- 
block and her retinue? I gavo them that which I thought 
would have removed the temptation out of thy path ; and this, 
though I had other reasons to show to thy mother and others, 
I did chiefly purpose for love of thee.’ 

‘For the love of me, base poisoner!’ answered Donglas, 
‘wouldst thon havo committed so horrible, so unprovoked a 
murder, and mentioned my name with it?’ 

«And wherefore not, George of Douglas?’ answered Dryfes- 
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dale. ‘Breath is now scarce with mo, but T would spend my 
last gasp on thisargnment. [ast thon not, despite the honour 
thou @vest. to thy parests, the faith that is due to thy religion, 
tho truth thakis due to thy king, been so carried away by the 
charms of this beautiful sorceress, that thou wouldst have 

, helped hor to escape from her prison-house, and lent hor thine 
arm again to ascend the throne, which sho had made # place of 
abomination? Nay, stir not from me—my hand, though fast 
stiffening, has yet foree enough to hold theo, What dost thou 
aim at—to wed this witch of Seotland? 1 warrant, theo, thon 
mayst succeed: her heart and hand have been oft won at a 
eheaper rate than thon, fool that thou art, would think thyself * 
happy to pay. But, should a servant of thy father’s house havo 
seen thee embrace the fate of the idiot Darnley, or of the villain 
Bothwell—the fate of the murdered fool, or of the living pirate 
—vwhile an ounco of ratsbane would have saved thee? 

‘Think on God, Dryfesdale,’ said George Douglas, ‘and leave 
the utteranco of those horrors. Repent if thou canst; if not, 
at least be silent. Scyton, aid me to support this dying 
wretch, that he may compose himself to better thoughts, if it 
be possible,’ 

‘Soyton !’ answered the dying man—‘Scyton! Is it by a 
Soyton’s hand that I fall at last? Chere is something of retri- 
bution in that, since the house had nigh lost a sister by my 
deed,” TWixing his fading eyes on the youth, he added, ‘He 
hath her vory features and presonce! Stoop down, youth, and 
lot me see theo closer: { would know theo when we meot in 
yonder world, for homicides will herd together there, and T have 
boon one.” He pulled Soyton’s face, in spite of some resistance, 
closer to his own, looked at him fixedly, and added, “Thou hast 
begun young ; thy career will he the briefor—ay, thon wilt be 
aot with, and that anon; a young phint never throvo that was 
watored with an old man’s blood, Yet why blamo | theo? 
Stimngo turns of fete,’ ho muttered, ceasing to address Seyton, 
“fT designed what I could not do, md he has done whet he did 
not perchance design. Wondrous, that our will should ever 
oppose itself to the strong and uncontrollable tide of destiny— 
that we should strive with the stream when wo might drift 
with tho current! My brain will serve mo to question it no 
farther, I would Schofferbach were here. Yet why? I am 
on a course which the vessel can hold without a pilot. Fare- 
well, George of Douglas; I die true to thy father’s house.’ Ho 
fell into convulsions at these words, and shorlly after expireds 
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Seyton and Douglas stood looking on the dying man, and 
when tho scone was closed, the former was the first 1o speak, 
‘As I live, Douglas, I meant not this, and am sorry ; hut he 
laid hands on me, and compelled me to defend my freedom, as 
T best might, with my dagger. If he were ten tities thy friend 
and follower, IT can but say that Iam sorry,’ 

‘I blame thee not, Seyton,’ said Douglas, ‘though I lament 
tho chance. ‘There is an overruling destiny above us, though 
not in the sense in which it was viewed by that wretched man, 
who, beguiled by some forcign mystagogue, used the awful word , 
as the ready apology for whatever he chose to do, We must 
examine the packet.’ 

They withdrew into an inner room, and remained deep in 
consultation, until they were disturbed by the entrance of 
Keltie, who, with an embarrassed countenance, asked Master 
George Douglas's pleasure respecting the disposal of the body, 
‘Your honour knows,’ he added, ‘that € make my bread by 
living men, not by dead corpses; and old Mr. Dryfesdale, who 
was but a sorry customer whilo he was alive, oconpics iy 
public room now that he is deceased, and can neither eall for 
ale nor brandy.’ 

‘Tie a stone round his neck,’ said Seyton, ‘and when the 
sun is down, havo him to tho Loch of Ore, heave him in, and 
let him alone for finding out the bottom.’ 

‘Under your favour, sir,’ said Georgo Douglas, ‘it shall not 
beso. Keltie, thou art a true fellow to me, and thy haying 
been so shall advantage thec. Send or take the body to the ‘ 
chapol at Scotland Well, or to the chureh of Ballingry, and 
tell what tale thou wilt of his having fallen in a brawl with 
some unruly guosts of thine. Auchtormuchty knows not else, 
nor are tho times so peaceful as to admit close looking into such 
accounts. 

‘Nay, lot him tell the truth,’ said Seyton, ‘so far as it harms 
not our scheme, Say that Honry Soyton met with him, my 
good fellow, I care not a brass boddle for the fond.’ 

‘A foud with the Douglas was ever to be feared, however,’ 
said George, displeasure mingling with his natural deep gravity 
of manner. 

‘Not when the best of tho name is on my side,’ replied 
Seyton. : 
‘Alas! Honry, if thou meanest me, I am but half 2 Douglas 
in this emprize—half head, half heart, and half hand, But I 
will think on one who can never bo forgotten, and be all or 


iY 
568 WAVERLEY NOVELS 


more than any of my ancestors was evor, Koltie, say it was 
Henry Seyton did the deed; but beware, not a word of mo! 
Let Auchtermuchty carry this packet (wluch he had rosealed 
with his own signet) to my father at Kdmburgh ; and hero is 
to pay for the fanetal expenses and thy loss of custom.’ 

‘And the washing of the floor,’ said tho landlod, ‘which 
will be au extraordinary job; for blood, they say, will scarcely 
ever cleanse out,’ 

‘But as for your plan,’ said George of Douglas, addressing 

,Seyton, as if in continuation of what they had been before 
treating of, ‘it has a good face; but, under your favour, you 
are yourself too hot and too young, besides other reasons which 
ave much against your playing the part you propose.’ 

‘We will consult the father abbot upon it,’ said tho youth. 
‘Do you ride to Kimioss to-night?’ 

‘Ay, so I purpose,’ answered Douglas; ‘tho night will be 
dark, and suits a muffled man.* Keltie, I forgot, there should 
bo a stone laid on that man’s grave, recording his name, and 
his only merit, which was being a faithful servant to the 
Douglas.’ 

‘What religion was the man off’ said Seyton; ‘ho used 
words which made me fear I have sent Satan a subject before 
his tame,’ 

‘I can tell you little of that,’ said George Douglas; ‘he was 
noted for dishking both Rome and Geneva, and spoke of lights 
he had learned among the fieree sectarics of Lower Germany ; 
an cvil doctrine it was, if wo judge by the fruits, God keop 
us from presumptuously judging of Heaven’s socrots 1’ 

‘Amen!’ said the young Seyton, ‘and from meeting any 
encounter this ovening.’ 

‘Tt 14 not thy wont to pray 50,’ said George Douglas. 

‘No! T leave that to you,’ replied the youth, ‘when you 
aro seized with scruples of engaging with your father’s vassals, 
But I would fain have this old man’s blood off theso hands of 
mine ere I shed more. I will confess to the abbot to-night, and 
I trust to have light penanee for ridding tho earth of snch a 
miscreant. All I sorrow for is, that ho was not a score of years 
younger. He drew stcel first, however, that is one comfort.’ 


* See Note 23, 
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Ay, Pedro, Come yy here with mask and lantern, 
Ladder of ropes and other moonshine tools 7 
Why, youngste:, thou mayst cheat the old duenna, 
Flatter the waiting-woman, bribe the valet ; 
But know, that I her father Psy the eryphon, 
Tanneless and sleepless, pioof to fraud or bribe, 
And guard the hidden treasure of hor beauty. 

The Spanish Father. 


Tun tenor of our tale carries us back to the Castle of Loch- 
leven, where we take up the order of events on the same 
remarkable day on which Dryfesdale had been dismissed from 
the castle. It was past noon, the usual hour of dimmer, yet no 

reparations seemed made for the Queen’s entertainment, 

‘ary horself had retired into her own apartment, where she 
was closely engaged in writing. Her attendants were together 
in the presence-chamber, and much disposed to speculate on 
the dolay of the dinner; for it may bo recollected that their 
breakfast had been interrupted. ‘1 believe in my conscience,’ 
said the page, ‘that, heving found the poisoning schemo 
miscarry, by having gong to the wrong merchant for their 
deadly wares, they are now about to try how famino will work 
upon us,’ 

Lady Fleming was somewhat alarmed at this surmise, but 
comforted heiself by observing, that the chimney of the kitchon 
had rocked that whole day in a manner which contradicted tho 
supposition, Catherine Seyton presently exclaimed, ‘They wera 
bearing tho dishes across the court, marshalled by the Lady 
Lochlevon herself, drossed out in her highest and stiffest ruff, 
with her partlet and sleeves of cyprus, and her hugo old- 
fashioned farthingale of crimson velvet.’ 

‘I believe, on my word,’ said the page, approaching the 
window also, ‘if was in that very farthingale that she capti- 
vated the heart of gontle King Jamie, which procured our poor 
Queen her precious bargain of a brother.’ 
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‘That may hardly be, Master Roland,’ answered the Lady 
Fleming, who was a great recorder of the changes of fashion, 
‘smec.the farthingales came first in when the Queen Regent 
went to St. Andrews, aftor the battle of Pinkie, and wero then 
called vertu-ga “dins 

Sho would havo proceeded farther in this important dis- 
cussion, but was interrupted by the entrance of the Lady of 
Lochleven, who preceded the servants bearing tho dishes, and 
formally discharged the duty of tasting each of them. Lady 
Fleming regretted, in courtly phrase, that tho Lady of Loch- 
leven should have undertaken so troublesome an office. 

‘After tho strange meident of this day, madam,’ said tho 
lady, ‘it is uccossary for my honour and that of my son that 
I partake whatever is offered to my involuntary guest, Please 
to inform the Lady Mary that I attend her commands.’ 

‘Her Majesty,’ replied Lady Fleming, with due emphasis on 
the word, ‘shall be informed that the Lady Lochleven waits.’ 

Mary appeared instantly, and addressed her hostess with 
courtesy, which even approached to somethmg more cordial, 
‘This is nobly done, Lady Lochloven,’ sho said; ‘for, though 
we ourselves apprehend no danger under your roof, our ladies 
have been much alarmed by this morning’s chanco, and our 
meal will be the more cheerful for your presence and assurance, 
Please you to sit down.’ : 

The Lady Lochleven obeyed the Queen’s commands, and 
Roland performed tho office of carver and attendant as usual. 
But, notwithstanding what the Queen had said, tho meal was 
silont and unsocial ; and every effort which Mary made to excite 
some conversation died away under tho solemn and chill replies 
of the Lady of Lochloven, At longth it became plain that the 
Queon, who had considorgd theso advances as & condescension 
on her part, and who piqued herself justly on her powers of 
pleasing, became offended at the repulsive conduct of her hostess, 
After looking with a significant glance at Lady Fleming and 
Catherine, she shghtly shrugged her shoulders and remained 
silent. A pause onsued, at the end of which the Lady Douglas 
spoke—‘T perceive, madam, I am a check on the mirth of this 
fair company. I pray you to exeuse me; J am a widow— 
alone hero in a most perilous charge, deserted by my grand- 
son, betrayed by my servant; J am little worthy of tho grace 
you do me in offering me @ seat at your table, where | am 
aware that wil and pastime are usually expected from’ the 
yuests,’ 
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‘If the Lady Lochlevon is serious,’ said the Queen, ‘we 
wonder by what simplicity she expects our present incals to be 
seasoned with mirth. If she is a widow, she lives horoured 
and uncontrolled at the head of her late husbang’s household. 
But I know at least of one widowed woman in the world before 
whom the words “desertion ” and “betrayal” Ought never to be 
mentioned, since no one has beeu made so bitterly acquainted 
with thew import.’ 

‘I meant not, madam, to remind you of your misfortunes by 
the mention of mine,’ answered the Lady Lochleven, and there 
was again a deep silence. 

Mary at length addressed Lady Fleming. ‘We can commit 
no deadly sins hore, ma bonne, where we are so well warded 
and looked to; but if we could, this Carthusian silence might 
be useful as a kind of penance. If thou hast adjusted my 
wimple amiss, my Fleming, or 1f Catherine hath made a wry 
stitch in her broidery when sho was thinking of something 
else than her work, or if Roland Greme hath missed a wild 
duck on the wing, and broke a quarrcll-panc of glass in tho 
turret, window, as chanced to him a weok since, now is the time 
to think on your sins and to repont of them.’ 

‘Madam, I speak with all reverenco,’ said the Lady Loch- 
leven ; ‘but I am old, and claim the privilege of age. Methinks 
your followors might find fitter subjects for repontance than 
the trifles you mention, and so mention—once more, I crave 
your pardon—as if you jested with sin and repentance both,’ 

‘You have been our taster, Lady Lochlevon,’ said the Queen, 
‘I perceive you would eko out yow' duty with that of our 
father confessor; and sinee you choose that our conversation 
should be serious, may [ ask you why the Regent’s promise— 
since your son so styles himsolf—has not been kept to me 
in that respect? From time to time this promise has been 
renewed, and as constantly broken. Methinks those who pre- 
tend themselves to so much gravity and sanctity should not 
dobar from others the religious succours which their consciences 
require.” 

‘Madam, the Earl of Murray was indeed weak enough,’ said 
the Lady Lochleven, ‘to give so far way to your unhappy pre- 
judicos, and a religioner of the Pope presented himself on, his 
part at our town of Kinross. But the Douglas is lord of his 
own castle, and will not permit his threshold to bo darkened, 
no, not for a single moment, by an emissary belonging to the 
Bishop of Rome.’ : 

x 24 
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‘Methinks it were well, then, seid Mary, ‘that my Lord 
Regent would send mo where there is less seruple and more 
charity.’ 

‘In this, madam,’ answered the Lady Lochleven, ‘you mis- 
take the nature both of charity and of religion. Charity giveth 
to those who are in delirium tho medicaments which may avail 
their health, but refuses those enticing cates and liquors which 
please tho palate but augment the disease.’ 

‘This your charity, Lady Lochleven, is pure cruelty undor 
tho hypocritical disguise of friendly care. I am oppressed 
amongst you as if you meant the destruction both of my body 
and soul; but Heaven will not endure such iniquity for ever, 
and they who are the most active agents in it may speedily 
expect their reward.’ 

At this momont Rendal entered the apartment, with a look 
so much perturbed that the Lady Fleming uttored a faint 
scream, the Queen was obviously startled, and the Lady of 
Lochleven, though too bold and proud to evince any marked 
signs of alarm, asked hastily what was the matter. 

‘Dryfesdale has beon slain, madam,’ was the reply—‘mur- 
dered as soon as he gained the dry land by young Master Henry 
Seyton.’ 

It was now Catherine’s turn to start and grow pale. ‘ Has 
the murderer of the Douglas's vassal escaped?’ was the lady’s 
hasty question. 

.“There was none to challenge him,but Old Keltio and tho 
carrior Auchtermuchty,’ replied Randal, ‘unlikely men to stay 
one of tho frackest youths in Scotland of his ycars, and who 
was sure to have fiionds and partakers at no great distance.’ 

‘Was the deed completed?’ said the lady. 

‘Done, and done thoroughly,’ said Randal ; ‘a Scyton soldom 
strikes twico, But the body was not despoiled, and your honour's 
packet goes forward to Edinburgh by Auchtermuchty, who leaves 
Keltie Bridge carly to-morrow ; marry, he has drunk two hottles 
of aquavite: to put the fright out of his head, and now sleeps 
them off beside his cart-avers.’ 

There was a pause when this fatal tale was told. ‘The Queen 
and Lady Douglas looked on each other, as if each thought how 
sho,could best turn the incident to her own advantage in the 
controvorsy which was continually kept alive betwixt them. 
Catherine Seyton kept her kerchief at her eyes and wept. 

‘You seo, madam, the bloody maxims and practico of tho 
deluded Papists,’ said Lady Lochleven. 
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‘Nay, madam,’ replied the Queen, ‘say rather you see the 
deserved judgment of Heaven upon a Calvinistical poisoner,’ 

‘Dryfesdale was not of the Church of Geneva or of Scotiand,’ 
said the Lady Lochleven, hastily. A 

‘Tle was a heretic, however,’ replied Mary. ‘Thero is but 
one truo and unerring guide; the others lead alike into error.’ 

‘Well, madam, I trust it will reconcile you to your retreat 
that this deed shows the temper of those who might wish you 
at liberty. Bloodthirsty tyrants and cruel man-quellers ara 
they all, from the Clin Ranald and Clan Vosach in the north 
to the Fernicherst and Bucclouch in the south, the murdering 
Seytons in the east, and , 

‘Methinks, madam, you forget that I am a Seyton ?’ said 
Catherine, withdrawing her kerchief from her face, which was 
now coloured with indignation. 

‘lf 1 had forgot it, fair mistress, your forward bearing would 
have reminded me,’ said Lady Lochleven. 

‘If my brother has slain the villain that would have poisoned 
his sovereign and his sister,’ said Catherine, ‘I am only so far 
sorry that he should have spared the hangman his proper task. 
For aught further, had it been the best Douglas in the land, he 
would have heen honoured in falling by the Seyton’s sword.’ 

‘Farewell, gay mistress,’ said the Lady of Lochleven, rising 
to withdraw; ‘it is such maidens as you who make giddy- 
fashioned revellers and deadly brawlers. Boys must needs rise, 
forsooth, in the grace of somo sprightly damsel, who thinks to 
dance through life as through a Yrench galliard.’ She then 
made her royerence to the Queen, and added, ‘Do you also, 
madam, fare you well till curfew time, when I will make, per- 
chance, more beld than welcome in attending upon your supper 
board. Como with me, Randal, and tell me more of this cruel 
fact,’ 

Tis an extraordinary chance,’ said the Queon, when she 
had departed ; ‘and, villain as he was, I would this man had 
heen spared time for repentance. We will cause something to 
be done for his soul, if we ever attain our liberty, and the 
chureh will permit such grace to an heretic. But, tell me, 
Catherine, ma mignonne—this brother of thine, who is so 
“fraok,” as the fellow called him, bears he the same wondorful 
likeness to theo as formerly ?” 

‘Tf your Grace means in temper, you know whether T am so 
frack as the sorving-man spoke him.’ 

‘Nay, thou art prompt enough in all reasonable conscience,’ 
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roplicd the Queen ; ‘but thou art my own darling notwithstand- 
ing. But I meant, is this thy twm-brother as like thee in form 
and teatures as formerly? Iremember thy dear mother alleged 
it as a reason for destining thee to the veil that, were yo both 
to go at large, thou wouldst surely get the credit of some of thy 
brother’s mad pranks.’ 

‘T believe, madam,’ said Catherine, ‘ there are some unusually 
simple people even yet who can hardly distinguish betwixt us, 
especially when, for diversion’s sake, my brother hath taken « 
female dress,’ and, as she spoke, sho gave « quick glanco at 

“Roland Grame, to whom this conversation conveyed a ray of 
light welcome as ever streamed into the dungeon of a captive 
through the door which opened to give him freedom. 

‘He must be a handsome cavalicr this brother of thine, if he 
be so like you,’ replied Mary. ‘He was in France, I think, for 
theso late yeas, so that I saw him not at Holysood.’ 

‘His looks, madam, have never been much found fault with,’ 
answered Catherine Seyton ; ‘but I would ho had less of that 
angry and heady spirit which evil times have encouraged amongst 
our young nobles. God knows, I grudge not his lifo in your 
Grace’s quarrel, and love him for the willingness with which ho 
labours for your rescue. But wherefore should he brawl with 
an old ruffianly serving-man, and stain at once his name with 
such a broil and his hands with the blood of an old and ignoble 
wretch 7? 

‘Nay, be pationt, Catherine; I will not have thee traduce 
my gallant young knight. With Henry for my knight, and 
Roland Grame for my trusty squire, methinks I am like 
princoss of romance, who may shortly set at dofiance tho 
dungeons and the weapons of all wicked sorcorers, But my 
head aches with the agitation of the day. Tako me La Afer dex 
TTistoires, and resume where we left off on Wednosday, Qur 
Lady holp thy head, girl, or 1athor may sho help thy heart! [ 
asked theo for the Sea of Zistories, and thou hast brought La 
Cronique @ Amour |? 

Once ombarked upon the Sea of Histories, tho Queen con- 
tinued her labours with her needle, while Lady Fleming and 
Catherine read to her alternately for two hours. 

Asto Roland Graeme, it 1s probable that he continued in secret 
intont upon the Chronicle of Love, notwithstanding the censure 
which the Queen seemed to pass upon that branch of study. Ile 
now remembered a thousand circumstances of voice and mamer, 
which, had his own prepossession been less, must surely have 


. 


THE ABBOT ‘i 873 


discriminated the brother from the sister ; and he felt ashamed 
that, having as it were by heart every particular of Catherine’s 
gestures, words, and manners, he should have thought her? not- 
withstanding her spirits and levity, capable of assuming the bold 
step, loud tones, and forward assurance whicli accoided well 
enough with her brother’s hasty and masculine character. He 
endeayomed repeatedly to catch a glance of Catherine’s eye, 
that he might Judge how she was disposed to look upon him 
since he had made tho discovery, but he was unsucecssful ; for 
Catherine, whon she was not reading herself, seemed to take so 
much interest in the exploits of the Teutonic Knights against 
tho heathons of Esthonia and Livonia, that he could not surprise 
her eye even for a second. But when, closing the book, the 
Queen commanded their attendance m the garden, Mary, perhaps 
of set purpose (for Roland’s anxiety could not escape so practised 
an observer), afforded him a favourable opportunity of accosting 
his mistress. The Queen commanded them to a little distance, 
while she engaged Lady Fleming tn a particular and private 
conyersation ; tho subject whereof, we learn from another 
authority, to have been the comparative excellence of the high 
standing ruff and the falling band. Roland must have been 
duller and move sheepish than ever was youthful lover if he 
had not endeavoured to avail himself of this opportunity. 

‘I have beon longing this whole evening to ask of you, fair 
Catherine,’ seid the page, ‘how foolish and unapprehensive you 
must have thought me, in being ‘capable to mistake betayixt 
your brother and you?’ 

‘The circumstanes does indced little honour to my rustic 
mannors,’ said Catherine, ‘since those of a wild young man wore 
so readily mistaken for mine, But I shall grow wiser in time ; 
and with that view I am determined not to think of your follies, 
but to correct my own.’ 

‘Tt will be the lighter subject of meditation of the two,’ said 
Roland. 

‘IT know not that,’ said Catherine, very gravoly ; ‘T fear wo 
havo beon both wipadonably foolish.’ 

‘T have been mad,’ said Roland—‘unpardonably mad. But 
you, lovely Catherine—~ 

‘I,’ said Cathorine, in the samo tone of unusual gravity, 
‘have too long suffered you to use such eapressions towa1ds me. 
T fear I can permit it no longer, and I blame myself for the 
pain il may give you.’ . 

‘And what can have happened so suddenly to change our 
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relation to each other, or alter, with such sudden ernclty, your 
whole deportment to me?’ 

‘Pan hardly tell,’ replicd Catherine, ‘ unless it is that the 
events of thg,day have impressed on my mind tho necessity of 
our observing more distance to each other. A chance similar 
to that which betrayed to you the existence of my brother may 
make known to Ilonry the terms you have used to me; and, 
alas! his whole conduct, as well as his deed this day, makes me 
too justly apprehensive of the consequences,’ 

‘Nay, fear nothing for that, fair Catherine,’ answered the 
page, ‘I am well able to protect myself against risks of that 
nature.’ 

‘That is to say,’ replied she, ‘that you would fight with my 
twin-brother to show your regard for his sister? I haye heard 
the Queen say, in her sad hours, thet men are, in love or in 

+ hate, the most selfish animals of creation ; and your careloas- 
noss in this matter looks very like it, But be not s0 much 
abashed ; you are no worse than others.’ 

‘You do me injustice, Catherine,’ replied the page, ‘T thought 
but of being threatened with a sword, and did not remomber in 
whose hand your fancy had placed it. If your brother stood 
before me, with his drawn weapon in his hand, so like as he is 
to you in word, person, and favour, he might shed my lifo’s blood 
ore I could find in my heart to resist him to his injury!’ 

‘Alas!’ said she, ‘it is not my brother alone. But you 
remember only the singular circumstances in which wo havo 
met in equality, and [ may say in intimacy. You think not 
that, whenever 1 re-enter my fathor’s houso, thero is a gulf 
between us you may not pass but with peril of yor lif, 
Your only known relative is of wild and singular habits, of 1 
hostile and broken clan, the rest of your lmeage unknown ; 
forgive mo that I spoak what is the undeniablo truth? 

‘Love, my beautiful Cathorine, despises genealogies,’ answored 
Roland Greme. 

‘Love may, but so will not the Lord Seyton,’ rejoined tho 
damsel. 

‘The Queen, thy mistress and mino, she will intercedo. O! 
drive me not from you at the moment I thought myself most 
happy! And if I shall aid her deliverance, said not yourself 
that you and sho would become my debtors?’ 

‘All Scotland will become your debtors,’ shid Catherine, 
‘But for the active offects you might hope from our pratitudo, 
you must remember I am wholly subjected to my father; and 
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the poor Queen is, for a long time, more likely to be dependent 
on the pleasure of the nobles of her party than possessed of 
power to control them.’ : a 

‘Be it so, replicd Roland ; ‘my deeds shall control prejudice 
itself: it is a bustling world, and I will have my share. The 
Knight of Avenol, high as he now stands, rose from as obscure 
an origin as mine.’ 

‘Ay,’ said Cathorine, ‘there spoke the doughty knight of 
vomatce, that will cut his way to the imprisoncd princess 
through fiends and fiery dragous !” 

‘But if I can set the princess at large, and procure her the 
freedom of her own choice,’ said the page, ‘where, dearest 
Catherine, will that choice alight?’ 

‘Release the princess from duresse, and she will tell you,’ 
said the damsel; and, breaking off the conversation abruptly, 
sho aa the Queen so suddenly that Mary exclaimed, half- 
aloud— 

‘No more tidings of evil import—no dissension, I trust, in 
iny limited household?’ Then looking on Catherine’s blushing 
cheek and Roland’s expanded brow and glancing eye—‘No— 
no,’ she said, ‘I see all is woll. Ala petite mignonne, go to 
my apartment and fotch me down—let me see—ay, fetch my 
pomander box.’ 

And having thus disposed of her attendant in the manner 
best qualified to hide her ‘confusion, the Queen added, speak- 
ing apart to Roland, ‘I should at least have two grateful 
subjects of Catheriuo and you; for what sovercign but Mary 
would aid true love so willingly? Ay, you Jay your hand on 
your sword—your petite flamberge d rien there. Well, short 
time will show if all the good be trne that is protested to us. 
T heay them toll curfew from Kinross. To our chamber; this 
old dame hath promised to be with us again at our cvening 
meal. Wore it uot for the hope of speedy acliverance, her 
presonee would drive me distracted, But I will be pationt.’ 

‘I profess,’ said Catherine, who just then entered, ‘I would 
T could be Henry, with all a man’s privileges, for onc moment: 
T long to throw my plate at that confect of pride, and for- 
mality, and illnaturo |’ 

The Leddy Fleming reprimanded her young companion for 
this explosion of impatience, the Queen laughed, and they went 
to the presorico-chamber, where almost immediately entered 
supper and the lady of the castle. Tho Queen, strong in her 
prudent resolutions, endured her presence with great fortitude 
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and equanimity, until her patienee was disturbed by a new 
form, which had hitherto made no part of the ceremonial of 
the essile. When tho other attendant bad rotired, Randal 
entered, bearing tho keys of the castle fastened upon 4 chain, 
and, announeime that the watch was set and tho gatos locked, 
delivered the keys with all reverence to the Lady of Lochloyen. 

Tho Queen and her ladies eachanged with each othor a 
look of disappointment, anger, and vexation; and Mary said 
alond, ‘We cannot regict the smalluess of our court, when we 
see our hostess dischargo in person so many of its offices, In 
addition to her charges of principal steward of our houschold 
and grand almoner, she has to-night done duty as captain of 
our guard ’ 

‘And will continue to do so in futme, madam,’ answered 
the Lady Lochleven, with much gravity ; ‘tho history of Scot- 
land may teach me how il the duty is performed which is 
done by an accredited deputy. We have heard, madam, of 
favourites of later date, and as little merit, as Oliver Sinclair’ 
a ‘0, madam,’ replied the Queen, ‘iny father had his femate 
as wall as lus male favourites: there wero tho Lndios Sandi- 
Jands and Olifannt,* and some others, methinks; but their 
names cannot survive in the memory of so glave a person us 

ou.” 

The Lady Lochleven looked as if she could have slain the 
Queen on the spot, but commanded hor tomper, and retived 
from the apartment, bearing in her hand the pondevous bunch 
of keys. 

‘Now God be praised for that woman’s youthful frailty }’ 
said the Queen. ‘Had sho not that weak point in her charactor, 
T might waste my words on hor in vain. But that stain is the 
very vevoise of what is said of the witch’s mark: T can imako 
hor feel thora, though she is otherwiso insensible all over, But 
how say you, girls—here is a new difficulty. ITow aro these 
keys to bo come by? Thero is no deociving or bribing this 
dragon, T trow,’ 

‘May T eravo to know,’ said Roland, ‘whothor, if your Grace 
were boyond the walls of tho castle, you could find means of 
conveyance to the firm land, and protection when you we 
there}? 

‘Trnst us for that, Roland,’ said the Queon; ‘for to that 
point our schome is indifferent. well laid,’ 


» The names of these ladies, and @ third frall favourile of James, ara presarved in 
an spigram too gailvard for quotation, 


HE ABBOT a7 


“Then, if your Grace will pormit me to speak my mind, T 
think I could be of some use in this matter,’ 

‘As how, my good youth? Speak on,’ said the Queen,* and 
fearlessly.’ 2 

‘My patron, the Kmght of Avenel, used to compe) the 
youth educated m his houschold to learn the uso of axe and 
hammer, and working in wood and iron, he used to speak of 
old northern champions who forged their own weapons, and 
of the Highland captain, Donald nan Ord, or Donald of tho 
Hammer, whom he himself knew, and who used to work at 
the anvil with a sledge-hammer in cach hand. Some said 
he praised this art because he was himself of chutl’s blood. 
However, I gained some practice in it, as the Lady Catherine 
Seyton partly knows; for since wo were hero I wrought her a 
silver brooch.’ 

‘Ay,’ veplied Catherine, ‘but you should tell hor Grace that 
your workmanship was so indifferent that it broke to pieces + 
next day, and I flung it away.’ 

‘Beliove her not, Roland,’ said the Queen ; ‘she wept when + 
it was broken, and put the fragments mto her bosom. But 
for your scheme—could your skill avail to forge a second set + 
of keys?’ : 

“No, madam, because I know not the wards. But I am 
convinced T could make a set so hke that hateful bunch which 
the lady bore off evon now, that, could they be exchanged 
against them by any means, she would nover dieam she was 
possessed of the wrong, 

‘And the good dame, thank Teayen, is somewhat blind,’ 
said the Queen; ‘but then for a forge, my boy, and the means 
of labouring unobserved ?” 

‘The armourer’s forge, at which I used sometimes to work 
with him, is the round vault at the bottom of the turret, he 
was dismissed with tho wader for bemg supposed too much 
attached to George Douglas. The peoplo are acenstomed to « 
sco me busy there, and I warrant | shall find some eacuso that 
will pass current with them for putting bellows and anvil to 
work,’ 

‘The scheme has a promising face,’ said the Queen; ‘about 
it, myJad, with all speed, and beware the nature of your work 
is not discovered.’ 

‘Nay, I will take the liberty to draw the bolt against chance 
visitors, so that I will have time to put away what I am work- 
ing upon before I undo the door.’ 
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‘Will not that of itsclf altract suspicion, in a place whore it 
is so curront already?’ anid Catherine. 

‘Not a whit,’ replied Roland ; ‘Gregory the armourer, and 
every good hammerman, locks himself in when*he iy about some 
masterpiece of craft. Besides, somethimg must he risked.’ 

‘Part we then to-night,’ said the Queon, ‘and God bless 
you, my children! Tf Mary’s head ever rises above water, you 
shall ail vise along with her,’ 


CHAPTER XXXV 


Tt is a time of dange, not of 1evel, 
When chuchmen tun to masquers, 
Spaush Father, 


Tue enterprise of Roland Graeme appemed to prosper. A 
trinket or two, of which the work did not surpass the sub- 
stanec (for the materials were silver, supplicd by the Queen), 
were judiciously presented to those most likely to be mquisitive 
into the labours of the forge and anvil, which they thus were 
induced to reckon profitable to others and harmless m_ itself. 
Openly, the page was secon working about such tris. In 
private he forged a number of keys resemblmg so ne rly in 
weight and in form those which were presented every eve\ ‘ng to 
the Lady Lochlevon, that, on a slight inspection, it would have 
been difficult to porceive the difference. He brought tht to 
the dark rusty colour by the use of salt and water; and, in 
the triumph of his art, presented them at longth to Queon 
Mary in hor presence-chamber, about an hour before the tolling 
of the curfew. She looked at them with pleasure, but at the 
same time with doubt. ‘I allow,’ she said, ‘that the Lady, 
Lochleven’s eyes, which ave not of the clearest, may be well 
deceived, could we pass those keys on her in place of the real 
implements of her tyranny. But how is this to bo done, and 
which of my little court dare attempt this tour de jongleur with 
any chance of sucecss? Could we but engage her in somo 
carnest matter of argument! but those which I hold with her 
always have been of a kind which mako her grasp her keys 
the faster, as if she said to herself—* Hore I hold what sets me 
above your taunts and reproaches.” And evon for her liberty, 
Mary Stuart could not stoop to speak the proud heretic fair. 
What shall we do? Shall Lady Fleming try her eloquence in 
describing the last new head-tire from Paris? Alas! the good 
dame has not changed the fashion of her head-gear smee Pinkie 
field, for aught that I kuow. Shall my mignonne Cathorine 
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sing to her one of those touching airs which draw the vory 
souls ont of me and Roland Greme? Alnus! Damo Margaret 
Douglig would rather hear a Hugnenot psalin of Clément 
Mavot, sung gto the tune of Reéveiller-nous, *belle endormte. 
Cousms and lego counsellors, what 1s to be done, for our wits 
aro really astray in this matter? Must om man-at-arms and 
the champion of our body, Roland Greme, munfully assault 
the old lady, and take the keys from her par vole du fait? 

‘Nay! with your Graco’s pormission,’ said Roland, ‘1 do 
not doubt being able to manage the matter with moro disere- 
tion; for though, in your Gracc’s service, F do not foar- : 

*A host of old women,’ mterrupted Catherine, ‘cach armed 
with rock and spindle; yet he has no fancy for pikes and 
partizans, which might rise at the ery of “Tfelp! a Douglas—a 
Douglas !””’ 

‘They that do not fear fair ladies tongues,’ continued tho 
page, ‘need dread nothing else, Bat, gracious liege, £ am 
wellnigh satisfied that 1 could pass the exchange of these keys 
on the Lady Lochloven ; but J dread tho sentinel who is now 
planted nightly in the garden, which, by necessity, we musb 
traverse.’ 

‘Our last advices from our friend on the shore have promised 
us assistance in that mattor,’ replied the Queen. 

‘And is your Graco well assured of the fidelity and wateh- 
fulness of those without ?’ 

‘For thoir fidelity I will answer with my life, and for their 
vigilance { will answer with my life I will givo thee instant 
proof, my faithful Roland, that they aro ingenuous and trusty 
as Uhysolf, Como hither. Nay, Cuthorine, attend us; we 
carry nol so deft a page into our private chamber alone, Make 
fust tho door of the parlour, Fleming, and warn us if you hear 
tho least step—or stay, go thou to the door, Gathorine (in 
w whispor),, thy ears und thy wits are both sharper, — Gaod 
Fleming, ettond us thyself. (And again sho whispored) Mor 
roverend presence will be as safo a watch on Roland as thine 
em, so bo not jealous, megnonne,’ 

Thus speaking, thoy wero lighted by the Lady Moming into 
tho Quoon’s bedroom, # small apartment cnlightonod by a pro- 
jecting window, 

‘Look from that wincow, Roland,’ she said; ‘seo you amongst 
the several lights which begin to kindle, and to glimmer palely 
throngh the grey of the evening from tho village of Kinross— 
seest thou, I say, one solitary spark apart from tho othors, and 
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nearer it seoms to the verge of the water? It is no brighter at 
this distance than the torch of the poor glow-vorm, and yet, my 
good youth, that light is more dear to Mary Stuart tham every 
star that twinkles in the blue vault of heayen. By that signal, 
I know that more than one true heart is plotting my deliver- 
ance ; and without that consciousness, and the hope of freedom 
it gives mo, I had long sinee stooped to my fate and died of a 
broken heart. Plan after plan has been formed and abandoned ; 
but still the ight glimmers, and while it gummeas my hope 
lives. QO! how many evenings have I sat musing in despair 
over our ruitucd schemes, and scarce hopmg that I should again 
see that blessed signal ; when it has suddonly kindled, and, like 
the lights of St. dno m a tempest, brought hope and consola- 
tion where there was only dejeetion and despair !’ 

‘If I mistake not,’ answered Roland, ‘the candle shines from 
tho house of Blinkhoolie, the mail-gardener.’ 

‘Thou hast a good eye,’ said the Queen ; ‘it is there where 
my trusty heges—God and the saints pour blessings on them | 
—hold eongultation for my dehyerance. The voice of a wretched 
captive would dio on these blue waters long cro it could mingle 
in their council, and yot I can hold communicatton—I will 
confide the whole to thee—I am about to ask those faithful 
friends if the moment for the great attempt is nigh. Place 
the lamp in tho window, Fleming.’ 

She obeyed, and immediately withdrew it. No sooner had 
sho done so than tho light in tho cottago of the gardener dis- 
appeared. 

‘Now, count,’ said Queen Mary, ‘for my heart beats so thick 
that T cannot count mysolf.’ 

The Lady Meming began doliborately to count one, two, 
three, aud when she had arrived at ten the light on the shore 
again showed its pale twinkle. 

‘Now, Our Lady be praised!’ said the Queen; ‘it was but 
two nights sinco that the absonee of tho light remained while 
I could tell thirty. The hour of deliverance approaches, 
May God bless those who labour in it with such truth to mo !— 
alas! with such hazard to themsclves—and bless you too, my 
children! Come, we must to the audionce-chamber again. Our 
absence might excite suspicion, should they sorve suppet.’ 

Thoy returned to the presonce-chamber, and tho evening 
concluded as usual. 

‘The next noon, at dinner-time, an unusual incident ocurred. 
While Lady Douglas of Lochleven performed her daily duty of 
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assistant and taster at the Quoen’s table, sho was told a man- 
at-arms had arrived, recommended by her son, but withont any 
lettexcor other token than what he brought by word of mouth, 

‘Hath he given you that token?’ demanded the lady. 

‘Tle reserved it, as I think, for your ladyship’s ear,’ replied 
Randal. 

‘He doth well,’ said tho lady; ‘tell lim to wast in the hall, 
But no—with your permission, madam (to the Qucen)—~lot him 
attend me here.’ 

‘Since you are pleased to receive your domestics in my pre- 
sence,’ said the Queen, ‘I cannot choose , 

‘My infirmities must plead my excuse, madam,’ replied the 
lady; ‘the life [ must lead here il suits with the years which 
have passed over my head, and compels me to warve ceremonial.’ 

“0, my good lady,’ replied the Queen, ‘I would thoro wero 
. nought in this your castle moro strongly compulsive than the 

cobweb chains of ceremony; but bolts and bars are harder 
matters to contend with.’ 

As she spoke, the person announced by Randal entered the 
room, and Roland Graeme at once recognised in him the Abbot 
Ambrosius, 

‘What is your name, good fellow?’ said tho lady. 

‘Edwayd Glondinning,’ answered the abbot, with » suitable 
reverence, : 

‘Art thou of the blood of the Knight of Avenel?’ suid tho 
Lady of Lochleven. 

‘Ay, madam, and that nearly,’ replied the pretended soldier, 

‘It is hhkely enough,’ said the lady, ‘for the knight is the 
son of hig own good works, and has risen from obscure lineage 
to his present high iank in the estate, But he is of sure truth 
and approved worth, and his kinsman 1s welcome tous, You 
hold, unquestionably, the true faith 7” 

‘Do not doubt of it, madam,’ said the disguisdd churchman, 

‘TTast thou a token to mo from Sir William Douglas?’ said 
the lady. 

‘£ have, madam,’ replied he; ‘but it must be said in 
private.’ 

‘Thou art right,’ said the lady, moving towards the recess 
of a window ; ‘say in what cloes it consist?” 

‘Jn the words of an old bard,’ rephed the abbot. 

‘Repeat them,’ answered the lady; and ho uttered, in a low 
tone,,tho lines from an old poem called Whe Mowlet *— 

* Soo Note 24, 





THE ABBOT 388 


‘0, Douglas! Douglas ! 
Tonderand men 

‘Trusty Sir John Holland !’ said the Lady Douglas, apdstro- 
phising the poet, ‘a kinder heart never inspired g rhyme, and 
the Douglas’s honour was ever on thy harp-string! We receive 
yon among our followers, Glendinning. But, Randal, seo that 
he keep the outer ward only, till we shall hear more touching 
him from our son, Thou fearest not the night air, Glen- 
dinning 9’ 

‘ (In the cause of the lady before whom I stand, I fear 
nothing, madam,’ answered the disguised abbot. 

‘Our garrison, then, is stronger by one trustworthy soldier,’ 
said the matron. ‘Go to the buttery, and let them make 
much of thee.’ 

When the Lady Lochleven had retired, the Queen said to 
Roland Greme, who was now almost constantly in her com- 
pany, ‘I spy comfort in that staanger’s countenance ; I know 
not why it should be so, but I am well persuaded he is a 
friend.’ 

‘Your Grace's penetration does not deccive you,’ answered 
the page; and he 1aformed her that the abbot of St. Mary’s 
himself played the part of the newly-arrived soldier. 

The Queen crossed herself, and looked upward. ‘Unworthy 
sinner that I am,’ sho said, ‘that for my sake a man so holy, 
and so high in spiritual office, should wear the garb of a base 
sworder, and run the risk of dying the death of a traitor!’ 

‘Heaven will protect its own servant, madam,’ said Catherine 
Seyton; ‘his aid would bring a blessing on our undertaking, 
were it not already blest for its own sake.’ 

‘What I admire in my spiritual father,’ said Roland, ‘was 
tho steady front with which ho looked on mo, without giving 
tho least sign of former acquaintance, I did not think tho 
like was possible, since I have ceased to beliove that Ifenry 
was tho same porson with Catherino.’ 

‘But marked you not how astuciously the good father,’ said 
the Queen, ‘eluded the questions of the woman Lochleven, 
telling her tho very truth, which yet sho received not as such 3’ 

Roland thought in his heart that, when the truth was 
spoken for the purpose of deceiving, it was littlo better than a 
lie in disguise. But it was no timo to agitate such questions 
of conscionce, i. 

‘And now for thé signal from the shoret’ excla*med 
Catherine; ‘my bosom tells me we shall see this night two 
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lights instead of ono gleam from that garden of Eden, And 
then, Roland, do you play your part manfully, and we will 
dances on the greensward like midnight fairies !’ 

Cathering’s conjecture misgave not, nor decoived her, In 
the eyoning two beams twinkled from the cottage, instead of 
one; and the pago heard, with beating heart, that the new 
retainer was ordered to stand sentinel on the outside of the 
castle. Whon he timated this news to the Queon, sho held 
her hand out to him; he knelt, and when ho raised it to his 
lips in all dutiful homage, he found it was damp and cold as 
mavble. ‘For God’s sake, madam, droop uot now—sink not 
now!’ 

*Call upon Our Lady, my liege,’ said tho Lady Fleoming— 
‘call upon your tutelar saint.’ 

“Call the spirits of tho hundied kings you are descended 
from!’ exclaimed the pago; ‘in this hour of need, the resolu- 
tion of a monarch were worth the aid of a hundred bay aad : 

‘O! Roland Graeme,’ said Mary, in a tone of deep despond- 
ency, ‘Loe true to mo; many have been falso tomo. Alas! I 
have not always beon true to myself! My mind misgives me 
that I shall die in bondago, and that this bold attempt will 
cost all our lives. It was foretold mo by a soothsayer in 
France that I should dic in prison, and by a violent death, 
and here comes the hour. 0, would to God it found me 
prepared !? 

‘Madam,’ said Catherine Seyton, ‘remember you aro a 
queen. Better we all died in bravely attompting to gain our 
freedom than remained here to be poisoned, as mon rid thom 
of the noaious vormin that haunt old houses.’ 

‘You avo right, Catherine,’ said the Queen ; ‘and Mary will 
bear hor like herself, But, alas! your young and buoyant 
spirit can ill spell tho causes which have broken mince. lor- 
give nic, my children, and farewell for a while ; I will prepare 
both mind and body for this awful venture.’ 

They separated, tll again called together by tho tolling of 
tho curfew. ‘ho Queen appeared grivo, but firm and rosolved ; 
the Lady Fleming, with the art of an experienced courtier, 
knew perfectly how to disguise her inwaid tremors; Catherine's 
eye wag fired, as if with the boldness of the project, aud the 
half-smile which dwelt wpon her beautiful mouth scemed to 
contomn all the risk and all the consequences of discovery ; 
“Roland, who felt how much success depended on his own 
pddvess and boldness, summoned together his whole presence 
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of mind, and if he found his spirits flag for » moment, cast 
his eye upon Catherine, whom he thought ho had never 
seen look so beautiful. ‘I may be foiled,’ he thought, ¢ but, 
with this reward in prospect, they must bring the devil to 
aid them ere they cross me.’ Thus resolved, Ii stood like 
2 greyhound in the slips, with hand, heart, and eye intent 
upon making and seizing opportunity for the execution of their 
project. 

The keys had, with the wonted ceremonial, been presented 
to the Lady Lochleven. She stood with her back to the case- 
ment, which, like that of the Quesn’s apartment, commanded a 
view of Kinross, with the church, which stands at some distance’ 
from the town, and nearer to the lake, then connected with the 
Lown by straggling cottages, With hor back to the casement, 
then, and hei face to the table, on which the keys lay tor an 
instant while she tasted tho various dishes which were placed 
there, stood the Lady of Lochleven, more proyokingly intent 
than usual—so at least it seemed to her prisoners—-upon the 
huge and heavy bunch of iron, the implements of their 
rosiraint. Just when, having finished her ceremony as tastor 
of the Queen’s table, she was about to take up the ‘keys, the 
page, who stood beside her, and had handed her the dishes in 
succession, looked sidewise to the chutchyard, and exclaimed 
he saw corpse-candles in the vault. The Lady of Lochleven 
was not without a touch, though a slight one, of the super- 
stitions, of the time: tne fate of her sons made her alive to 
omens, and. a corpse-light, as it was called, in the family burial- 
place boded death. Sho turned her head towards the casement 
~—yaw a distant glimmerng—forgot her charge for one second, 
and in that second wore lost tho whole ftuits of her former 
vigilance. The page held the forged keys under his cloak, and 
with great dexterity exchanged them for the real ones, His 
utmost address could not prevent a slight clash as he took up 
the latter bunch. ‘Who touches the keys?’ said the lady ; 
and while the page answered that the sleeve of his cloak had 
stirred them, she looked round, possessed herself of the bunch 
which now occupied the place of the genuine keys, and again 
turned to gaze at the supposed corpse-candles. 

‘T hold these gleams,’ she said, after a moment’s considera- 
tion, ‘to come, not from the churchyard, but from the hut of 
the old gardener Blinkhoolie. I wonder what thrift that churl 
drives, that of lato he hath over had light in his house till the 

“night grew deep. T thought him an industrious, peaceful ynan. 
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If he turns resctier of ulle companions and night-walkers, the 
place must bo rd of him.’ 

‘fo may work his baskets, perchance,’ sid tho page, 
desirous to stop tho train of her suspicion. 

‘Or nots? may he not?’ answored the lady, 

‘Ay, madam,’ said Roland, ‘for trout and salmon. 

‘Or for fooly and knaves,’ replied the lady ; ‘but this shall 
he looked after to-morrow. T wish your Grace and your 
company a good ovening. Randal, witend us’ And Randal, 
who waited a the ante-chauber after having surrendered his 
bunch of keys, gave his escort to his mistress as usual, while, 
leaving the Queen’s apartments, she retired to her own. 

“To-morrow |? said tho page, rubbing his hands with gleo as 
he repeated tho lady’s last words ; ‘fools look to to-morrow, and 
wiso folk uso to-night. May I pray you, my gracious hego, to 
retire for one half-hour, until all tho castlo is composed to rest? 
T must go and rub with oil theso blessed implements of our 
freedom. Conrago and constancy, and all will go well, provided 
our friends on the shore fail not to send the boat you spoke of, 

‘Foar thom not,’ said Cathorina, ‘they are true as steel— 
if our clear mistress do bub maintain her noble and royal 
courage.’ * 

‘Doubt not ime, Catherine,’ replied the Queen ; ‘a while 
sincu I was ovorborne, but I have recalled the spirit of my 
earlier and more sprightly days, when I used to accompany my 
armed nobles, and wish to be myself a man, to know what life, 
it was to bo m tho fields with sword and bucklor, jack and 
Imnapsenp !? 

0, tho lark lives not a gaycr life, nor sings a lighter end 
gayer song, than thp merry soldicr,’ answered Cathorine, ‘Your 
Qrace shall bo in tho midst of thom soon, and tho look of stteh 
a liogo sovereign will make cach of your host worth throo in tho 
hour of need, Bub I must bo my task.’ 

‘We havo but bricf timo,’ said Queen Mary: ‘one of the 
two lights in the cottage is extinguished ; that shows the boat 
i» pul off” 

‘They will row very slow,’ said the page, ‘or kent whoro 
depth permits, to avoid noise. To our sevoral tasks. I will 
communicate with the good father,’ 

At the dead hour of midnight, whon all was silent in the 
castlo, the prgo put the koy into tho lock of tho wickot which 
opgued into the garden, and which was at the bottom of 4 

* Soo Demennonr of Queen Mmiy. Note 25, 
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staireaso that, descended from the Queen’s apartment. ‘No 
turn smooth and softly, thou good bolt,’ said he, ‘if ever ot 
softened rust!’ and his precautions had been so effectual that 
the bolt revolved with little or no sound of resistance. He 
ventured not to cross the threshold, but exchanging a word 
with the disguised abbot, asked if the boat wove ready. © 

‘This half-hour,’ sud the sentinel. ‘She les beneath the 
wall, too close under the islet to be scon by the warder; but I 
fear she will hardly escape his notice in putting off again.’ 

‘The darkness,’ said tho page, ‘and ow profound silence, 
may take her off unobserved, as she came m. Hildebrand has 
tho watch on the tower—a heayvy-headed knave, who holds a 
ean of ale to be the best head-peco upon a mght-watch, He 
sleeps for a wager’ 

‘Then briug the Queen,’ said the abbot, ‘und T will call 
Henry Seyton to assist them to the boat.’ 

On tiptoe, with noiscless step and suppressed breath, 
trembling at every rustle of then own apparel, one after 
another the fair prisoners ghded down the winding stair, wider 
tho guidance of Roland Grame, and were received at the 
wicket-gate by Henry Seyton and the churchman, The former 
seamed instantly to tako upon himsvlf the whole direction of 
the enterprise, ‘My lord abbot,’ ho suid, ‘give my sister your 
arm}; I will conduet the Quoen, and that youth will have the 
honour to guide Lady Fleming,’ # 

This was no time (o dispute tho arrangement, although 16 was 
not that which Roland Graeme would heve chosen. Catherina 
Soyton, who well knew the garden path, tripped on before liko 
a sylph, rather leading tho abbot than reeciving assistance ; 
the Queen, her native spirit prevailing over female fear and a 
thousand painful 2¢flections, moved steadily forward, by the 
assistance of Henry Seyton ; while the Lady Fleming oncum- 
boxed with her fears and het helplessness Roland Greme, who 
followed in the rear, and who bore under the other arm a packet 
of necessuvios belonging to the Queen, ‘The door of the gaiden, 
which communicated with the shore of the islet, yielded to one 
of the keys of which Roland had possessed himself, although 
naé until he had tried severnl—a moment of anxious terror and 
expeatation, Tho ladies were then partly led, partly carried, 
to the side of the lake, where a boat with st. rowers attended 
them, the mon couched along the bottom to secure them from 
obsorvation, ITenry Seyton placed tho Queen in the stern; 
the abbot offered to assist Cathorine, but she was seated by 
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he Queon’s side bofore he could uiter his proffer of help; and 
Roland Graeme was just lifting Lady Ileming over the boat-sido 
when a thought suddenly ocenrred to him,‘and exclaiming, 
‘Forgotten—forgotten ! wait for me but one half ininute,’ he re- 
placed on the shore the helpless lady of the bed-chamber, threw 
the Queen’s packet into the boat, and sped back through the 

garden with the noiseless speed of a bird on the wing. ‘ 

‘By Heaven, he is falso at last!’ said Seyton; ‘7 ever 
foaved it!” 

-* Ilo is as true,’ sud Catherine, ‘as Heaven itself, and that 
T will mamtain.’ 

‘Be silent, minion,’ said her brothor, ‘for shame, if not for 
fear. Fellows, put off, and row for your lives !’ 

. ‘Help me—help me on board!’ said the deserted Lady 
Fleming, and that louder than prudence warranted. 

‘Put off—put off!’ cried Honry Soyton , ‘leave all behind, 
80 the Queen is safe.’ 

‘Will you permit this, madam?’ said Catherine, imploringly ; 
‘you leavo your deliverer to death ’ 

‘{ will not,’ said the Queen. ‘Seyton, ] command you to 
stay a every risk,’ 

‘Pardon me, adam, if 1 disobey,’ said tho mtractable young 
man, and with one hand lifting in Lady Vleming, he began 
himself 10 push off the boat. 

She was two fathoms’ longth from the shore, and the rowers 
wore gotting her head round, when Roland Greeme, arriving, 
bounded from the beach, and attained tho boat, overturning 
Seyton, on whom ho lighted. ‘I'he youth swore a deop but sup- 
pressed oath, and stopping Gireme as he stopped towards tho 
stern, said, ‘Your place is not with high-born dames; keep at 
the head and trim tho vessel. Now give way-—givo way. Row, 
for God and the Queen !? 

The rowers oboyed, and began to pull vigorously. 

‘Why did you not mufilo the oars?’ said Roland Gramo ; 
‘the dash must awaken tho sentinel, Row, lads, and get out of 
reach of shot; for had not old Hildebrand, the warder, supped 
upon poppy-porridge, this whispering must have waked him,’ 

‘Tt was all thine own delay,’ said Soyton ; ‘thou shalt reckon 
with mo hereafter for that and other matters,’ 

But Roland’s apprehension was verified too instantly to 
permit him to reply. he sentinel, whose slumbering had 
withstood the whispering, was alarmed by the dash of tho ours, 
Tis challenge was instantly heard, ‘.\ boat—a boat! bring to, 
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or I shoot? And, as they continued to ply their oars, he 
oalled aloud, ‘Treason !—~treason |’ rung the bell of the castle, 
und discharged his harquebuss at the boat. The ladies crowded 
on cach other like startled wild-fowl, at the flash and report of 
the piece, while the men urged the rowers to the utmost speed, 
Thoy heard moro than one ball whiz along tho surface ef tho 
lake, a6 no great distance from their little bark ; and from the 
lights, which glaneed like meteors from window to window, it 
was ovident the whole castle was alarmed, and their escape dis- 
covered. 

**Pull!? again evelaimed Seyton; ‘stretch to your ours, or I 
will spur you to the task with my dagger; they will launch a 
boat immediately.’ 

‘That is caved for, said Roland; ‘1 locked gate and wicket 
on them whon I went back, and no boat will stir from the island 
this might, if doors of good oak and bolts of iron can keep men 
within stone walls, And now 1 resign my office of porter of 
Tochlevon, and give the keys ia the Kelpte’s keeping.’ 

As the heavy koys phinged in the'lake, the abbot, who till 
then had been repeating his prayers, exclaimed, ‘Now, bless 
thee, my son! for thy ready prudence puts shame on ns all.’ * 

‘I knew,’ said Mary, drawing her breath more freely, as 
they were now out of reach of the musketry—‘T knew my 
squire’s truth, promptitude, and sagacity. I must have him 
dear friends with my no less true knights, Douglas and Seyton ; 
but where, then, is Douglas?’ 

‘Here, madam,’ answered the deep and melancholy voice of 
the boatman who sat next her, and who acted as steersman. 

‘Alas! was it you who stretched your body before me,’ snid 
the Queen, ‘whon the balls were raining aromnd us’ 

‘Beliova you,’ sid lhe, in a low tone, ‘that Douglas would 
have resigned to any one the chanco of protecting his Queen’s 
life with his awn?’ 

Tho dialogue was hore interrupted by a shot or two from 
ono of those stall pieces of artillery called falconets, then used. 
in defending castles. Tho shot was too vague to have any 
effect, but the broader flash, the deeper sound, the louder resurn 
which was made by tho midnight echoes of Bewnarty terrified 
and imposed silence on the liberated prisoners. The boat was 
tlongside of a rude quay or lauding-place, running out from a 
garden of considerablo extent, ere any of them again attempted 
to speak. They landed, and while the abbot returned thanks 

* See Escape of Queen Mary hom Lochlevon. Note 20. 
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aud to Lfeaven, which had thus far favoured their enterprise, 
Donglas enjoyed the best reward of his desperate undertaking, 
in conducting the Queen to the house of the gardener. Yet, 
not unmindful of Rolaud Greme, oven in that moiient of 
terror and exhaustion, Mary expressly commanded Seyton to 
give Itis assistance to Flaming, while Catherine voluntarily, and 
without bidding, took the arm of the page, Soyton presently 
resigned Ludy Fleming to the cave af the abbot, alleging he 
must look after their horses; and his attendants, disenenmber- 
ing themselves of their bont-cloahs, hastened to assist him, 

While Mary spent in the gardeney’s cottage the Sow minutos 
which were necessary to prepare the stecds for their departure, 
she perceived in a corner the old man to whoin the garden 
belonged, and called him to approach. He camo as it were 
with reluctance. 

‘How, brother,’ said the abbot, ‘so slow to welcome thy 
royal Queen and mistress to liberty and to her kingdom !? 

The old man, thus admonished, came forward, and, in good 
terms of speech, gave het Grace joy of her deliverance. 

The Queen returned him thanks in the most gracious manner, 
aud added, ‘Tt will remain to us to offer some immediate reward 
for your fidelity, for we wot well your house has been long the 
yefuge in which our trusty servants have mot to concert 
measures for ovr freedom.’ So saying, she offered gold, and 
added, ‘We will consider your services more fully hereafter.’ 

‘Kuecl, brother,’ said the abbot—‘ kneel instantly, and thank 
her Graco’s kindness,’ 

‘Good brother, that wert once a few steps under me, and 
art still very many years younger,’ replicd the gardener, pet- 
tisly, eb ‘me do mine acknowledements in my own way. 
Queens have knolt to mo ere now, and in truth iny knees are 
too old and stilf to Lend even to this lovely-faced lady. May 
ib pleaso your Grace, if your Grace's servants have oveupied my 
house, so thet J could not cull it mine own; if they have 
trodden down my flowers in the zeal of their midnight comings 
and goings, and destroyed the hopo of the fruit season by 
bringing thoir war-horses into my garden, 1 do but enya of 
your Grace in requital thet you will choose your residence as 
fur from mo as possible. Town an old man, who would will- 
ingly eveep to my grave as casily ay T can, in peace, good-will, 
and quiet labour,’ 

‘1 promise you fairly, good man,’ said the Queen, ‘7 will not 
make youder castle my residence agin, if J cin betp it, But 
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let me press on you this money ; it will make some amends fer 
the havoe we have mado in your little garden and orchard.’ 

‘T thank your Grace, but it will make me not tho least 
amends,’ said the old man. ‘The rnmed labours of a whole 
year are not so easily replaced to him who has perchance but 
that one year to live; and, besides, thoy tell me I must leave 
this place, and become a wanderer in mine old age-—I that have 
nothing on carth saying these fruit-trees, and a few old parch- 
ments and family secrets not worth knowing. As for gold, if 
T had loved it, I might have remained lord abbot of St. Mary’s ; 
and yet I wot not, for if Abbot Boniface be but the poor 
peasant Blinkhoolie, his successor, the Abbot Ambrosius, is 
still transmuted for the worse into the guise of a sword-and- 
buckler-man.’ 

‘Ha! Is this indecd the Abbot Boniface of whom } have 
heard?’ said the Queen. '1t is indeed I who should have bent 
the knee for your blessing, good father!” 

‘Bend no knee to me, lady! The blessing of an old man, 
who is no longer an abbot, go with you over dele and down, 
I hear the trampling of your horses,’ 

‘Farewell, father,’ said the Queen. ‘When we are once more 
seated ab Holyrood, we will neither forget thee nor thine injured 

arden. 
2 ‘Forgot us both,’ said the Ex-Abbot Boniface, ‘and may God 
be with you!’ 

As they hurried out of the house, they heard the old man 
talking and muttering to himself, as he hastily drew bolt and 
bar behind them, 

‘The revenge of the Douglasses will reach tho poor old man,’ 
said the Queen. ‘God help me, I ruin every ona whom IT 
approach |” 

‘His safety is cared for” said Seyton; ‘he must not romain 
here, but will be privately condneted to a plece of greater 
security. But I would your Grace were in the saddle, To 
horse |—to horse |” 

The party of Seyton and of Douglas were increased to about 
ton by those attendants who had remained with tho horses. 
he Queen and her ladies, with all the rest who enme from the 
beat, were instantly mounted; and holding aloof from the 
village, which was already alarmed by the firing from the castle, 
with Douglas acting as their guide, they soon reached the open 
ground, and began to ride as fasé as was consistent with keoping 
together in good order. 


CHAPTER XXXVI 


Ie mounted himself on a coal-black steed, 
And her on a heckled grey, 
With a bugelet horn hung down fiom his side, 
Aud roundly they rede away, 
Old Ballad. 


Tne influence of the free air, the rushing of the horsos over 
high and low, the ringing of the bridles, the oxcitation at once 
arising from a senso of frecdom and of rapid motion, gradually 
dispelled the confused and dejected sort of stupefaction by 
which Queen Mary was at first overwhelmed. she could not 
at last coneeal the change of her feelings to the person who 
rode at her rein, and who she doubted not was the Father 
Ambrosius ; for Seyton, with all the heady impetuosity of a 
youth, proud, and justly so, of his first successful adventure, 
assumed all the bustle and importanco of commander of the 
little party, which oseorted, in the language of, the time, the 
Fortune of Scotland. Te now led the van, now checked his 
bounding stecd till the rear had como up, exhorted tho leaders 
to keop a steady, though rapid, pace, und commanded those 
who wore hindinost of tho party to use their spurs, and allow 
no interval to tako place in their line df march; and anon he 
was beside the Queen or hor ladies, inquiving how thoy brooked 
the hasty journey, nd whether they had ‘any commands for 
him. But while Soyton thus busicd himself in the general 
cuuso with somo advantage to tho regular order of the march, 
and a good deal of personal ostentation, the horseman who rode 
boside tho Queen guve her his full and undivided attention, as 
if he had been waiting upon some superior being, When the 
road was rugged and dangerous, he abandoned almost entirely 
tho care of his own horso, end kept his hand constantly upon 
the Queen’s bridle; if x river or larger brook traversed their 
course, his left arm vetained hor in the seddlo, whild his vight 
held her palfrey’s rein. 
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‘T had not thought, reverend father,’ said the Queen, when 
they reached the other bank, ‘that the convent bred such goBd 
horsemen.’ The person she addressed sighed, but made no other 
answer. ‘T know not how it is,’ said Queen Mary, ‘but either 

“the sense of fieedom, or the pleasure of my favourite exercise, 
from which T have been so léng debarred, or both cirgbined, 
seem to have given wings to mo: no fish ever shot through 
the water, no bird through the air, with the hurried fecling of 
liberty and rapture with which I sweep thnough this night- 
wind, and over these wolds. Nay, such is the magic of feeling 
myself once more in the saddle, that I could almost swear J am 
at this moment mounted on my own favourite Rosabelle, who 
was never matched in Scotland for swiftness, for case of motion, 
and for sureness of foot.’ 

‘And if the horse which bears so dear a burden could speak,’ 
answered the deep voice of the melancholy George of Douglas, 
“would she not reply, who but Rosabelle ought at such an 
omorgence as this to serve her beloved mistress, or who but 
Douglas ought to hold her bridle-rein 7’ 

Queen Mary started ; she foresaw at once all the evils like 
to arise to herself and him from the deep enthusiastic passion 
of this youth ; but her feelings as a woman, grateful at once 
and compassionate, prevented her assuming the dignity of a 
Queen, and she endeavoured to continue the conversation in an 
indifforent tone. 

‘Methought,’ she said, ‘IT heard that, at the division of my 
spoils, Rosabelle had become the property of Lord Morton’s 
paramour and ladye-loye, Alice,’ 

‘The noble palfrey had indecd been destined to so baso a 
lot,’ answered Douglas. ‘She was kept undor four koys, and 
under the chargo of a numerous crew of grooms and domestics ; 
but Queen Mary needed Rosabelle, and Rosabelle is here.’ - 

‘And was it well, Douglas,’ said Queen Mary, ‘when such 
fearful risks of various kinds mnst needs be encountered, that 
you should augment their perils to yourself for a subject of so 
little moment as e palfrey 7’ 

‘Do you call that of little moment,’ answered Douglas, ‘which 
has afforded you a moment's pleasure? Did you not start with 
joy when I first said you were mounted on Rosabelle? And to 
purchase you that pleasure, though it were to last no longer 
than the flash of lightning doth, would not Douglas have risked 
his life a thousand times?’ 

*O, peace, Douglas—peuce,’ said the Queen, ‘ this is anfitting 
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language ; and, besides, 1 would speak,’ said she, recollecting 
herself, ‘with the abbot of St. Mary’s. Nay, Douglas, 1 will 
not let you quit my rein in displeasure,’ 

‘Displeasure, lady !’ answered Douglas; ‘alas! sorrow is all 
that T can feel for your well-varranted contempt, I showld be 
as soon “displeased with Heaven’ for refusing the wildest wish 
which mortal can form,’ 

‘Abide by my rein, however,’ said Mary, ‘there is room for, 
my lord abbot on the other side; and, besides, I doubt if his 
assistance would be so uscful to Rosabelle and me as yours has 
heen, should the road again require it.’ 

The abbot came up on the other side, and she immediately 
opened a conversation with him on the topic of the state of 
parties, and the plan fittest for her to pursue in consequence 
of her deliverance. In this conversation Douglas took little 
shave, and never but when directly applied to by the Queen, 
while, as before, his attention seemed entirely engrossed by the 
care of Mary’s personal safety. She learned, however, sho had 
a new obligation to him, since, by his contrivanco, the abbot, 
whom he had furnished with the family password, was introduced 
into the castle as one of the garrison. 

Long before daybreak they ended their hasty and perilous 
journey before the gates of Niddrie, a castle in West Lothian, 
belonging to Lord Seyton. When the Queen was abont to_, 
alight, Tlonry Seyton, preventing Douglas, received her in his” 
arms, und, knecling down, prayed her Majesty to enter tho 
house of his father, her faithful servant, 

‘Your Grace,’ he udded, ‘may repose yourself here in porfoct 
safety: it is already garrisoned with good men for your pro- 
tection ; and I havo sent « post to my fathor, whose instant 
arrival, at the head of five hundred mén, may bo looked for, 
Do not dismay yourself, thorefore, should your sleop be broken 
by the trampling of horse ; but only think that hore aro some 
scores more of tho saucy Soytons como to attond you.’ 

‘And by botter friends than the saucy Soytons n Scottish 
queen cannot be guarded,’ replicd Mary. ‘ Rosabelle went fleet 
as the summer brooze, and wellnigh as casy; but it is long 
since I have boen a traveller, and I focl that ropose will be 
welcome. Catherine, ma mignonne, you must sleep in my 
apartmont to-night, and bid me weleome to your noble father’s 
castle. Thanks—thanks to all ny kind doliverers ; thanks, and 
a good-night is all I ean now offer; but if 1 climb once more 

3” the uppor side of Mortune’s wheel | will not have her bandage. 
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Mary Stuart will keep her eyes open, and distinguish her 
frionds, Seyton, I necd scarcely recommend the venerable 
abbot, the Douglas, and my page to your honourable care and 
hospitality,’ 

Henry Seyton ‘bowed, aud Catherine and Lady Fleming 
attended the Queen to her apartment; where, acknowledging 
to them that she should have found it difficult in that moment 
to keep hor promise of holding her eyes open, she resigned 
horseli to repose, and awakened not till the morning was 
advanced. 

Mary’s fot fechng when sho awoko was the doubt of hor 
freedom ; and the impulse prompted her to start from bed, and 
hastily throwing her mantlo over her shoulders, to look out at 
tho casement of hor apartment. 0 sight of joy! instead of the 
erystal sheet of Lochleven, unaltered save by the influence of 
tho wind, a landscape of wood and moorland lay before hor, 
and the park around the castle was ocenpied by the troops of 
hor most faithful and most favonrite nobles. 

‘ Risc—rise, Catherine,’ cried the enraptured Princess— arise 
and come hither! Tere are swords and spears in truc hands, 
and glittering armory on loyal breasts. Tlere are hanners, my 
git], iloating in the wind, as lightly as summer clouds. Great 
God! what pleasure to my weary cyes to trace their devices— 
thine own brave fgther’s—tho princely Hamilton’s—the faithful 
Fleming’s. See—see—they have caught a glimpse of me, and 
throng towards the window !’ 

She flung the casement open, and with her bare head, from 
which the tresses flow back loose and dishevelled, her fair arm, 
slendorly veiled by her mantle, returned by motion and sign 
tho exuljing shouts of the warriors, which echoed for many a 
furlong around. Whon the first burst of eestatic joy was over 
sho recollected how lightly sho was dressed, and, putting her 
hands to her face, which was covered wilh binshes at tho re- 
collection, withdrew abruptly from the window. The cause of 
her retroat was easily conjectured, and increased the general 
enthusiasm for a princess who had forgotten her rank in her 
haste to acknowledge tho sorvices of her subjects. The un- 
adorned beauties of the lovely woman, too, moyed the military 
spectators more than tho highest display of her regal state 
might; and what might have scomed too free in her mode of ap- 
pearing before them was more than atoned for by the enthusiasm 
of the moment, and by the delicacy evinced in her hasty retreat, 


Often as the shouts died away, us often were they rencwed, till 
° 
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wood and hill rung again; and many a deep oath was made 
kt morning on the cross of the sword, that the hand should 
not part with the weapon till Mary Stuart was restored to her 
rights. But what are promises, what the hopos of mortals? 
In ten days theso gallant and devoted votaries were slain, wore 
cnptives, or had fled. 

Mary flung herself into the nearest seat, and still blushing, 
yet half-smiling, excluimed, ‘dla mignonne, what will thoy think 
of me?—to show myself to them with my bare fect hastily 
thrust into the slippers—-only this loose mantle about me—my 
hair loose on my shoulders—my arms and neck so bare, , tha 
best thoy can suppose is, that her abode in yonder dungeon 
has tuned their Queen’s brain! But my rebel subjects saw 
me exposed when I was in the depth of affliction, why should 
I hold colder coromony with these faithful and loyal men? 
Call Fleming, however ; I trust she has not forgotten tho littl 
mail with my apparel. We must be as brave as we can, 
mignonne, 

‘Nay, madam, our good Lady Fleming was in no case to 
remember anything,’ 

‘Yon jest, Catherine,’ said the Queen, somewhat offonded 5, 
‘it is not in her nature, surely, to forget her duty so far as to 
leave us without a chango of apparel?’ 

‘Roland Graome, madam, took caro of that,’ answered Cathe- 
rine; ‘for he threw the mail with your Highnoss’s clothes and 
jewels into the boat, ero he ran back to lock the gate. I never 
saw so awkward a page as that youth: the packet wollnigh fell 
on my head.’ 

‘Ho shall nmke thy heart amends, my girl,’ said Queen 
Mary, laughing, ‘for that and all other offences given, But 
call Fleming, and let us put ourselyes into apparel Lo moot our 
faithful lords.’ 

Such had been the preparations, and such was tho skill of 
Lady Fleming, that the Queen appeared beforo hor assembled 
nobles in such attire as became, though it could not enhance, 
her natural dignity. With tho most winning courtesy, sho 
expressed to cach individual her grateful thanks, and dignitied 
nob only every noble, but many of the lesser barons, by her 
particular attention. 

‘And whither now, my lords?’ she said; ‘ what way do your 
counsels determine for us?’ 

‘To Draphanc Castlo,’ replied Lord Arbroath, ‘if your 
Majesty is so pleased ; and thence to Dunbarton, to placa your 
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Grace's person in safety, after which wo long to prove if these 
traitors will abide us in the field.’ 

‘And when do we journey?’ 

‘We propose,’ said Lord Scyton, ‘if your Grace’s fatigue will 

* permit, to take horse after the morning’s meal.’ 

‘* Your pleasure, my lords, is mine,’ replied the Queen ; ‘we 
will rnte our journcy by your wisdom now, and hope hereafter 
to have tho advantago of governing by it our kingdom. You 
will permit my ladies and me, my good lords, to break our fast 
along with you; we must be half soldiers ourselves, and set 
stale apart.’ 

Low bowed many a helmeted head at this gracious proffer, 
when the Queen, glancing her eyes through the assembled 
leadors, missed both Douglas and Roland Graeme, and inquired 
for thom in a whisper to Catherine Seyton. 

‘Thoy aro in yonder oratory, madam, sad enough,’ replicd 
Cathorine, and the Queen observed that her favourite’s eyes 
were ved with weeping. _* 

‘This must not be,’ said the Queen. ‘Keep the company 
amused, TI will seck thom, and introduce them myself.’ 

She wont into the oratory, whore the first she met was Goorgo 
Douglas, standing, or raghor reclining, m the recess of a window, 
his back vested against the wall and his arms folded on his 
broast. At the sight of the Queen ho started, and his counte- 
nanco showod, for an instant, an expression of intense delight, 
which was instantly exchanged for his usual deep melancholy. 

‘What means this?’ sho said. ‘Douglas, why does tho first 
deviser and bold oxecutor of tho happy scheme for our freedom 
shun the company of his fellow-nobles, and of tho sovereign 
whom he has obliged?’ 

‘Madam,’ replicd Deuglas, ‘thoso whom you grace with your 
presenco bring followors to aid your cause, wealth to support 
your stale~can offer you halls in which to feast, and imprég- 
nutble castles for your defence. I am a houseless and landless 
man—disinherited by my (grand-] mother, and laid under her 
malediction—disowned by my name and kindyed—who bring 
nothing lo your standard but a single sword, and the poor life 
of its owner.’ 

‘Do you menn to upbraid me, Douglas,’ replied the Queen, 
‘hy showing what you havo lost for my sake?’ 

‘God forbid, madam |’ interrupted the young man, eagerly ; 
‘wore it to do again, and had I ten times as much rank and 
wealth, and twenty times as many friends to lose, my losses 
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would be overpaid by the first step you made, as a treo princess, 
ufidn the soil of your native kingdom,’ 

‘And what then ails you, that you will not rejoice with those 
who rejoice upon the sume joyful oceasion ?’ said the Queen, 

‘Madan,’ replied the youth, ‘though evheridated and dis- 
owned, Tam yet a Douglas: with most of yonder nobles my 
family have beon in feud for ages—a cold reception amongst 
thom wore an insult, and a kind one yot more huniiliating,’ 

‘For shame, Douglas,’ replied the Queen, ‘shale off this 
unmanly gloom! IT can make thee match for the best of them 
in title and fortunc, and, behove me, J will, Go then amongst 
them, I commend you.’ 

‘That word,’ said Douglas, ‘is enough. | go. This only let 
me say, that not for wealth or title would 1 havo dono thet 
which { have dono, Mary Stuart will not, and the Quoen 
cannot, reward me.’ 

So saying, ho left tho oratory, mingled with tho nobles, and 
phiced himsolf at the bottom of the table. The Queen looked 
after him, and put her kerehiet to her eyes, 

‘Now, Our Lady pity me,’ sho said, ‘for no sooner are my 
prison cares ended than those which besot mo as a woman end 
a queen again thicken around me. — Happy Elizabeth ! to whom 
political interest, is everything, and whose heart novor botrays 
thy head. And now must I seok this other boy, if T would 
provent daggers-drawing betwixt him and the young Seyton.’ 

Roland Grame was in tho samo oratory, but at such a dis- 
tance from Douglas, that he could not overhear what passed 
betwiat the Queen and him. Fe also was moody and thoaght- 
ful, but cleared Ins brow at the Queon’s ee ‘low now, 
Roland? you aro negligent in your attendanco this morning. 
Avo you so much overcome with your night’s rido 4?’ 

‘ Not so, gracious madam,’ answered Greme 3 ‘bub I am tok 
tho page of Lochloven is not tho page of Niddrie Castle; and 
so Mastor Henry Soyton hath in a manner becn pleased to 
supersede my attendance.’ 

‘Now, ITcaven forgive me,’ said tho Queon, “how soon these 
cock-chickons hegin to spar! With children and boys, at least, 
Imay be a queen, I will havo you friends. Some ono sond 
me Honry Soyton hither.’ As she spoke tho last words nloud, 
tho youth whom she had named entered the apartmont, ‘Come 
hither,’ sho said, ‘Tonry Seyton, 1 will havo yon give your 
hand to this youth, who so woll aided in the plan of my 
escape,’ 
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. ‘Willingly, madam,’ answered Seyton, ‘so that the youth 
will grant me, 1s a boon, that he touch not the hand of another 
Seyton whom he knows of. My hand has passed current for 
hors with him before now; and to win my friendship, he must 
.give up thoughts of my sister’s love.’ 

‘Henry Scyton,’ said the Queen, ‘does it become you to add 
any condition to my command ?’ ‘ 

‘Madam,’ said [fenry, “I am the sorvant of your Grace’s 
throne, son to the most loyal man in Scotland. Our goods, our 
castles, our bload, are yours; our honour is in our own keeping. 
T could say more, but——’ 

‘Nay, spouk on, rude hoy,’ said the Qneon ; ‘what avails it 
that Jam released from Lochleven, if [ am thus enthralled 
under the yoke of my protended deliverers, and prevented from 
doing justice to one who has deserved ag well of mo as your- 
gelf ? 

‘Bo not in this cistemperature for me, sovereign lady,’ said 
Roland; ‘this young gentleman, being tho faithful servant of 
your (race, and the brother of Catherine Seyton, bears that 
about him which will charm down my passion at the hottest.’ 

‘T warn thee once more,’ said Honry Scyton, haughtily, ‘that 
you make no speech which may infer that the daughter of Lord 
Seyton can be aught to thee beyond what sho is to every chiurl’s 
blood in Scotland?’ 

‘The Queen was again abont to interfere, for Roland’s com- 
ue vose, and it became somewhat questionable how long his 
love for Cathorine would suppress the natural fire of his tempor. 
But the interposition of another person, hitherto unseen, pre- 
youted Mary’s interference. Thore was in the oratory a separate 
shrino, incloged with a high sereon of pierced oak, within which 
was placed an image of St. Bonnet, of peculiar sanctity. From 
this rocoss, in which she had been probably engaged in her devo- 
tions, issued, suddonly Magdalon Graeme, and addressed Henry 
Soyton, in reply to his last offensive oxpressions—‘ And of what 
clay, thon, are they moulded theso Scytons, that the blood of 
tho Gremos may not aspire to mingle with theirs? Know, 
proud boy, that when I called this youth my daughter's child, 1 
affirm his descont from Maliso Earl of Strathern, called Malise 
with the Bright Brand; and [ trow the blood of your honse 
springs from no higher soureo.’ 

‘Good mother, seid Seyton, ‘mothinks your sanctity should 
make you superior to these worldly vanities; and indced it 
seems to have rendered you somewhat oblivious touching them, 
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sinco, to be of gentle descent, the futher’s namo and lineage 
afiust be as well qualified as the mother’s,’ 

‘ Anid if I say he comes of tho blend of Ayencl by tho father’s 
sido,’ replied Magdalen Greeme, ‘name T not blood as richly 
coloured as thine own?’ : 

“Of Avenel!’ said the Queen; ‘is my page descended of 
Avonfl?? ‘ 

‘Ay, gvacions Princess, and the last male heir of that ancient 
house. Julian Avonel was his father, who fell in battle against 
tho Southron,’ 

‘T hnve heard the tale of sorrow,’ said the Queen; ‘it was 
thy daughter, then, who followed that unfortunate baron to the 
field, and died on his body? Alas! how many ways does 
woman’s affection find Lo work out her own misery! ‘The talo 
has oft been told and sung in hal and bower, And thou, 
Roland, art that child of misfortune, who was left among tho 
dead and dying? Henry Seyton, he is thine equal iu blood and 
birth.’ 

‘Searecly so,’ said LLenry Seyton, ‘even were ho legitimate ; 
but if the talo bo told and sung aright, Julian Avenel was a 
false knight, and his loman a frail and credulous maiden,’ 

‘Now, by Heaven, thou liost !? said Roland Graome, and laid 
hig hand ov his sword. The entrance of Lord Seyton, however, 
provonted violence. 

‘Save me, my lord,’ suid the Queen, ‘and separat¢ theso 
wild and untamed spirits,’ 

‘How, Honry!’ said the baron, fare my castle and the 
Queen’s presence no checks on thine insolence and impetuosity ? 
And with whom art ‘thon brawling? Unless my oyes spell that. 
token false, it is with the very youth who aided me so gallantly 
in tho skirmish with the Lesties. Lot mg look, fair youth, at the 
medal which thou wearost in thy cap. By St. Bennot, it is the 
sumel__UTenry, T command thee to forbew him, as thou lovest 
my blesshig-——’ 

‘And as you honour my command,’ suid the Queen ; ‘good 
sorvice hath he done me.’ 

‘Ay, madam,’ replied young Soyton, ‘us when ho carried tho 
billet, inclosed in the sword-sheath, to Lochleven, Marry, tho 
good youth knew no more than a pack-horse what ho was 
carrying.’ 

"But I, who dedicated him to this great work,’ ssid Magdalon 
Uramo—‘[, by whoso advice and agency this just heir hath 
been unloosed from her thraldom—t, who spared not tho last 
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yemaining hope of a falling house in this great action—I, at 
least, know and counselled ; and what merit may be mine, le? 
the reward, most gracions Queen, descend upon this youth. 
My ministry here is ended ; you are free—a sovereign princess 
at tho head of a gallant army, surrounded by valiant barons. 
My sorvico could avail you no farther, but mht well prejydice 
you; your fortune now rests upon men’s hearts and men’s 
swords, May they prove as trusty as the faith of women |’ 

‘You will not leave us, mother,’ said the Queen——‘ you whose 
practices in our favour were so powerful, who dared so many 
dangers, ‘and wore so many disguises, to blind our enemics and 
to confirm our friends—you will not leave us in the dawn of our 
roviving fortunes, ore we hayo time to know and to thank you?’ 

‘You cannot lnow her,’ answered Magdalen Graeme, ‘who 
kuows not herself: there ave times when, in this woman's frame 
of mino, there is the strength of him of Gath ; in this overtoiled 
brain, the wisdom of the most sage counsellor; and again tho 
yoist is on me, and my strongth is weakness, my wisdom folly. 
T havo spoken before princes and cardinals—ay, noble Princess, 
even before tho princes of thine own house of Lorraine—and I 
know not whence the words of persuasion came which flowed 
from my lips, and were drunk in by their ears. And now, even 
when T most need words of persuasion, there is something which 
chokes my voice and robs me of utterance.’ 

‘If there be aught in my powor to do thee pleasure,’ said the 
Queen, ‘the barely naming it shell avail as well us all thine 
cloquonce,’ ; 

‘Sovoroign lady,’ replied tho enthusiast, ‘it shames me that 
at this high moment something of human frailty should cing 
to one whoso vows tho saints havo heard, whose labours in tho 
rightful cause Heaven hag prospered. But it will be thus, whilo 
the living spirit is shrined in the clay of mortality. 1 will yield 
to the folly,’ she said, weeping as she spoke, ‘and it shall be 
tho last.’ ‘Thon seizing Roland’s hand, she led him to the 
Cueon’s fect, knocling herself upon one knee, and causing him 
to kneol on both. ‘Mighty Princess,’ she said, ‘look on this 
flowor—it was found by a kindly stranger on a bloody field of 
battle, and long it was ero my anxious eyes saw, and my arms 
pressed, all thaG was left of my only daughter. [or your sake, 
und for that of the holy faith we both profess, I could leave this 
plant, while it was yet tender, to the hurture of strangers—ay, 
of enomies, by-whoni, perchance, his blood would have been 
poured forth as wine, had the heretic Glendinning known that: 
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he had in his house the heir of Julian Avenel. Since thon J 
‘have scen hin only ina few hours of doubt and dread, and now 
[ part with the child of my loye—for over—for ever! 0, for 
every weary step I have made in your rightful causo, in this 
and in foreign lands, give protection to the child whom J] must 
no more call mine !’ 

f swear to you, mother,’ said tho Queen, deeply affected, 
‘that, for your sake and his own, his happiness and fortuno 
shall be our charge !” 

‘I thank you, daughter of princes,’ said Magdalen, and 
pressed her lips, first to the Queen’s hand, then to the brow 
of her grandson. ‘And now,’ she said, drying her tears, and 
rising with dignity, ‘carth has had its own, and Heaven claims 
tho rest. Lioness of Scotland, go forth and conquer! and if 
the prayers of a devoted votaress can avail thee, they will rise 
in munya land, and from many a distant shrine. I will glido 
like a ghost from land to land, from temple to temple; and 
whore the very name of my country is unknown, the pricsts 
shall ask who is the queen of that distant northern clime, for 
whom the aged pilgrim was so fervent in prayer. Farewell | 
Honour be thine, and earthly prosperity, if it be the will of God ; 
if not, may the penance thou shalt do here ensure thy happi- 
ness hereafter! Let no one speak or follow me—my resolution 
is taken—my vow cannot be cancelled.’ 

She glided from their presence as she spoke, and her Jast lool 
was upon her beloved grandchild. He would hiwvo rison and 
followed, but the Queen and Lord Seyton interfered, 

‘Press not on her now,’ said Lord Seyton, ‘if you would not 
lose her for ever. Many a time have we secn the sainted mother, 
and often at the most needful moment ; but to press on her 
privacy, or to thwart hor purpose, is g crime which she cannot 
pardon. I trust we shall yeti see her at her need—a holy woman 
she is for certain, and dedicated wholly to prayer and penance ; 
and heneo the heretics hold her as one distracted, while true 
Catholics deem her a saint.’ 

‘Let me then hope,’ said the Queen, ‘that you, my lord, will 
aid me in the execution of her last request.’ 

‘What! in the protection of my young second ?—cheerfully 
—thaf is, in all that your Majesty can think it fitting to ask 
of me, Henry, give thy hand upon the instant to Roland 
Avenel, for so I presume he must now be called.’ 

‘And shall be lord of the barony,’ said the Queen, ‘if God 
prospor our rightful arms.’ 
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‘Tt can only be to restore it to my kind protectress, who, , 
now holds it,’ said young Avenel. ‘I would rather be landless 
all my life than she lost a rood of ground by me’ 

‘Nay,’ said the Queen, looking to Lord Soyton, ‘his mind 
matches his birth. Henry, thou hast not yet given thy hand, 

‘Tt is his, said Henry, giving it- with some appearance of 
courtesy, but whispering Roland at the same time, ‘ For all this 
thou hast not my sister's,’ 

‘May it please your Grace,’ said Lord Seyton, ‘now that these 
passages aro over, to honour ot poor meal, ‘Time it were that 
our banners were reflected in the Clyde. We must to horse 
with as little delay as may be,’ 


CHAPTER XXXVII 


Ay, sir—our ancient crown, in these wild times, 
Olt stood upon a cast ; the gamester's dueat, 
So olten staked, and Jost, and then regain’d, 
Scares knew so many hazards, 
The Spunish Father. 


Tv is not our object to enter into the historical part of the 
reign of the ill-fated Mary, or to recount how, during tho 
week which succeeded her flight from Lochleven, her partizans 
mustered around her with their followers, forming a gallant 
army, amounting to sia thousand men. So much light has 
heon lately thrown ou the most minute details of the period by 
Mr. Chalmers, in his valuable [istory of Queen dlary, that the 
reador may be safely referred to it for the fullest information 
which ancient records afford concerning that interesting time, 
It is sufficient for ow’ purpose to say, that while Mary's head- 
quarters were at Hamilton, the Regent and his adherents had, 
in tho King’s name, assembled a host at Glasgow, inferior 
indeed to that of the Queen in numbers, but formidable from 
the military talents of Murray, Morton, the Laird of Grange, 
and others, who had been trained from their youth in foreign 
and domestic wars, : 

In these cireumstances, it was the obvious policy of Queen 
Mary to avoid a conflict, secure that, were her person once in 
safety, the number of her adherents must daily increase ; 
whereas, the forces of those opposed to her must, as had fre- 
quently happened in the previous history of her reign, have 
diminished, and their spirits become broken. And so evident 
was this to her counsellors, that they resolved their first step 
should be to place the Queen in tho strong castle of Dunbarton, 
there to await the course of ovents, the arrival of succours 
from France, and the levies which were made by her adherents 
in every province in Scotland. Accordingly, orders were given 
that all men should be on horseback or on foot, apparelled in 
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their armour, and ready to follow the Queen’s standard in 
array of battle, the avowed determination being to escort het * 
to the castle of Dunbarton in defiance of her enemies. , 

The muster was made upon Hamilton Moor, and the march 
commenced in all the pomp of feudal times. Military music 
sounded, banners and pennons waved, armour glittered far gnd 
wide, and spears glanced and twinkled like stars in a frosty 
sky. The gallant spectacle of warlike parade was on this 
occasion dignified by the presence of tho Queen hersell, who, 
with a fair votinue of ladies and houschold attendants, and a 
special guard of gentlemon, amongst whom young Seyton and 
Roland were distinguished, gave grace at once and confidence 
to the army, which spreac its ample files before, around, and 
behind her. Many churchmen also joined the cavalcade, most 
of whom did not scruple to assume ams, and declare their 
intention of wielding them in defence of Mary and the Catholic 
faith. Not so the abbot of St. Mary's. Roland had not secon 
this prelate sce the night of their escape from Lochloven, 
and he now beheld him, vobed in the dress of his order, assume 
his station near the Queen’s person. Roland hastened to pull 
off his basnet, and beseech the abbot’s blessing. 

‘Thou hast it, my son!’ said the priest; ‘T see thee now 
under thy tne name, and in thy rightful garb. The holmet 
with the holly-branch befits your brows well. 1 have long 
waited for the hour thou shouldst assume it.’ 

‘Thon you knew of my descont, my good father? said Roland. 

‘T did go, but, it was under seal af confession from thy 
grandmother; nor was I at liberty to toll the secret till she 
herself should make it known.’ 

‘Hor reason for such secrecy, my father?’ said Roland 
Avonel, . 

‘Fear, perchanee, of my brother—a mistaken fear, for 
Ifaibert would not, to ensure himself a kingdom, havo offered 
wrong to nn orphan; besides that your title, m quiet times, 
eyo had your father done your mother that justice which [ 
well hopo he did, could not have competed with that of my 
brother’s wifo, the child of Julian’s elder brother.’ 

‘They necd fear no competition from me,’ stid Avenel, 
‘Scotland is wide enough, and there are many manors to win, 
without plundering my benefactor. But prove to me, my 
reverend father, that my father was jusé to my mother; show 
me thet T may call myself a legitimate Avenel, and make me 
your bounden slave for over!’ 
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‘Ay,’ replied the abbot, ‘I hear the Seytons hold thee cheap 

“for that stain on thy shield. Something, however, I have 

Jearntfrom the Jate Abbot Boniface, which, if it prove sooth, 
may redeem that reproach,’ 

“Tell me that blessed news,’ saitt Roland, ‘and the future 
seryice of my life ; 

‘Rash boy!’ said the abbot, ‘I should but madden thine 
impatient tomper by exciting hopes that may never be ful- 
filled, and is this’ time for them? Think on what perilous 
march we are bound, and if thou hast a sin unconfessed, 
neglect not the only Ieisure which Heaven may perchance 
afford thee for confession and absolution.’ 

“There will be time enough for both, I trust, when we 
reach Dunbarton,’ answered the page. 

‘Ay,’ said the abbot, ‘thou crowest as loudly as the vost ; 
but we are not yet at Dunbarton, and there is a lion in the 

ath,’ 
, ‘Mean you Murray, Morton, and the other rebels at 
Glasgow, my reverend father? ‘Tush! they dare not look on 
the royal banney,’ 

‘Even so,’ replied the abbot, ‘speak many of those who are 
older, and should be wiser, than thou, I have yetwned from 
the southern shires, where I left many a chief of name arming 
in the Queen’s interest. I left the lords here wise and con- 
sidorate men; I find them madmen on my return: they are 
willing, for move pride and vainglory, to brave the enemy, and 
to carry the Queen, as it weve in triumph,,past the walls of 
Glasgow, and under the beards.of tho adverse army. Seldom 
does Heaven smile on such mistimed confidence. We shall bo 
encountered, and that to the purpose.’ 

‘And so much the better,’ replied Roland; ‘the field of 
battle was my cradle.’ 

‘Beware it be not thy dying-bed,’ said the abbot. ‘But 
what avails it whispering to young wolves the dungers of the 
chase? You will know, perchance, ere this day is out, what 
yonder men are, whom you hold in rash contempt.’ 

‘Why, what are they?’ said Henry Seyton, who now joined 
them. ‘Have they sinews of wire and flesh of iron? Will Jead 
pierce and steel cut them? If so, reverend father, we havo 
little to fear,’ 

‘They ave evil men,’ said the abbot, ‘but tho trade of war 
demands no saints. Murray and Morton are known to be the 
best generals in Scotland. No one ever saw Lindesny’s or 
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Tuthven’s back. Kirkcaldy of Grange was named by the Con- 
stable Montmorency the first soldier in Europe. My brotha§ 
too good a name for such a cause, has been far and wide known 
for a leader,’ 

‘The better—the better !’ said Seyton, triumphantly; ‘we 
shall have all these traitors of rank and name in a fain field 
before us, Our canse is the best, our numbers are the strongest, 
ow hearts and limbs match theirs. St. Bennet, and set on!’ 

The abbot made no reply, but scemed lost in reflection ; 
and his anxiely in some measure communicated itself to 
Roland Avencl, who over, as their line of march led over a 
ridge or an eminence, cast an anxious look towards the towers 
of Glasgow, as if he expected to sce symptoms of the cnemy 
issuing forth. It was not that he feared the fight, but the 
issue was of such deep import to his country and to himself 
that the natural fire of his spirit burned with a less lively, 
though with a moro intense, glow. Love, honour, fame, 
fortuno, all seemed to depend on’ the issue of one field, rashly 
hazarded perhaps, but now likely to become unavoidable and 
decisive, 

When, at length, their march came to be nearly parallel 
with the city of Glasgow, Roland became sensible that the 
high grounds before them were already in part occupied by a 
foreo, showing, like their own, the royal banner of Scotland, 
and on the point of being supported by columns of infantry and 
a of horse, which the city gates had poured forth, and 
which hastily advanced to sustain those troops who already 
possessed the ground in front of tho Queen's forces. Horseman 
after horseman galloped in from the advanced guard, with 
tidings that Murray had taken the field with his whole army ; 
that his object was toeintereept the Queen’s mareh, and his 
purposo unquestionable to hazard a battle, Tb was uow that 
the tempers of mon wore subjected to a sudden and a severe 
trial; and that those who had too presumptuously concluded 
that they should pass without combat wore something discon- 
corted, whon, at once, and with little time to deliberate, thoy 
found themselves placed in front of a resolute cuemy. ‘Their 
chiefs immediately assembled around the Queen, and held a 
hasty council of war, Mary’s quivering lip confessed the fear 
which she endeavoured (o gonceal under a bold and dignified 
demeanour, But her efforts were overcome by painful recollec- 
tions of the disastrous issue of her last appearance in arms at 

faxbetry Till; and, when she meant to have asked them thoir 
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advice for ordering the battle, she invohmiarily inquixed 
chether there were no means of eseaping without an engage- 
ment? 

‘Escaping !? answered the Lord Seyton. ‘When I stand as 
one to ten of your ILighness’s enemies, I may think of eseapo; 
but never while I stand with three to two!’ 

<httle '—battle |’ exclaimed the assembled lords ; ‘we will 
drive the rebels from their vantage ground, as the hound turns 
the hare on the Inilside.’ 

‘Methinks, my noble lords,’ said the abbot, ‘it were as well 
to prevent his gaining that advantage. Our road lies through 
yonder hamlet on the brow, and whichever party hath the Inck 
to possess it, with its little gardens and inclosnres, will attain 
a post of great defence.’ 

‘The reverend father is right,’ said the Queen. *0, haste 
thee, Seyton—haste, and get thither before them; they are 
marching like the wind.’ 

Seyton bowed low, and turned his horse’s head, ‘Your 
Highness honours me,’ he said; ‘T will instantly press forward 
and seize the pass.’ 

‘Not before’ me, my lord, whose charge is the command of 
the vanguard,’ said the Lord of Arbroath. 

‘Before you, or any Hamilton in Scotland,’ said the Seyton, 
‘having the Queen's command. Follow mo, gentlemen, my 
vassals and kinsmen. St, Bennet, and set on!’ 

‘And follow me,’ said Arbroath, ‘my noble kinsinen and 
brave men-tenants ; we will see which will first reach the post 
of danger. For God and Queen Mary!’ 

‘Tl-omened haste and most unhappy strife,’ said the abbot, 
who saw them and their followers rush hastily and omulously 
to aseend the height, without waiting till thoir men were 
placed in order. ‘And you, gentlemen,’ he continued, address- 
ing Roland and Seyton, who were each about to follow those 
who hastened thus disorderly to the conflict, ‘will you leave 
the Queen’s person unguarded ?” 

£0, leave me not, gentlemen !’ said the Queen—‘ Roland and 
Seyton, do not leave me; there are enough of arms to strike in 
this fell combat—withdraw not those to whom I trust for my 
safety! 

‘We may not leave her Grace,’ said Roland, looking at 
Seyton, and tuming his horse. 

‘T over looked when thou wouldst find ont that,’ rejoined 
the fiery youth. 
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Roland made no answer, but bit his lip till the blood came, 
and spurring his horse up to the side of Catherine Seyt8n’s 
palfroy, he wiuspered in a low voice, ‘I never thought to have 
done aught to deserve you; lut this day I have heard myself 
upbraided with cowardice, and my sword remained still sheathed, 
and all for the love of you.’ 

“There is madness’ among us all,’ said the dams@l: ‘my 
father, my brother, and you are all alike boreft of reason. 
Ye should think only of this poor Queen, and you are all 
inspired hy your own absurd jealousics. The mouk is the only 
soldier and man of sense amongst you all, My lord abbot,’ she 
cried aloud, ‘were it not bettor we should draw to the westward, 
and wait the event that God shall send us, instead of remaining 
hore in the highway, endangering the Queen’s person, and 
cumboring the troops in their advance 7” 

‘You say well, my daughter, replied the abbot; ‘had we 
but one to guide us where the Queen's person may be in safety! 
Our nobles hurry to the conflict, without casting a thought on 
‘the very cause of the war.’ 

‘Follow me,’ said a knight, or man-at-arms, well mounted, 
and accoutred completely in black armour,* but having tho 
visor of his helmet closed, and bearing no crest on his helmet, 
or device upon his shield. 

‘We will follow no stranger,’ said the abbot, ‘without some 
swarrant of his truth,’ 

‘T ama strangor and in your hands,’ said the horseman ; 
‘if you wish to know more of mo, the Queon herself will be 
your warrant,’ 

The Queen had remained fixed to tho spot, as if disabled by 
fear, yot. mechanically smiling, bowing, and waving her hand, 
as banners were lowoyed and spears dopressed before her, while, 
omulating the strifo betwixt Soyton and Arbroath, band on 
hand pressed forward their march towards the enemy, Scareo, 
however, had the black ridor whispered something in her ear, 
than she assented to what ho said; and when he spoke aloud, 
and with an air of command, ‘Gentlemen, it is the Queen's 
pleasure that you should follow me,’ Mary uttered, with some- 
thing like eagerness, the word ‘Yes.’ 

All wore in motion in an instant; for the black horsoman, 
throwing off a sort of apathy of manner which his first appeoar- 
anco indicated, spurred his horse to and fro, making him tuke 
such active bounds and short turns as showed the rider master 
of the animal; and getting the Queen’s little retinue in some 
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order for marching, he led them to tho left, directing his course 
towards a castle, which, crowning a gentle yet commanding 
eminence, presented an extensive view over the country bencath, 
and, in particular, commanded a view of those heights which both 
armies hastencd to occupy, and which it was now apparent 
must almost instantly be the scone of struggle and dispute. 

‘Yorfder towers,’ said the abbot, questioning the sable horse- 
man, ‘to whom do they belong? and aro they now in tho 
hands of friends?’ 

‘They are untenanted,’ replicd tho stranger, ‘or, at Teast, 
they have no hostile inmates. But urge theso youths, sir 
abbot, to make more haste; this is but an evil timo to satisfy 
their idle curiosity, by peering out upon the battle in which 
they are to take no share.’ 

‘The worse luck mine,’ said Ilenry Seyton, who overheard 
him; ‘I would rather be under my father’s banner at this 
moment than be made chamberlain of Holyrood, for this my 
present duty of peaceful ward well and patiently discharged.’ 

‘Your place under your father’s banner will shortly be right 
dangerous,’ said Roland Avenel, who, pressing his horse towards 
the westward, had still his look reverted to the armies; ‘ for T 
see yonder body of cavalry which presses from the eastward 
will reach the village ere Lord Scyton can gain it.’ 

‘They ave but cavalry,’ said Seyton, looking attentively ; 
‘they cannot hold the village without shot of harquebuss,’ 

‘Look more closely,’ said Roland; ‘you will sco that each 
of these ‘horsemen who advance so-rapidly from Glasgow carries 
a footman behind him. 

‘Now, by Heaven, he speaks well!’ said the black cavalier ; 
‘one of you two must go carry the news to Lord Seyton and 
Lord Arbroath, that they hasten not theiy horsemen on before 
the foot, but advance more regularly.’ 

‘Be that my errand,’ said Roland, ‘for I first marked tho 
stratagem of the cnemy.’ 

‘Bat, by your leave,’ said Seyton, ‘yondor is my father's 
banner engaged, and it best becomes mo to go to the rescue.’ 

‘T will stand by the Queen’s decision,’ snid Roland Avenel. 

‘What new appeal ?—what new quarrel?’ said Queen Mary. 
‘Are there not in yonder dark host cnemics cnough to Mary 
Stuart, but must her very friends twm enemies to each other?’ 

‘Nay, madam,’ said Roland, ‘the young Master of Seyton 
and I did but dispute who, should leave your person to do a 
most needful message to the host. He thought his rank entitled 

ry 
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him, and Ideemed that the person of least consequence, being 
myself, were botter perilled. ‘9 

‘Not so,’ said the Queen; ‘if one must leave mo, be it 
Soyton.’ 

Henry Seyton bowed till ‘the white phunes on his helmet + 
mixed with the flowing mane of his gallant war-horso, thon 
placed himself firm in the saddle, shook his Iance alot? with an 
air of triumph and determination, and striking his horse with 
the spurs, made towards his father’s Lanner, which was still 
advancing up the hill, and dashed his steed over every obstacle 
that oceurred in his headlong path. 

‘My brother! my father!’ exclaimed Catherine, with an 
expression of agonised apprehonsion—‘ they are in the midst of 
peril, and T tn safety |” 

‘Would to God,’ said Roland, ‘that I were with thom, and 
could ransom every drop of their blood by two of mine !’ 

‘Do I not know thoy dost wish it?’ said Catherine. ‘Can 
& woman say to aman what I have wellnigh said to thee, and 
yet think that he could harbour fear or faintness of heart? 
Thore is that in yon distant sound of approaching battle that 
pleases me even while it afttights mo. J would J were a man, 
that I might fecl that stern delight without the mixture of 
terror ! 

‘Ride up—ride up, Lady Catherine Seyton,’ cried the abbot, 
ns they still swept on at a rapid pace, and wore now close 
Doneath the walls of the castlo—'ride up, ind aid Lady Fleming 
to support the Queen——-she gives way more and more,’ 

They halted and lifted Mary from the saddle, and were 
about to support her towards the eastle, when she said faintly, 
‘Not there—not there: these walls will [ never enter more |” 

‘Bo a queen, macam,’ said the abbot, ‘and forget that you 
aro a woman,’ * 

QO, I mnst forget much—much more,’ answered the un- 
fortumato Mary, in an undertone, ‘ere I can look with steady 
oyos on these well-known scones! I must forget the days 
which I spent here as the bride of the lost—the murdered. 

“This is the Castle of Crookstone,’ said tho Lady Fleming, 
“in which the Queen hold her first court after she was married 
to Darnley.’ 

‘Tleaven,’ said tho abbot, ‘Thy hand is upon us! Bear yet 
up, madam ; your focs are tho foes of Holy Church, and God 
will this day decido whether Scotland shall be Catholic or 
heretic.’ 
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A heavy and continued fire of cannon and musketry boro 
a tremendous burden to his words, and seemed far more than 
they to recall the spirits of the Queen. 

‘To yonder tree,’ she said, pointing 10 a yew-tree which 
grew on @ smal] mount close to the castle; ‘I know it well— 
from thence you may see ex prospect wide as from the peaks of 
Schehallidn.’ 

And freeing herself from her assistants, she walked with a 
determined, yet somewhat wild, step up to tho stem of the 
noble yew. ‘The abbot, Catherine, aud Roland Avenel followed 
her, while Lady Fleming kept back the inferior persons of her 
train. The black horseman also followed the Queen, waiting 
on her as closely as the shadow upon the light, but ever re- 
maining at the distance of two or three yards; he folded his 
arms on his bosom, turned his back to the batile, and soemed 
solely occupied by gazing on Mary through the bars of his 
closed visor. The Queen regarded him not, but fixed her eyes 
upon the spreading yew. 

‘Ay, fair and stately tree,’ she scid, as if at the sight of it 
she had been rapt away from the present scene, and had over- 
come the horror which had oppressed her at the first approach 
to Crookstone, ‘there thou standest, gay and goodly ag ever, 
though thou hearest the sounds of war instead of the vows of 
love. All is gone since I last greeted thee—love and lover-— 
yows and vower-—king and kingdom, How goes the field, my 
lord abbot? with us, I trust; yet what but evil can Mury’s 
eyes witness from this spot?’ 

Hor attendants eagerly bent their eyes on tho field of battle, 
but could discover nothing more than that it was obstinatcly 
contested. Tho small inclosures and cottage gardens in the 
village, of which they had a full and comgnanding view, and 
which shortly before Jay, with their lines of syeamore and ash- 
trees, so still and quiet in the mild light of a May sun, wero 
now each converted into a line of fire, canopicd by smoke; and 
the sustamed and constant report of the musketry and camon, 
mingled with the shouts of the mecting conthutants, showed 
that as yet neither party had given ground. 

‘Many a soul finds its final departure to heaven or hell in 
these awful thunders,’ said the abbot; ‘let thoso that believe 
in the Holy Church join me in orisons for victory in this dread- 
ful combat.’ 

‘Not here—not here,’ said the unfortunato Queen—‘ pray 
not here, father, or pray in silence ; my mind is too much torn 
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between the past and the present to dare to approach the 
Heavenly throne. Or, if ye will pray, be it for one “those 
fondost affections have been her greatest crimes, and who has 
ceascd to be a queen only because she was a deceived and 2 
tender-hearted woman,’ 

‘Were it not well,’ said Roland, ‘that I rode gomewhat 
nearer tho hosts, and saw the fate of the day?” 

‘Do so, in the name of God,’ said the abbot; ‘for if our 
friends aro scattered, ony flight must be hasty; but beware 
thou approach not too nigh tho conflict: thoro is more than 
thine own life depends on thy safe return? 

£0, go not too nigh,’ said Catherine ; ‘but fail not to see 
how the Seytons fight, and how they bear themselves.’ 

‘Fear nothing, £ will bo on my guard,’ said Roland Avenel ; 
and without waiting further answer, rodo towards the scene of 
conflict, keeping, as he rode, the higher and uninclosed ground, 
and ever looking cautiously around him, for fear of involving 
himself in somo hostile party. As he approached, the shots 
yung sharp and more sharply on his ear, tho shouts came wilder 
and wilder, and he felt that thick beating of the heart, that 
mixturo of natural apprehension, intense curiosity, and anxiety 
for the dubious event, which even the bravest experience when 
they approach alono to a sceno of intorost and of danger, 

At length ho drew so close that, from a bank, screened by 
bushog and underwood, he could distinctly sco where the struggle 
was most koenly maintained. This was in a hollow way, lead- 
ing to the village, wp which the Queen’s vanguard had marched, 
with more hasty courago than well-advised conduct, for tho 
purposo of possessing themselves of that post of advantage. 
‘They found their scheme anticipated, and the hedges and 
incloyures already aecupied hy the enemy, led by the colebrated 
Kirkcaldy of Grango and the Karl of Morton ; and not small 
was the loss which they sustained while struggling forward to 
come to closo with the mon-at-arms on the other side, But, as 
tho Queen’s followers wore chiefly noblemen and barons, with 
their kinsmon and followers, they had pressed onward, contemn- 
ing obstacles and danger, and had, when Roland arrived on the 
ground, met hand to hand at the gorge of the paus with the 
Regont’s vanguard, and endeavoured to bear them out of the 
villnge at the spear-point ; whilo their foes, equally determined 
to koop tho advantago which they had attained, struggled with 
the like obstinacy to drive back the assailants. 

Both parties were on foot, and armed in proof; so that, when 


414 wAYERLEY NOVELS 


the long lances of the frout ranks were fixed in each othor’s 
shiellg, corsleta, and breastplates, the struggle resembled that 
of two bulls, who, fixing their frontlets hard against each other, 
remain in that posture for hours, until the superior strength or 


” obstinacy of the one compels the other to take to flight, or bears 


him down, to the earth. Thus locked together in the deadly 
struggle, Which swayed slowly to and fro, as one or other party 
gained the advantage, those who fell were trampled on alike by 
friends and foes , those whose weapons were broken retired from 
the front rank, and had their place supplicd by others; while 
tho rearward ranks, unable otherwise to take share in the 
combat, fired them pistols, and hurled their daggers, and the 
points and truncheons of the broke weapons, like javelins 
against the enemy. 

‘God and the Queen !’ resounded from tho one party ; ‘God 
and the King !’ thundered from the other; while, in the name 
of their sovereign, fellow-subjects on hoth sides shed each other’s 
blood, and, in the name of their Creator, defaced His image. 
Amid the tamult was often heard the voices of the captains 
shouting thei commands, of leaders and chiefs crying their 
gathering words, of groans and shricks from the falling and 
the dying, 

The strifo had lasted nearly an hour. Tho strength of both 
parties seemed exhausted, but their rage was unabated, and 
their obstinacy unsubdued, when Roland, who tuned eye and 
cay to all around him, saw «a column of infantry, headed by a 
few horsemen, wheel round the base of the bank where ho had 
stationed himself, and, lovelling their long lances, attack tho 
flank of the Queen’s vanguard, closely cngaged as they were in 
conflict on their front. ‘The very first glance showed him that 
tho leader who directed this movomont was tho Knight of 
Avenel, hig anciont master; and the next convineed him that 
its effect would be decisive. The rosult of the attack of fresh 
and unbroken forees upon the flank of those already wearied 
with a Jong and obstinate struggle was, indeed, instantancous. 

The column of the assailants, which had hitherto shown one 
dark, dense, and united line of helmets, surmounted with phim- 
age, was at once broken and hurled in confusion down the hill, 
which they had so long endeavoured to gain. In vain were the 
leaders heard calling upon their followers to stand to the combat, 
and seen personally resisting when all resistance was ovidently 
vain. ‘T'hey were slain, or felled to the earth, or hurried back- 
wards by the mingled tide of flight and pursuit, What were 
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Roland’s thoughts on beholding the rout, and fecling that all 
that remained for him was to twn bridle, and endeavors to 
ensure the safety of tho Queen’s person! Yet, keen as his 
grief and shamo might be, they were both forgotten when, 
almost close beneath the bank which he occupied, he saw Tem'y 
Soyton forced away from his own party in the tumult, covered 
with dust and blood, and defending himsolf desperatel? ngainst 
several of the enemy who had gathered around him, attracted 
by his gay armour. Roland paused not a moment, hut pushing 
his steed down the bank, leaped him amongst the hostile party, 
dealt threo or four blows amongst them, which struck dow: two 
and made the rest stand aloof, then reaching Seyton his hand, 
ho exhorted him to scizo fast hold on his horse’s mane. 

‘Wo live or dic together this day,’ said he; ‘keep but fast 
hold till wo are out of the press, and then my horse is yours,’ 

Seyton heard, and exerted his remaining strength, and, by 
their joint efforts, Roland brought him out of danger, and 
behind the spot from whence ho had witnessed the disastrous 
conclusion of the fight. But no sooner were they under shelter 
of the trees than Scyton lot go his hold, and, in spite of Roland’s 
offorts to support him, fell at longth on thé turf. ‘Trouble 
yourself no more with me,’ he said, ‘this is my first and my 
last battlc, and I have already scen too much of it to wish to 
see the close. Hasten to save the Queen—and commend me to 
Catherine ; she will nover moro be mistaken for me nor I for 
her—the last sword-stroke has mace an cternal distinction.’ 

‘Let me aid you to mount my horse,’ said Roland, cagerly, 
‘and you may yet be saved. I can find my own way on foot. 
Turn but my horso’s hoad westward, and he will carry you fleet 
and oaay us the wind? 

‘I will never mount steed more,’ said the youth ; ‘farewell ! 
I love thee better dying than ever 1 thought to have done 
while in life. J would that old man’s blood were not on my 
hand! Sanete Benedicte, ora pro me! Stand not to look on a 
dying man, but haste lo save the Queen !’ . 

These words were spoken with the last effort of his voice, 
and scarce were thoy uttered ere the speaker was no more. 
‘They recalled Roland to the senso of the duty which he had 
wellnigh forgotton, but they did not reach his ears only. 

‘The Quoen—where is the Queen?’ said Sir Halbert Glen- 
dinning, who, followed by two or three horsemen, appeared at 
this instant. Roland made uo answer, but turning his horse, 
aud confiding in his speed, yave him et once rein and spur, and 

ay 


416 WAVERLEY NOVELS 


rode over height and hollow towards the Castle of Crookstone. 
Moe heavily armed, and mounted upon 2 horse of less speed, Sir 
Halbert Glendinning followed with couched lance, calling ont 
as he yode, ‘Sir with the holly-branch, halt, and show your - 
right to bear that badge: fly not thus cowardly, nor dishonour 
the cognizance thou deservest not to wear! Halt, sir coward, 
or, by Heaven, I will strike thee with my lance on the back, 
and slay thee like a dastard. Iam the Knight of Avenel—I ant 
Sir Halhert Glendinning,’ 

But Roland, who had no purpose of encountering his old 
master, and who, besides, knew the Queen’s safety depended on 
his making the best specd he could, answered not a word to the 
defiances and reproaches which Sir Hathert continued to throw 
out against him; but making the best uso of his spurs, rode yet 
harder than before, and had gained about a hundred yards wpon 
his pursuer, when, coming near to the yew-tree where he had 
left the Queen, he saw them already getting to horse, and evied 
out as loud as he could, ‘Foes !—foes! Ride for it, fair ladies. 
Brave gentlemen, do your devoir to protect them !’ 

So saying, he wheeled his horsc, and avoiding the shock of 
Sir Halbert Glendinning, charged one of that knight’s followers, 
who was nearly on a line with him, so rudely with his lance 
that he overthrew horse and man. He then drew his sword and 
attacked the second, while, tho black man-at-arms, throwing 
himself in the way of Glendinning, they rushed on each other 
so fiercely that both horses were overthrown, and the riders lay 
rolling on the plain. Neither was ablo to arise, for the black 
horseman was pierced through with Glendinning’s lance, and the 
Knight of Avenel, oppressed with the weight of his own horse, 
and sorely bruised besides, seemed in little better plight than 
he whom he had mortally wounded. ‘ 

Yield thee, Sir Knight of Avenel, rescue or no rescue,’ said 
Roland, who had put a second antagonist out of condition to 
combat, and hastened to prevent Glendinning from renewing 
the conflict. 

‘T may not choose but yield,’ said Sir Halbert, ‘sineo T can 
no longer fight; but it shames me to speak such a word to a 
coward like theo!’ 

‘Call mo not coward,’ said Roland, lifting his visor, and 
helping his prisoner to vise, ‘sincs but for old kindness at thy 
hand, and yet more at thy lady's, I had met thea as a bravo 
man should.’ 

‘Tho favourite page of my wife !’ said Sir Halbert, astonished. 
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‘Ah! wretched boy, T have heard of thy treason at Loch- 
leven,’ ea 

‘Reproach him not, my brother,’ said the abbot, ‘he was but 
an agent in the hands of Heaven.’ 

‘To horse—to horse!’ said Catherine Seyton ; ‘mount and 
be gone, or wo are all lost. T seo ow gallant army flying for 
many & league, ‘To horse, my lord wbbot | ‘To horse, Ioland ! 
My gracious liege, to horse! Ere this, we should have ridden 
a mile.’ “2 

‘Look on these features,’ said Mary, pointing to the dying 
knight, who had been unhelmed by some compassionate hand-— 
‘look there, and tell mo if she who ruins all who love her ought, 
to fly a foot farther to save her wretched life !’ 

The reador must have long anticipated the discovery which 
the Queon’s feclings had made before her eyes confirmed it. It 
was the fontures of the unhappy George Douglas, on which death 
was stamping his mark. 

‘Look—look at him well,’ said the Queen, ‘thus has it been 
with all that loved Mary Stuart! The royalty of Francis, tho 
wit of Chastelar, the power and gallantry of the gay Gordon, 
the melody of Rizzio, the portly form and yduthful grace of 
Darnley, tho bold address and courtly manners of Bothwell, 
and now the deep-devoted passion of the noble Douglas—nought 
could save thom: they looked on the wretched Mary, and to 
have loved her was crimo enough to deserve carly death! No 
sooner had tho victim formed a kind thought of me than the 
poisoned cup, the axe and block, the dagger, the mine were 
ready to punish them for casting away affection on such a 
wretch as fam! Importune me not: Twill fly no farther, 1 
can dio but once, and I will die here.’ 

While she spoke, hoy tcars fell fast on the face of the dying 
man, who continued to fix his eyes on her with an eagerness of 
passion which death itself could hardly subdue. ‘Mourn not 
for ine,’ he said faintly, ‘but care for your own safety. T die 
in mino armour as a Douglas should, and T dic pitied by Mary 
Stuart |? ; 

Ho expired with these words, and without withdrawing his 
eyes from hor face; and the Queen, whose heart was of that 
soft and gentle mould which in domestic life, and with » more 
snitable partner than Darnley, might have made her happy, 

- remained weeping by the dead mau, until reealled to herself by 
the abbot, who found it necessary to use a style of unusual 
remonstrance, ‘We also, madam,’ he said— we, your Grace's 
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devoted followers, have friends and relatives to weep for, T 
le&ve a brother in imminent jeopudy—the husband of the 
Lady Fleming—the father and brother of the Lady Cathorine, 
ave all in yonder bloody ficld, slain, it is to bo feared, or 
prisoners, We forget the fate of our own nearest and dearost. 
to wait on our Queen, and she is too much ocoupicd with her 
own sdtrows to give one thought to ours.’ 

‘I deserve not your reproach, father,’ said the Queen, check- 
ing her tears; ‘but Tam docile to it. Whero must we go? 
what must wo do?’ 

‘We must fly, and that instantly,’ said the abbot ; ‘whither 
is not so easily answered, but we may dispute it upon tho road, 
Lift her to her saddle, and set forward.’ * 

They set off accordingly. Roland lingered a moment to 
command the attendants of the Knight of Avenel to convey 
their master to the Castle of Crookstone, and to say that he 
demanded from him no other condition of liberty than his 
word that he and his followers would keep secret the direction 
in which the Queen fled. As he tumed his rein to depart, the 
honest countenance of Adam Woodcock stared upon him with 
an expression of surprise which, at another time, would haye 
excited his hearty mirth. He had been one of the followers 
who had experienced the weight of Roland’s arm, and they now 
knew each other, Roland having put up his visor, and the good 
yeoman having thrown away his barret-cap, with the iron bars 
in front, that he might the more readily assist his master,, Tuto 
this barret-cap, as it lay on tho ground, Roland forgot fot to 
avop a few gold pieces (fruits of the Queen’s liberality), and 
with a signal of kind recollection and enduring friendship, ho 
departed at full gallop to overtake the Queen, the dust raised by 
her train being already far down the hil], 

‘It is not fairy money,’ said honest Adam, weighing and 
handling the gold, ‘And it was Master Roland himself, that 
ig a certain thing. The same open hand, and by Our Lady! 
(shrugging his -shoulders) the same ready fist! My Iady will 
hear of this gladly, for she mourns for him as if he were her 
son. And to see how gay he is! But these light lads aro as 
sure to be uppermost as the froth to be on the top of tho 
quart-pot. Your man of solid parts remains ever a faleoner,’ 
So saying, he went to aid his comrades, who had now come 
up in greater numbers, to carry his master into the Castle of 
Grookstone. 

* Seo Battle of Langside, Note 27, 


CHAPTER XXXVII 


My native land, good-night t 
BYRON, 


Mayy a bitter tear was shed during the hasty flight of Queen 
Mary, over fallen hopes, future prospects, and slaughtered 
friends, ‘he deaths of the brave Douglas and of the fiery 
but gallant young Seyton seemed to affect the Queen as much 
as the fall from the throne, on which she had 50 nearly been 
again seated. Catherine Seyton devoured in secret her own 
grief, anxious to support the broken spirits of her mistress ; 
and the abbot, bending his troubled thoughts upon futurity, 
endeavoured in vain to form some plan which Kad a shadow of 
hope. ‘The spirit of young Roland—for he also mingled in the 
hasty debates held by tho companions of the Queen’s fight— 
continued unchecked and unbroken. 

‘Your Majesty,’ ho said, ‘has lost a battle. Your ancestor 
Bruce lost seven successively, ere he sat triumphant on the 
Scottish throne, and proclaimed with the voice of a victor, in 
the field of Bannockburn, the independence of his country. 
Ave not these heaths, which wo may traverse at will, better 
than the locked, guarded, and luke-moated Castle of Loch- 
leven? Wo are free; ,in that one word there is comfort for all 
onw losses,’ 

He struck « bold note, but the heart of Mary mado no re- 
sponse, 

‘Bettor,’ sho said, ‘T had still been in Lockleven than seen 
the slaughter made by rebels among the subjects who offered 
themselves to death for my sake. Speak not to me of further 
efforts ; they would only cost the lives of you, the friends who 
recommend them! | would not again undergo what I felt when 
1 saw from yonder mount the swords of tho fell horsemen of 
Morton raging among the faithful Seytons and Iamiltons, for 
their loyalty to their Queen; I would not again feel what I 
felt when Douglas’s life-blood stained my mantle for his love to 
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Mary Stuart—not to bo empress of all that Britain’s seas in- 
else. Mind for me some place whero T can hido my unhappy 
head, which brings destruction on all who love ib; it is the last 
favour that Mary asks of her faithful followers.’ 

In this dejected mood, but still pursuing her flight with - 
unabated rapidity, the unfortunate Mary, aftor having been 
joined Shy Lord Herries and a few followers, at length halted, 
for the first time, at the Abbey of Dundronnan, nearly sixty 
miles ‘distant from the field of battle. 1n this remote comer of 
Galloway, the Roformation not having yet beon strictly enforced 
against the monks, a fow still lingered in their cells unmolested ; 
and the prior, with teary and reverence, received the fugitive 
Queen at the gate of his convent. 

‘T bring you ruin, my good father,’ said the Queen, as she 
was lifted from her palfrey. 

‘Tt is welcome,’ said the prior, ‘if it comes in the train of 
duty,’ 

Pincod on the ground, and supported by her ladies, the Queen 
looked for an instant at her palfrey, which, jaded and drooping 
its head, seemed as if it mourned the distresses of its mistress. 

‘Good Roland,’ said the Queen, whispering, ‘let Rosabelle 
he cared for: ask thy heart, and it will tell thee why I make 
this trifling vequest even in this awful hour,’ 

She was conducted to her apartment, and in the hurried 
consultation of her attendants the fatal resolution of the retreat: 
to England was finally adopted. In the morning it received 
her approbation, and a messenger was despatched to the English 
wardon, to pray him for safe conduct and hospitality, on tho 
part of the Queen of Scotland. On the next day, the Abbot 
Ambroso walked in the garden of the abbey with Roland, to 
whom ho expressed his disapprobation ef the course pursued, 
‘Tt is madness and ruin,’ he said: ‘better commit herself to the 
savage Highlanders or wild Bordermen than to the faith of 
Elizabeth. A woman to a rival woman—a presumptive sue- 
cessor to the keeping of a jealous and childless queen! Roland, 
Herries is true and loyal, but his counsel has ruined his mistress,’ 

‘Ay, ruin follows us everywhere,’ said an old man, with a 
spade in his hand, and dressed like a lay-brother, of whose pre- 
senco, in the vehemence of his exclamation, the abbot had not 
been aware. ‘Gaze not on me with such wonder! T am he 
who was the Abbot Boniface at Kennaquhair, who was tho 
gardener Blinkhoolie at Lochleyen, hunted round to the pliea 
in which [ served my noviciate, and now yo are come to rouse 
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me up again! A weary life I have had, for one to whom pence 
was ever tho dearest blessing !” 

‘We will soon rid you of our company, good father,’ said tho 
abbot ; ‘and the Queen will, I fear, trouble your retreat no more.’ 

‘Nay, you said as meh befor e, said the querulous old man, 
‘and yetT was put forth from Kinross, and pillaged by troopers 
on the road, They took from mo the certifieate that you wot 
of—that of the baron; ay, he was a moss-trooper like them- 
selves. You asked me of it, and I could never find it, but they 
found it; it showed the marriage of—oi—my memory fails me. 
Now see how men differ! Father Nicolas would haye told you 
an hundred tales of the Abbot Ingelram, on whoso soul God 
have mercy! Ho was, I warrant you, fourscore and six, and I 
am not more than—let me see- ? 

‘Was not “Avonel” the uame you seck, my good father?’ 
said Roland, impatiently, yet moderating his tono for fear of 
alarming or offending the infirm old man. 

‘Ay, vight—Avonel—Julian Avenel. You are perfect in the 
name. I kept all the special confessions, judging it held with 
my vow to do so, T could not find it whon my successor, 
Ambrosius, spoke on’t; but the troopers found it, and the 
knight who commanded the party strack his breast till his 
hauberk clattered like an empty watering-can,’ 

‘St. Mary!’ said the abbot, ‘in whom could sneh # paper 
excite such interest? What was the appearance of the knight, 
his arms, his colours?’ 

‘Ye distract ime with your questions. I dared hardly look 
at him; they charged mo with bearing letters for the Queen, 
and searched my mail. This was all along of your doings at 
Lochleven.’ 

*T trust in God,’ seid the abbot to Roland, who stoud beside 
him, shivering and trembling with impatience, ‘the paper has 
fullen into the hands of my brother. | heard he had been with 
his followers on the scout betwixt Stirling aud Glasgow. Bove 
not the knight x holly-bough in his helinet? Cansi thou not 
remember ?? 

£0, remember—remember,’ said the old man, pettishly ; 
‘count as many years as | do, if your plots will let you, and see 
what, and how much, you remember, Why, | scwrce remember 
the pearmeins which | graffed here with my own hands some 
fifty yenrs since.’ 

At this moment a bugle sounded loudly from the beach. 

‘It is the death-blast to Queen Mary’s royalty 1’ suid 
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Ambrosius: ‘the English warden's answer has been received ~ 
favvurable, doubtless, for when was the door of the trap closed 
against the prey which it was set for? Droop not, Roland, 
this matter shall be sifted to the bottom ; but we must not now 
leave the Queen. Follow me; let us do our‘duty, and trust . 
the issue with God. Farewell, good father; I will visit thee 
again s8on.’ 

He was about to leave the garden, followed by Roland, with 
half-reluctant steps. ‘lhe ex-abbot resumed his spade. 

‘I could be sorry for these en,’ he said, ‘ay, and for that poor 
queen, but what avail carthly sorrows to a man of fourscore? 
and itis a rare dropping morning for the early colewort.’ 

‘He is stricken with age,’ said Ambrosius, as he dragged 
Roland down to the sea-beach ; ‘we must let him take his time 
to collect himself. Nothing now can be thought on but the fate 
of the Queen.’ 

They soon arrived where she stood, surrounded by her little 
train, and by her side the sheriff of Cumberland, a gentleman 
of the house of Lowther, richly dressed, and accompanied by 
soldiers. ‘The aspect of the Queen exhibited a singular mixture 
of alacrity and réluctance to depart. Her language and gestures 
spoke hope and consolation to her attendants, and sho seemed 
desirous to persuade even herself thet the step she adopted was 
secure, and that the assurance she had received of kind recop- 
tion was altogether satisfactory ; but her quivering lip and un- 
settled eye betrayed at once her anguish at departing from 
Scotland and hor fears of confiding herself to the doubtful faith 
of England. 

‘Welcome, my lord abbot,’ she said, speaking to Ambrosius, 
‘and you, Roland Avenel, we have joyful news for you; our 
loving sister’s officer proffers us, in her name, a safe asy lun from 
the rebels who have driven us from our own; only it grieves 
me we must here part from you for a short space.’ 

‘Part from us, madam !’ said the abbot. ‘1s your weleome 
in England, then, to commeneo with the abridgement of your 
train and dismissal of your counsellors ?” 

‘Take it not thus, good father,’ said Mary; ‘the warden 
and the sheriff, faithful servants of our royal sister, deem it 
necessary to obey her instructions in the present case, even tu 
the letter, and can only take upon them to admit me with ay 
female attendants. An express will instantly be despatched 
from London, assigning me a place of residenee; and T will 
speedily send to all of you whenever my court shall be formed,’ 
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‘Your court formed in Kugland | and while Elizabeth lives 
and reigns?’ said the abbot ; ‘that will be when we shallaseo 
two suns in one heaven !’ 

‘Do not think so,’ replied the Queon ; ‘we are well assured 
of our sister’s good faith. Elizabeth loves fame; and nog all 
that she has won by her power and her wisctom will equal that 
which sho will acquire by extending her hospitality f a dis- 
tressed sister ; not all that sho may hereafter do of good, wise, 
and great, would blot out the reproach of abusing our confidence. 
Varewell, my page—now my knight—farewell for a bricf season. 
Iwill dry the tears of Catherine, or I will weep with her till 
neither of’ ns can weep longer.’ She held out her hand to 
Roland, who, flinging himself on his knees, kissed it with much 
omotion, He was about to vender the same homage to Catherine, 
whon the Queen, assuming an air of sprightliness, said, ‘Ter 
lips, thou foolish boy ! and, Catherine, coy it not ; these English 
gentlemen should sce that, even in our cold clime, beauty knows 
how to reward bravery and fidelity !’ 

‘We are not now to learn the force of Scottish beauty, or 
the mettle of Scottish valour,’ said the sheriff of Cumberland, 
courteously. ‘T would it wero in my powor to bid these attend- 
ants upon her who is herself the mistress of Scottish beauty 
ag welcome to England as my poor cares would make them. 
But our Queen’s orders ave positive in case of such an omer- 
gence, and thoy must not be disputed by her subject. May 1 
remind your Majesty that the tide ebbs fast?’ 

The sheriff took the Queen’s hand, and sho had already 
placed hor foot on the gangway by which she was to enter the 
skiff, when the abbot, starting from a trance of gricf and 
astonishment at the words of the sheriff, rushed into the water, 
und seized upon her mantle, 

‘She foresw it!—she foresiw it!’ ho exclaimed—‘sho foresaw 
your flight into her realm ; and, foresceing it, gave orders you 
should bo thus recoived. Blinded, deceived, doomed princess ! 
your fato is soaled when you quit this strand. Queen of Seot- 
land, thou shalt not leave thine heritage !’ ho continued, hold- 
ing a still firmer grasp upon her mantle; ‘true men shall 
turn rebels to thy will, that they may save thee from captivity 
or death. Fear not the bills and bows whom that gay man 
has at his beck: wo will withstand him by force, 0, for 
tho arm of my warlike brother! Roland Avenel, draw thy 
sword |? | J 

The Queen stood irresolute and frightened—one foot upon 
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the plank, the other on the sand of her native shore, which she 
waS'quitting for ever. 

‘What needs this violence, sir priest?’ said the sheriff of 
Cumberland. ‘I came hither at your Queen’s command, to do 
her service; and I will depart at her least order, if she rejects * 
such aid as J can offer. No marvel is it if our Queen's wisdom 
foresaw’ that such chance as this might happen amidst tho 
turmoils of your unsettled state; and, while willing to afford 
fair hospitality.to her royal sister, deemed it wise to prohibit 
the entrance of a broken army of her followers into the English 
frontier.’ 

‘You hear,’ said Queen Mary, gently unloosing her robe from 
the abbot’s grasp, ‘that we exercise full liberty of choice in 
leaving this shore ; and, questionless, the choice will remain free 
to us in going to France, or returning to our own dominions, 
as we shall determine. Besides, it is too late. Your blessing, 
father, and God speed thee !’ 

‘May He have mercy on thee, Princess, and speed thee also!’ 
said tho abbot, retreating. ‘But my soul tells me 1 look on 
theo for the last time!’ 

The sails weré hoisted, tho oars were plied, the vessel went 
freshly on her way through the firth, which divides the shores 
of Cumberland from those of Galloway ; but not till the vessel 
diminished to the size of a child’s frigate did the doubtful, and 
dejected, and dismissed followers of the Queen ceaso to linger 
on the sands; and long, long could they discern tho kerehicf 
of Mary, as she waved the oft-repeated signal of adiou to her 
faithful adherents and to the shores of Scotland. 


If good tidings of a private nature could have consaled 
Roland for parting with his mistress, and for the distresses of 
his sovereign, he received such comfort some days subsequent 
to the Queen’s leaving Dundrennan. A breathless post—no 
other than Adam Woodcock—brought despatches from Sir 
Halbert Glendinning to the abbot, whom he found with Roland, 
still residing at Dundrennan, and in vain torturing Boniface 
with fresh interrogations. The packet bore an earnest invita- 
tion to his brother to make Avenel Castle for a time his resi- 
dence. ‘The clemency of the Regent,’ said the writer, ‘has 
extended pardon both to Roland and to you, upon condition of 
your remaining a time under my wardship. And I have that 
¢ 
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to communicate respecting the parentage of Roland which not 
only you will willingly listen to, but which will be also fotnd 
to afford me, xs the husband of his nearest relative, some interest, 
in the futuro course of his life.’ . 

Tho abbot read this letter, and paused, as if considering what 
were best for him to do. Meanwhile, Woodcock took Roland 
aside, and addressed him as follows: ‘Now look,* Master 
Roland, that you do not let any Papistric nonsonse lure either 
the priest or you from the right quarry. Seq you, you ever 
bore yourself as a bit of a gentleman, Read that, and thank 
God that threw old Abbot Boniface in ow way, as two of the 
Seyton’s nen were conveying him towards Dundrennan here, 
Wo soarched him for intelligence concerning that fair exploit of 
yours at Lochleven, that has cost many a man his life, and me 
a sot of sore bones, and we found what is better for your pur- 
pose than ours.’ 

The paper which ho gave was, indeed, an attestation by 
Vather Philip, subscribing himself unworthy sacristan and 
brother of the house of St. Mary’s, stating, ‘That under a vow 
of secrecy he had united, in the holy sacramont of marriage, 
Julian Avenel and Catherine Greome; but tlt Julian haying 
repented of his union, he, Father Philip, had been sinfully pre- 
yailed on by him to conceal and disguise the same, according 
to a complot devised betwixt him and the said Julian Avenel, 
whereby the poor damsel was induced to believe that the cere- 
mony had been performed by one not in holy orders, and having 
no authority to that effect; which sinful concerlmont the 
undersigned conceived to be the causo why he was wbandoned 
to the misguiding of a water fiend, whereby he had been under 
a spoll, which obliged him to answer every question, even touch- 
ing the most solomn, matters, with idle snatches of old songs, 
besides being sorely afllicted with rheumatic pnins ever after, 
Wherefore ho had deposited this testificate and confession, with 
tho day and dato of the said marriage, with his lawful superior, 
Boniface, abbot of St. Mary's, seb sigllo confesstonis.’ 

It appeared by a letter from Julian, folded carefully up with 
tho certificate, that the Abbot Boniface had, in effect, bestirred 
himself in the afttir, und obtained from the baron a promise to 
avow his marriage; hut the death of both Julian and his in- 
jured bride, together with the abbot’s resignation, his ignorance 
of the fate of their unhappy offspring, and, above all, the good 
fathor’s listless and inactive disposition, had suffered the matter 
to become totally forgotton, until it was recalled by somo acci- 
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dental conversation with the Abbot Ambrosius concerning the 
fortunes of tho Avenel family, At tho request of his successor, 
the quondam abliot made search for it; but, as he would receive 
no assistance in looking among the fow records of sp’ 
experiences and important confessions which he had conscien- 
tiously treasured, it might have remained for over hidden 
amongst them but for the moro active researches of Sir Hal- 
bert Glendinning. 

‘So that you: are like to be heir of Avenel at last, Master 
Rolund, after my lord and lady have gone to their place,’ suid 
Adam; fand as LE have but one boon to ask, | trust you will 
not nick me with nay,’ 

‘Not if it be in my power to say “yes,” my Wwusty friend” 

‘Why then, I must needs, if | live to see that day, keep on 
feeding the cyases with unwashed flesh,’ suid Woodcock, sturcily, 
yet as if doubting the reception that his request might meet 
with. 

‘Thou shalt feed them with what you list for mo,’ said 
Roland, laughing ; {1 am not many mouths older than when 
L left the castle, but 1 trust I havo gathered wit enough to 
cross no man of skill in his own vocation.’ 

‘Phen [ would not change places with the King’s falconer,’ 
said Adam Woodcock, ‘nor with the Queen’s neither ; but they 
say she will bo mewed up, and never need one. [see it grieves 
you to think of it, and I could grieve for company ; but what 
help for it? Fortune will fly her own flight, let a man halloo 
himself hoarve.’ 

Tho abbot and Roland journeyed to Avenel, where the 
former was tenderly received by his brother, while tho Indy 
wept for joy to find that in her favourite orphan she had pro- 
tected the sole surviving branch of her owy family. Sir Halbort 
Glendinning and his household wero not a little surprised it 
the change which a brief acquaintance with the world had 
produced in their former inmate, and rejoiced to find in the 
pettish, spoiled, and presuming page a modest and unassuming 
yong man, too much acquainted with his own expectations 
and character to be hot or petulant in demanding the con- 
sideration which was readily and voluntarily yielded to him. 
The old major-domo Wingate was the first to sing his praises, 
to which Mrs. Lilias bore a loud echo, always hoping that God 
would teach him the true Gospel. 

To the true Gospel the heart of Rolund had secretly long 
inclined, and the departure of the good abbot for Franeo, with 
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the purpose of entering into some honse of his order in that 
kingdom, remoyett his chief objection to renouncing the Cathalic 
faith, Another might have existed in the duty which he owed 
to Magdalen Grieme, both by birth and from gratitude. But 
he learned, ere he had beon long a resident in Avenel, that his 
grandmother had died at Cologne, in the performance of a 
penance too severe for her age, which she had taken uffon her- 
self in behalf of the Queen and Chureh of Scotland, so soon asx 
sho heard of tho defeat at Langside. The zeal of the Abbot 
Ambrosius was more regulated ; but he retired into the Scottish 
convent of , aud 50 lived there that the fraternity were 
inclined to chum for hin the honours of canonisation. But he 
guessed their purpose, and prayed them on his death-hed to do 
no honours to the body of one as sinful as themselves; but to 
send his body and his heart to bo buried in Avenel burial-aisle, 
in the Monastery of St. Mary’s, that the last abbot of that 
celebrated houso of devotion might sleep among its ruins.* 

Long before that portod arrived, Roland Avenel was wedded 
to Catherine Seyton, who, after two years’ residence with her 
unhappy mistress, was dismissed, upon her being subjected to 
closer restraint then had been at first exercisal. Sho returned 
to her father’s house, and as Roland was acknowledged for the 
successor and lawful heir of the ancient house of Avenel, greatly 
increased as tho estate was hy tho providence of Sir Halbert 
Glendinning, there occurred no objections to the match on the 
part of her family. Her mother was recently dead when she 
firsL entered the convent; and her father, in tho unsettled 
times which followed Queen Mary’s flight to England, was not 
averse Lown alliance with a youth who, himself loyal to Queen 
Mary, still held some influenee, through means of Sir Halbert 
(londinning, with the party in power, 

Roland and Catherine, therefore, were united, spite of their 
differing faiths; and tho White Lady, whose apparition had 
been infrequent when the house of Avenel seemed verging to 
extinetion, was seen to sport by her haunted well, with a zone 
of gold around her bosom as broad as the baldrick of an earl. 





* Seo Burial of the Abbot's Heart in the Avenel Aisle, Noto 23. 
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Nore 1.—Grexponwyyn oF GueNpoNnwynr, p. 26 


‘Tus wes n house of ancient descent and superior consequence, including 
persons who fought at Bannockburn and Otterburn, and closely connected 
by alliance and friendship with tho great Harls of Douglas, ‘Che knight in 
tho story argues as most Meotsmon would do in his situation, for all of the 
samo clan aro popularly considered as descended from the same stack, and as 
having a right to the ancestral honour of the chief branch, ‘This opinion, 
though sometimos ideal, is so strong, oven at this day of innovation, that it 
muy bo observed ay a national difference betwoon my countrymen and the 
English, [f ren ask an Englishman of good birth whother a person of the 
same name be connected with him, he answors, if én dtio, ‘No, he is a 
more namesake,’ Ask a similar question of a Scot—-1 mean a Seotsman—he 
rophes, ‘Ho is ono of our vlan; | daresay thore is a relationship, though | 
do not know how distant.’ Tho Englishman thinks of discountenancing a 
species of rivalry in socioty; the Scotsman’s answer is grounded on tho 
anciont iden of strongthening the clan. 


Nove 2,.—Baa ror Hawks’ Mex, p. 65 


This same bag, like everything belonging to falconry, was esteomod an 
honourable distinction, and worn often hy the nobility and yentry, One of 
the Somervilles of Camnethan was called Sir Jolin with tho Red Bay, because 
it was his wont to wear his hawkmg-pouch covered with satin of that colour, 


Now: 8.—Ckiu or Se. Guranent, p. 69 


a 

T may hore obsorye, that this is entirely an ideal scens, St, Cuthbort, a 
person of established sanetity, had, no doubt, soveral places of worship on the 
Vordors, whero he flourished whilst living ; but Tillmouth Chapel is tho only ono 
which bears some resemblance to the hormitage described in tho toxt. It has, 
indeed, a woll, famouy for gratifying throo wishes for every worshipper who 
shall quaff the fountain with sufficient beliof in its efiency, At this spot the 
saint 1a said to have landed in his stone coflin, in which he sailed down the 
‘wood from Melrose, and here the stone coffin long Jay, in evidence of the 
fuct, ‘Che late Sir Francis Binko Dolavul is said to have taken the exnet 
measure of the coffin, and to have ascertained, by hydrostatic principles, that 
it might have actually swum. A profane farmer in the neighbourhood 
announced his intention of converting this Inst bed of the saint into a trough 
for his swine ; but tho profanation was rendored impossible, either by the 
saint or hy seme pions yotary in his behalf, for on tho following morning the 
atune streopliigns was found broton in two fragments, 

Tillmouth Chapel, with those points of resemblance, lies, however, in 
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exactly the opposite direction as regards Melrose which tho supposed cell 
of §t, Cuthhort is said to have borne towards Kennaquhnir, 


Nore 1.—Goss-nawk, p. 82 


Tho comparison is taken from somo benntiful verses in an old baltud, 
entitled ‘Pause Poodrayo,’ published in the Winstetsy of' the Seatlish Border, 
A. deposegt quoen, to preseryo her infant son from tho traitors who have slain 
his father, exehanges him with the fomale offspring of a faithful friend, and 
goos on to direct tho education of tho children, and the private signals by 
which the parents are to hear news each of hor own offspring. 


And yo niawn learn my gay goss-hawk 
Right weolto breast a steed ; 

‘And I sall learn your turtle dow, 
As weol to writo and read, 


Aud ye maun Jean my gay goss-hawk 
y both bow and brand ; 

And C sail learn your turtle dow, 
: ‘Yo lay gowd wi" her hand, 





At kirk and market when we mect, 
We'll dare make nae avowe, 

But, ‘Dame, how does my gay Somctinwk? 
* Madame, how tlars ny dow?’ 


Nore 5.—Nunwenry oy St, Brrpaer, p, 104 


« 

This, like the cell of St. Cuthbort, is an imaginary scene ; but I took one 
or two ideas of the desolation of tho intcrior from a story told me by my 
father, In hia youth—it may be near eighty years since, as_ho was born in 
1729—he had occasion to visit an old lady who resided in a Bordor castle of 
considerable renown. Only one very limited portion of the oxtensive ruins 
sufficed for the accommodation of the inmates, and my father amused himself 
by wandering through the part that was untenanted. In a dining apartment, 
having a roof richly adorned with archos and drops, there was deposited a 
largo stack of hay, to which calves were helping themselves from epposite 
sides, As my father was senling a dark, ruinous turnpike staircaso, his groy- 
hound ran up before him, and probably was the means of saving his life, for 
the animal fatl through a trap-deor, or aperture in tho stair, thus warning the 
owner of the danger of tho ascent. As the dog continued howling from a 
groat depth, my fathor got the old butler, who,alone knew most of the 
localities about the castle, to unlock a sort of stable, in which Kitlbuok was 
found safe and sound, the place being filled with the same commodity which 
littered the stalls of Augens, and which had rendered the dog's fall an easy 
one, 


Norg 6.—Nun or Kent, p. 109 


A fanatic nun, called the Holy Maid of Kent, who protended to tho gift of 
prophecy and powor of miracles, Having denounced the doom of speedy 
death against Henry VIII. for his marriage with Anne Boleyn, the prophetess 
waa attainted in Parliament, and executed, with hor accomplices, Hor im- 
posure was for a time so successful that eyon Sir Thomas More was disposed 

‘0 be a believer. 


Notr 7.—Huntrxa Mass, p. 117 


Tn Catholic countries, in order to reconcile tho pleasures of the great with 
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the observances of religion, it was common, when a party was bent for the 
chase, to celobrate mass, abridged and maimed of its rites, called a hunting 
mass, the brevity of which was designed to correspond with the impatience 
of the audience. 


Nor &.—Annor or Unrrasoy, p. 119 


We loarn, from no tess authority than that ef Napoleon Bonaparte, that 
there is but a single stop hotweon the sublime and vidicwous ; and ifis a tran- 
sition from one extreme to another so vory easy that the vulgar of every 
degree are poculiarty captivated with it. Thus the inchnation to laugh becomes 
uncontrollable whon the solomnity and gravity of time, place, and ciroum- 
stances render it peouliarly impropor. Some species of general liconso, like 
that which inspired the anciont Saturnalia, or the modern Carnival, has beon 
commonly indulgod to the people at all times, and in almost all countries, 
But it was, I think, peculiar to the Roman Catholic Church that, while they 
studied how to rendor thoir church rites imposing and magnificent, by all that 
pomp, musia, architecture, and external display could add to them, they never- 
tholess connived, upon special accasions, at the frolics of the rnde vulgar, who, 
in almost all Catholic countries, onjoyed, or at least assumed, the privilege of 
making somo lord of the revels, who, undor tho name of the Abbot of Unreason, 
the Boy Bishop, or the Prosident of Fools, occupied the churches, profaned 
the holy places by a mock imitation of the sacred rites, und sung indocent 
parodics on hymns of the church, Tho indifforenco of the clergy, even when 
their power was greatost, to the indecont exhibitions, which they always 
tolerated, and sometimes encouraged, forms a strong contrast to the sensitive- 
ness with which they rogarded any serious attompt, by preaching or writing, 
ta impoach any of the doctrines of the church, Tt could only bo compared 
to tho singular apathy with which they endured, and often udmired, the gross 
novela which Chaucer, Dunbar, Boceaccio, Bandello, and others composed 
upon tho had morals of the clergy. It seems as if the churchmen in both in- 
stances had endeavoured to compromise with the laity, and allowed them 
occasionally to gratify their coarse humour by indecent satire, provided they 
would abstain from any grave question concorning the foundation of tho 
doctrines on which was rected such an immense fabric of ecclesiastical power. 

But the sports thus Hconsed assumed a very different appearance s0 soon 
as tho Protostant doctrines began to prevail ; and the license which their fore- 
fathors had oxorcised in moro gaicty of heart, and without the lenst intention 
of dishonouring religion by their frolics, was now porsevered in by the common 
pooplo 13 2 modo of testifying thair uttor disreyard for the Roman priesthood 
and its coremonies. 

T may observo, for example, the case of anapparitor sent to Borthwick from 
tho Primate of St. Andrdwa, to cite the lord of that eastlo, who was opposed 
by an Abbot of Unreason, nt whose command the officer of tho spiritual court 
wns appointod to bo ducked in a mill-dam, and obliged to eat up his parch- 
went citation, 

‘Tho readar may bo amused with the following whimsical details of thia in- 
ident, which tool place in the castle of Borthwick, in the year 1617. It 
appears that, in consequence of a process betwixt Master George Hay de 
Minzeanoand tho Lord Borthwick, lettorsof oxcommunication had passed against 
tho latter, on account of the contumacy of certain witnesses, Willium Lang- 
Jands, an appariter or macer (bacularius) of the sco of St. Andrews, prosontad 
those lottors to the curate of the chureh of Borthwick, requiring him to publish 
tho samo nt tho sorvico of high mass, It sooms that the inhabitants of the 
castle wore at this timo engaged in the favourite sport of enacting the Abbot 
of Unrenson, a apacies of high jinks, in which a mimic prelate was elected, who, 
like the Lord of Misrule in England, twned all sort of lawful authority, and 
particularly the church ritual, into ridicule, This froliesome person, with his 
yotinue, notwithstanding of the apparitor’s character, entered the church, 


ra] 








492 | NOTES 


seized upon the Primate's officer without hesitation, and, dragging him to 
the mnill-dam on the south side of the castle, compelled him to leap into tho 
wat6i, Not contented with this partial immersion, the Abbot of Unreason pro- 
nounced that Mr, William Langlands was not yet sufliciontly bathed, and 
therefore caused his assistants to lay him on his hack in tho stream, and duck 
him in the most satisfactory and perfect manner, The unfortunate apparitor 
was then conductod back to the church, whore, for his refreshment after his 
bath, tho letters of oxcommunication wore torn to pieecn, and steeped in n 
bowl of wne ; the mock abhot heing probably of opinion that a tough parch- 
ment was but dry cating, Langlands was compelicd to eat the letters and 
swallow the wine, and dismissed by the Abbot of Unreason, with the comfort- 
able assuranco that, if any more such letters should arrive during the continu. 
ance of his oltfice, ‘they should a’ gang the same gate,’ 7.e. go the same road, 

Asimilur scene occurs betwixt a summer of the Bishop of Rochoster and 
Harpool, the servant of Lord Cobham, in the old play of Sir John Oldeaatle, 
whon the former compels the church-officer to eat his citation, ‘he dialogue 
contains most of the jests which may be supposed appropriate to such an 
extraordinary aceasion, 


Harpool. Marry, sir, ts this process parchmont? 

Sumner, Yea, mariy 1 it. 

Harpool. ‘And this Seal wax? 

Sumner, It 1s so. 

Harpoot. Uf this bo parchment, and this be wax, eat a this parchment and wax, 
or I will uake parchinent of your skin, and beat your brains into Wax. Sirrah Stunner, 
dispatch—dovour, sirrah, devour, 

Sumner. I'am my Lord of Rochester's sumner; I came to do my office, and thou 
shalt answor it, 

Haypoat, Sirrah, no ralling, but betake thyself to thy teeth, Thou shalt eat no 
worse than thou bringegt with thee. Thon bringest it for my lord ; aml wilt than bring 
my lord worse than thoh wilt eat thyself? 

Sumner. Str, £ bronght it not my lord to eat. 
| Herpodt O, do you Sir me now? All's one for that; I'll make you eat st for bring- 
ing it, 

Sumner. Teannot eat it. 

Harpool. Can you not? 'Sblood, I'll beat you till you have x stomach? [Meats him. 

Sumner, Oh, hold, hold, good Mr. Serving-man; [will eat It 

Harpool, Bo champing, be chewing, sir, or I will chew you, you rogne, Torgh war 
is the purest of tho honey. 

Sumner, The purest of the honey! O Lord, sir! oh! oh! 

Harpool. Feed, feed ; ‘tis wholesome, rogue—wholesome. Cannot you, like an 
honest suinner, walk with the dovil your brother, to fetel in your ballif*s rents, but 
you must come toa nobleman's honse with mocess? If the seal were as browul as the 
jead which covers Rochester Chuich, thou shorldst eat it. 

Sumner, Oh, Tam almost choked—I am almost choked { 

Harpoal, Who's within there? will you shane ny lord? is there no heer in the 
house? Butlor, f say. 











Enter Buren, 


Buller, Here—here, 
Harpoot. Give him beer, ‘Tough old sheep-akin's but dry meat, 
First Poot of Str John Oldeastle, Act il, Seone 1. 


Norr 9.—Tuu Hoppy-norse, p. 120 


This exhibition, the play-maro of Scotland, stecd high among holyday 
gambols, It must be carefully soparated from the wooden vhargers which 
furnish out our nurseries, It gives rise to Hamlot’s ojnculation— 


But oh, but oh, the hobby-horso is forgot ! 


Thore is a very comic scene in Beaumont and Flotchor's play of Women 
Pleased, where Hope-on-high Bomby, a Puritan cobbler, refuses to dance with 
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the hobby-horae, Thove was much-difiiculty and great variety in the motions 
which the hobby-horso was expectod to exhibit, a» 

The learned Mr, Douce, who has contributed so much ta tho illustration of 
our theatrical antiquitios, has given us a full account of this pageant, and the 
burlesque horsomanship which it practised, 

‘Tho hobby-horso,’ says Mr, Douce, ‘was represented by a man equipped 

+ with as much pastobvard as was sufficiont to form the head and hinder parts 

of a horse, the quadrupedal defects being concealed by a long mantle or foot- 
cloth that nearly touched the ground. The performer, on this accasiory exerted 
all his skill in burlesque horsemanship. In Sampson's play of the Voir-breader, 
1086, & millor personates Uhe hobby-horse, and boing angry that the mayor of 
tho city is put in compotition with him, exclaims, Lop the major [mayor] 
play tho hobby-horse among his brethren, an he will; 1 hope our town-leds 
cannot want n hobby-horse. Tfave I practised my reins, my careors, my 
pranckers, my ambles, my falso trots, my smooth ambles, and Canterbury paces, 
and shall mastor major pub me besides the hobby-horse? Ifave [ borrowed 
tho forchorse bells, his plumes, his braveries ; nay, had his mane new shorn 
nnd Frizzled, and shall the major put me besides the hobby-horse ?”! '—Douce’s 
ANustrations, vol, ii, p. 408, 








Nor 10,—Represynration or Rosin Toop anp Litrie Jows, p, 121 


Tho representation of Robin Eood was the darling May-game both in 
England and Scotland, and doubtless the favourite personification was often 
rovived, whon the Abbot of Unreason, or other pretences of frolic, gave an 
unusual degree of license, 

Tho Protestant olorgy, who hac formarly reaped advantage from the oppor- 
tunities which theso sports afforded them of directing their own eatire and the 
vidiculo of tho lower ordors against the Catholic Church, began to find that, 
when those purposes wero sorved, their favourite pastimes doprivect them of 
tho wish to attond divine worshiy, and disturbed the frame of mind in which 
it can bo attended to advantage. Tho colebrated Bishop Latimer gives a vor’ 
naive account of the mannor in which, bishop as he was, he found himself 
compelled to givo placo to Robin Hood and his followers, 

‘ Leaine once myselfo to a placo riding on a journey homeward from London, 
and I sont word oyer night into the towno that I would preach there in tho 
morming, because it was holiday, and methonght it was a holidayes worke, The 
church stood in my way, and T tooke my horse and my company, and wont 
thithor (I thought Ushoutd have found a great company in the ehureh), and 
when I caine thero tho ehurch daoro was fast locked. I tavryed there halfo an 
houre wid more, At last the koy was found, and one of the parish comes to mo, 
and says, ‘Sir, this is a bwsie day with us, wo cannot henre you; it is Robin 
Tfuod's day, ‘I'he parish are gone abroad to gather for Robin Iood. T pray 
yau lat tham nat,” Lwas faine hare to give place to Robin Hoad, Ithought 
imy rochet should have hoon regarded, though I wore not; but it would not 
sorve, it was faine to give place to Robin Hood's men. Tt is no Inughing 
matter, my friontls: it is weoping matter, a heavy mattor—a heavy matter, 
Onder the protenco for gathoring for Robin Hood, a traytour and a theafe, to 
pet out a preacher, to have his oflice lesse estoomed, ta proferro Robin Hood 

vefore the ministration of Gort's Word ; and all this hath come of unpreaching 
prolates, ‘I'his rculme hath boen ill provided for, that it hath had such corrupt 
judyomonta in it, to preforre Robin Houd to Ged’s Word.’—Bishop Latimer’s 
Ninth Sermon before King Hdwarad V2. 

Whilo the Wnglish Protestants thus preforred the outlaw’s pageant to the 
jwoaching of thoir excollont bishop, the Scottish Calvinistic clorgy, with the 
volabrated John Knox at their head, and backed by the authority of tho 
natugistratus of Ndinburgh, whe had of Inte beon chesen exclusively from this 
party, found it impossible to control the rare ef the populace, when they 
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attempted to deprive them of the privilege of presenting their pageant of 
Ropin Hond. 

(1561), ‘Vpon the xxi day of Julij, Archibalde Dowglas of Kilspindie, 
Provost of Ed® , David Symmer and Adame Fulhirtomn, bailties of tha samyne, 
causit ane curdinare servant, callit James Gillioun [or Kiltono}, takin of hefoir, 
for playing in Ed* with Robone Hudo, to wnderly the law, and put him to tho 
knawlege of ana assyize, qlk yaij haid cloctit of yuir fayoraris, quha with schort 
deliberatioun condemnit him to be hangit for ye said cryme. And tho deaconis 
of ye erftftisman, fearing vproare, maid great solistatiouns at ye handis of yo 
said provest and haillies, and als requirit John Kuox, minister, for oschowing 
of tumult, to superceid ye executioun of him, vnto ye tyme yai suld advertcis 
my Lovd Duke ynirof. “And yan, if it wos his mynd an will yat he should bo 
disponit ypoun, ye said deaconis and craftisman sould convey him yairo ; 
quha answorit, yat yai culd na way stope ye oxecutioun of justice, Quhan 
yo time of ye said poucr mans hanging approchit, and yat ye hangman wes 
cum to yo jibbat with ye ledder, vpouno yo qik yo said cordinare should bavo 
bone hangit, ane certaine and remanent craftischilder, quha wes put to yo 
horne with yo said Gillione, ffor yo said Robene Hinde’s playes, and vyris pair 
agsistaris and favoraris, past to wappinis, and ya brak down ye said jibhat, 
and yan chacit ye said provest, baillies, and Aloxr, Guthrie, in yo suid 
Alexander’s writing-buith, and held yame yairin ; and ynirefter past to yo 
tolbuyé, and becaus the samyne was steikit, and onnawayes culd get the keyes 
thairof, thaibrake the said tolbuith dore with foure hamberis per force (the 
said provest and baillics Inikand thairon), and not onlie put Thar the said 
Gillone to fredome and libertie, and brocht him furth of the said tolbuit, bot 
alsua the remanent presonaris being thairintill, And this dono, tho said 
eraftismon’s servands, with the said condompnit cordonar, past doun to the 
Nothirbow, to have past furth thairat; bot becaus the samyne on thair 
cuming thairto wes closit, thai past vp agane the Hie Streit of the snid 
bourghe ta the Castell hill, and in this menctyme the saidis provest and baillies 
and thair assistaris being in the writting-huith of tho said Alear, Guthrie, 

past and enterit in the said tolbuyt, and in the said servandis passage yp the 
fie Stroit, then sohote furth thairof at thame ano dog, and hurt ane servand 
of the said childer. This being done, thair wes nathing vthir but the one 
partio schuteand out and castand stanis furth of the said tolbuyt, and the 
yther pairtie schutoand hagbuttis in the samo agane. And sua tho craftis- 
ion’s servandis, abone writton, held and inclosit the said provest and baillies 
continowallic in the said tolbuyth, frao three houris efternone qubill aught 
houris at evon, and na man of tho said town prensit piorit] to reliovo thnir said 
provest and hailles, And than thai send to the maistors of tho Castell (eraftis- 
men], to caus tham if thai mycht stay the said servandis, quba maid ono 
maner to doe the same, hot thai could not bring the same to ane final ond, for 
the said servand wold on nownyes stay fra, quhill tai had revengit the hurting 
ot ane of them ; and thairofter tho constable of the Castell come down thairfra, 
and he with the said maistors trentit betwix the said pties in this manor 
That the said provest and baillios salt reniit (discharge) to the said craftis 
childer all actionn, eryme, and offens that thai had committit aganos thama 
in any tyme bygane ; and band oblast thame nevir to pussow them thairfor ; 
and als conmandit thaw miisters to resaue them agane in thair services, ag 
thai did befoir, And this being proclamit at the mereat crow, thai scrlit, and 
the said provost and baillies come furth of the same tolbuyth,’ ote, ute. ate, 


John Knox, who writes at large upon this tumult, informs us if wos inflamed 
ly tho deacons of crafts, who, rosonting tho superiority assumed over them 
by the magistrates, would yicld no assistance tu put down the tumult. ‘They 
will be meyistrates alone,” said the recusint deacons, ‘o'en let them rule the 
populace alone’ ; and accordingly they passed quiotly to tuke their 'four-lours 
penny,’ and left the magistrates to help themselves as they could. Muny 
parsons wore excommunicated for this outraye, aud not admitted te eluweh 

a ordinances till they hud made satisfaction, 
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Nore 11.—‘Tae Parr, tHat Paaay,’ p, 182 "y 


These rudo rhymes are taken, with trifling alterations, from a ballad called 
‘Trim-go-tria,” It ocenrs in a singular collection, ontitted tan Compendious 
Buoke of Godly aud Spiritual Sougs, Collectit ant af Sundvie Partes of the Sorip- 
* ture, with Sundrie of other Ballates Changed out af Prophaine Sanges, for Avoyding 

af Sinne and darlotrie, with Augmentation Sundrie ude and Godly Ballates, 
Kdinburgh, printed by Andro Hart. ‘This curions collection has beon printed 
in Me. John Graham Dalyell’s Scottish Poems of the 16th Century. Edin. 1801, 











Norn 12,—Inanmry ov Eyre Spinms co ENTER A Tlouse 
UNINVITED, p. 143 


Thero is a popular belief respecting evil spirits, that they cannot enter an 
inhabited houso unless invited, nay, dragged over the threshold, There is an 
instance of the same superstition in the Zales of the Geni’, where an enchanter 
is supposed to havo intruded himself into the divan of the sultan. 

ee thus," sitid the illustrions Misnar, “let the onomies of Mahomet bo 
dismayed | but inform mo, O ye sages | under the somblance of which of your 
brethren did that fout enchanter gain admittance here?” ‘ May the lord of 
my henrt,” answored Bahilu, the hormit of the faithful from Queda, “ triumph 
ovor all his foo! As 1 travelled on the mountains from Queda, and saw 
uoithor tho footsteps of bonsts, nor the flights of birds, bobold, I chanced to 
pass throngh a eavem, in whoso hollow sides I found this accursed sage, to 
whom [unfolded tho invitation of the Sultan of Indig, and we, joining, 
fourne ‘ad toward the divan ; but ore we entered, ho said unto me, “Pat thy 
hand forth, and pull me toward thee inty tho divan, calling on the monic of 
Mahomet, for the evil spirits are on mo, and vex me,"”' 

Thavo understood that many parts of these fine tales, and in particular 
that of tho Sultan Misnar, were taken from genuine Oriontal sources by the 
oditor, Mr, James Ridloy. 

But tho most picturosyue use of this popular helief occurs in Coleridge's 
borutiful and tantalising fragment of Chviad, Has not our own imaginative 
poot cnusy to foar that future ages will tlesire to summon him from his place 
of rest, 18 Milton longed 





To call up him, who left hall told 
‘Mae story of Cambuseat boll? 


‘Tho vorsos I rofor to aro when Christabel conducts into hor father's eastle a 
mysturiouy and malevolont hoing, under the guiso of 1 distressed fomalo 
slranygor, 





"Phoy cross’ the moat, nul Christ 
Took the key Unt titted well; 

A Alttle door she open’ stra’ 
AN in the middle of the gate; 
Nhe yato that was iron'd witht 
Where an army in battle array 











ithont, 
marel’d ant, 


The lady xank, belike thio! pain, 
And Obristabal with might and mam 
Lilted her up, o weary weight, 

Ovar the thrasholsd of the gate ¢ 
‘hon the tndy roso again, 

And inoved as sho wert not in pain. 


So free fiom danger, frea from fener, 
Thny crows’ he rourk right glad they were, 
And Ohnistabel devoutly cried 

No the lady by her side’: 
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Praise we tho Virgin, al! divine, 
Who hath reseed thee fiom thy distress, 
* Alas, alas!" said Geraldi 
“Feat speak for 
Sq tie from danger, 2 
Thay ctuss'd the cnieb > 











fone tear, 
right ghed Mey were. 





Nore 13.—Styvox, ok Suvon, yp. 105 


teorge, fifth Lord Seyton, was immovably faithful te Qucon Mavy during 
all tho mutabilities of her fortune. To was grand master of the household, 
in which capacity,he had a picture painted of himself with his ofleial baton, 
and the following motto:— 
Inadsersitate pations ; 
tn prosporitate hnnevolus, 
Mazard, yot forward. 





On yarions parts of his castle he inseribed, as expressing his religious and 
political creed, the legend, 


Us Deru, vs Foy, un Ray, us Loy. 


Tle declined to be promoted to an carldom, which Quoon Mary offered him 
at the sume time when she advanced her natural brother to he Kart of May, 


and afterwards of Murray, 
On his refusing this honour, Mary wrote, or cause to be written, tho 


following lines in Latin and Hyoncl 





Suyt comites, dneesqua alll, sunt denique reyes; 
Sothond dominun sit satis oan toh, 


1) y a des comptes, des roy's, des dues 5 ainsi 
Crest ngsuz ponr moy d'estie Seigneur de Seaton, 


Which may be thus rendered :— 


Ear), duke, or king, bo thou that Jist to be ; 
Seton, thy Joudship is enough for ine, 


This distich reminds us of the ‘pride which aped humility’ in the motto 
of the house of Conei : 
Jo suis nl roy 


y, ni princes ansat ; 
Je stun le 


ynenr de Caucy. 





After tho battle of Langsidle, lod Soton waa obliged to rotire abroad for 
safoty, and was an oxile fur two years, during wifich ho was reduced to the 
necossity of driving a waggon in Flanders for his subsistence, Lo rose to 
favour in James VI.'s roign, and resuming his patornal property, hud himsult 
painted in his waggoner's dress, and in the act of driving a wain with fonr 
horses, on the north ond of a stately gallery at Soton Castle, Jle apponrs to 
havo been fond of the arts; for there exists a beautiful family-pieco of hin 
in the centro of his family. Mv. Pinkerton, in his Scottish Jeonoyraphia (1797), 
published an engraving of this curious portrait. "lho original is the property 
of Lord Somorville, nearly connected with the Seton family, and is at presunt 
at his lovdship's Ushing-vila of the Pavilion, near Melrose, 





Norn 14 


A name given to tho gold chuins worn hy the military men of the period, 
It is of spans origin ; for the fashion of wearing these costly ornaments waa 
much followed amongst the conquerors of the New World, 


MANFARONA, p, 166 
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Note 15,—Mamwen or Mortoy, p. 172 a 

A spocies of guillotine which the Regont Morton brought down from Ualifas, 
certainly at a period considerably tater than intimated in tho tule. Ho was 
himsolf tho first that suffered by the engine, — 

This instrument, which is preserved in the Antiquarian Museum of Edin- 
burgh, was brought to Scotland several yeurs carlier than popular tradition 
assis, and is said to have beon used for tho execution of criminals about 
twenty years before the Harl of Morton was beheaded, in 1582 (LaiMy), 





Noch: 16.—Tne Rrsiexarion or Quen Marky, p, 240 








Tho details of this remarkable event are, as given in chaptor x: imagin- 
ary; but the outline of the events is historical, Sir Robert Lindesty [Melville], 
brother to the anthor of the Memoirs, was at first entrusted with the delicate 
comuuission of persuading the imprisoned Queen to resign her crown. As ho 
Natly rofused to interfere, they determined to send the Lord Lindesay, one 
of the midest and most violent of their own faction, with instructions, tirst to 
uso fair persuasions, and if these did not succeed, to enter into harder terms, 
Knox associates Lord Ruthven with Lindesay in this alarming commission, 
(Lo was the son of that Lord Ruthven who was prime agent in the murder 
ar iva: and little morey was to be onpocted from his conjunction with 

sincdesny, 

The ony ployment of such ride tools argued a resolution on the part of 
those who bad the Queen's porson in their powor to proceed to tho utmost 
extromitics, should they find Mary abstinate, ‘lo avoul this pressing danger, 
Sir Robert. Melville was despatchor by them to Lochlever, carrying with hin, 
concauled jn the seabhard of his sword, lettors to the Queen from the Karl of 
Athole, Maithnd of Lothington, and even from Throymorton, the English 
wubassedor, who was then favourable to the unfortunate Mary, conjuring her 
to yield to the necossity of the times, and to subscribe such deeds as Lindesay 
should lay hofore hor, without being startled by their tenor ; and assuring 
hor thrt hor doing so, in the state of captivity under which sho was placed, 
would neithor, in law, honour, or conscience, be binding upon her when she 
should obtain her liberty, Submitting, by the advico of one part of hor 
subjects, to tho menace of the others, and learning that Lindesay was arrived 
in « housting, that is, threatening, humour, the Queen, ‘with some reluctancy, 
and with tonrs,’ saith Knox, subserihed one dovd resigning her erown to her 
infant son, and another estrblishing the Earl of Murray regent. It seoms 
agreed hy historians that Lindesnay behaved with great brutality on the 
occasion, ‘he deeds worg signed 24th July 1567, 








Nore 17.—GaANeLon, p. 262 


Can, Gano, or Ganelon of Mayonee, is, in the romances on the subject 
of Charlomagne and his Paladins, always represented as the trarior by whom 
tho Christian champions are betrayed, 





Nove 18,—Seorrtsit Pames, p. 276 


Al Scottish fairs, the bailie, or magistrate, doputed hy the lord in whoso 
hime the meeting is held, attends Uhe fair with his guard, decides trifling 
disputes, and punishes op the spot any potty delinquencies, His attendants 
ave usually armed with halberds, and, sometimes at lenst, escorterl by music. 
hna, in the Liye cad Diath vy Hable Simpson, we are told of that famous 


minstrol— 
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At fairs he play’d hefme the spearsmon, 

‘And gaily geaiihed in their gearaaen j— 

Steol bonnets, jacks, aud swords shono cleat Lien, 
Lake ony boa. 


Now wha shall piny before ste weiranen, 
Sinco Mabbie's ‘lead t 


Nore 19,.—Kinny Cratus, p, 278 


Lord {hief-Commissioner Adam, in tho year 1817, formed what was called 
a Blair-Adam Club, consisting of Sir Waltor Scott and a few othor friends, 
who assembled once a-year at Blair-Adam House, near the shores of Lovh- 
leven, In his dteminiscences, the Lord Chief-Commissionor, whon referring to 
the anonymous publication of the Waverloy Novels, records tho following 
anecdote :—‘ What contirmed, and was cortamnly meant to disclose to me tho 
author, wes the mention of the Kiery Craigs, a picturesque pieco of sconery in 
the grounds of Blair-Adam, as being in tho vicinity of Kolty Bridge, the hour’ 
of Anchtermuchty, the Kinross carrier. It was only an intimate friond of tho 
family... who could know anything of the Kiory Craips or its namo ; and 
both the scenery and the namo had attractions for Sir Walter, 

‘At our first meeting nftor the publication of the Adbof, when the party 
was assombled on tho top of the rock, the Chief-Baron Shepherd, looking Sir 
Walter full in tho face, and stamping tns staff on the pround, said, Now, 
Sir Waltor, I think we be upon the top of the Kiery Craigs,” Sir Walter 
preserved profound silence ; but there was a conscious looking down, and a 
considerable elongation of his upper lip.’—Blnir-Adam Zracts, 1834, p, xxxv., 
and Lockhart's Life of Soil, vol. vi, p. 261 (Laing). 











¢ Nove 20,—Mornier Nicneven, p, 288 


This was the name given lo the yrand Mother Witch, the very Heeato of 
Scottish popular superstition, Her namo was bestowed, in one or two 
instances, upon sorceresses, who were hold tv resemble her by their superior 
skill in ‘ dts black grammar,’ 


Norr 21,—Dark Grey Man, p, 304 


By an ancient, thongh improbable, tradition the Donglasses are snid to 
have dorived thoir namo trom a champion who had greatly distinguished 
himself in an action. When tho king demanded hy whom the battle had been 
won, tho attendants are said to have answorodt, ‘Sholto Douglas, sit’; 
which is said to mean, ‘ Yonder dark grey man,’ But the name is undoubtedly 
territorial, and taken from Douglas river and dale. 


Nore 22,—Survosep Conspiracy acainst tHe Lare or Many, p. 868 


A romancer, to use a Seattish phrase, wants bab a hair to mnkov tothor of 
‘The whole dotail of the steward’s supposed eonspiraey against the lifo of Mury 
is groundod upon an expression in one of hor letters, which affirms that 
Jasper Dryfesdale (Unmes Drysdale], one of the Laird of Lochloven’s sarvants, 
had threatened to murder Willinm Douglas (for his sharo in the Queon’s 
eseapo), and avorred that he would plant a dagyor in Mary's own heart.— 
Chalmors's Life of Queen Mary [1822], vol. i, p. 278, 





Nore 23,—More.en Man, ) 308 


Gonerally a disguised man ; originally one who wears his clork or mantle 
mufiied round the lower part of tho face to conceal his countenance, T have 
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on an ancient pieco of iron the representation of @ robber thus accoutrerl, 
endeavouring {0 make bis way into a house, and opposed by_a mastiff, to 
whom he in vain offers food. The motto is Spernit dona fides. Tt is pare of a 
fire-grato said to have belonged te Archbishop Sharp, 


Note 24.—un How Ler, p. 382 


Sir John 3olland’s poem of Phe Howlet is known to collectors by the 
beantiful edition presented to the Bannatyno Cinb by Mr, David J, on 
The proface contains remarks by Sir Walter Scott, who was host ent of 
the cub. Tho foam was composod about tho middle of the 14th century, 
pel has gonorally beon supposed to bo a satire on James UH. of Seotland 
ting)» . 


Nore 26,—-DrMEANOUR OF QUEEN Many, p. 386 


in the dangerous expedition to Aberdeonshire, Randolph, the English 
ambassador, gives Cecil tho following account of Queen Mary's demeanow 

"In all those garboiles, I assure you, I nevor saw her [the Quoen] merrior, 
nover dismayed ; nor never thought that so much tobe inher that T find, She 
repented nothing but, whon the lords and others, at Inverness, enmo in the 
morning from the watch, that she was not a man to know what life it was 
to lio all night in the fields, or to walk on tho causeway with a jack and a 
knapschalle, u Glasgow bucklor, and a broadsword.’—RanbourH fo Cxcit, 
September 18, 1662. 

‘Cho writor of the above lettor seoms to have felt the same impression which 
Cathorine Soyton, in tho toxt, considered as proper to the Queen's presence 
amony her armed subjects, 

‘though wo neither thought nor looked for other, than on that day to 
have fought or never—what desperate blows would “not have heen given, 
when ovory man should have fought in the cight of so noble a queen, and so 
meny fair ladics, our onemios to favo teken thom from us, and we to savo our 
honours, not to bo reft of them, your honour can easily judge |’—Tie same to 
the sume [condonsed}, September 23, 1 





Norr 26,~Escare oF QureN Mary From LOCHLEVEN, p. 380 


Ibis woll known that tho exeape of Queen Mary from Lochleven was effocted 
by Goorge Douglas, the youngest brother of Sir William Douglas, the lord of 
tho enstlo ; but tho minute ciroumstances of the event have been a good doal 
confused, owlnys to two agents having been concerned in it who hore the same 
namo, It has hoon always sup] vosod that Goorgo Douglas was induced to abet 
Mary’s esenpo by the ambitious hopo that, by such servico, ho might morit hor 
hand, But Vis purpose Kas discovered by his brother Sir William, and ho was 
oxpollod from the castle, [fo continued, notwithstanding, to hover in the 
neighbourhood, and maintain a correspondence with the royal prisoner and 
othors in the fortress, 

{f wo boliove tho English ambassador Drury, the Queon was gratefrl to 
Geayga Douglas, and even proposed a wacriage with him—a schemo which 
vould hardly bo sorious, since sho wns still the wife of Bothwoll, but which, if 
suguested at all, might be with a purpose of gratifying the Regent Murray's 
umhition, and propitiating his favour; since ho was, it must be remembored, 
tho brother ntorine of George Douglas, for whom such high honour was said 
to ho designed, 

Tho proposal, if goriously made, was treated as inadmissible, and Mary 
agnin resumed her purpose of eseapo. Hor failure in bor first attompt has 
xome picturesque particulars, which might have beon advantageously intro- 
dueed in flotitious narrative, Drury sonds Cecit the following account of the 
minttor i-~ 
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‘But after, upon the 2th of the last (April 1467}, sho entorprisod an 
e-vape, and was the rather nearer effect, through her accustomed Jong lying in 
bed #4 the morning. ‘fhe mannor of it was thus: thore comoth in to hor the 
Inundreas early as other times hefore sho was wonted, and the Queon accord. 
ing to such a secret practice prtteth on hor the weed of the laundress, and so 
with the fardel of cloathes and her mofilor upon hor face, passeth out and 
entreth the boat to pass the loch ; whieh, after some SPREO, ONO of them that 
rowed said morrily, ‘Lot us see what manner of dame this ix,” and thorowith 
offered to, pull down her mutiler, which, to dofend, sho put up her hands, 
which tho¥ spied to bo vory fuir and whito; wherowith thoy entered into 
suspicion whom sha was, beginning to wonder at her enterprise. Whoreat she 
was little dismayed, but charged them, npon danger of their lives, to row her 
over to the shore, which they nothing regeided, but oftsoons rowed her back 
again, promising her that it should he scerated, und especially from tho lord of 
tho hougo, under whose guard sho lyeth, Tt scometh sho knew hor rofugo, and 
whore to havo found it if sho had once lunded ; for there did, and yet do linger, 
ata little villago culled Kinross, hard at tho loch sido, tho same George 
Douglas, ono Sempil, and ono Roton, the which two wore sometime her trusty 
servants, end, as yob appearoth, they mind her no less aifection.'—Bishop 
Keith's History of the Affairs of Cheareh and State in Satlend, Ys 470, 

Notwithstanding this disappointment, litllo spoko of by historians, Mary 
renewed her attempts to escape, ‘There was in the Castlo of Lechlovon a Jad 
named William Douglas, somo relation probably of tho baron, and about 
eighteon years old, ‘Chis youth proved as accessible to Qucon Mary's prayers 
and promises as was the brothor of his patron, Georgo Douglas, from whom 
this Villa must be carefrily kept distinct. It was youny William who 
played the part commonly assigned to his suporior, Georgo,—stealing the keys 
of the castlo from tho tablo on which they tay, while his lord was at suppor, 
Ho let tho Quoen and & waiting-woman out of tho apartment whore they woro 
secured, and ont of the towor itself, ombarked with thom in a small skiff, and 
rowed thom to tho shore, ‘I'o prevent instant pursuit, ho, for precaution's 
sake, locked the iron grated door of the tower, and threw tho keys into tho 
lake, ‘They found George Douglas and tho Queen’s sorvant, Beaton [Betoun), 
waiting for them, and Lord Soyton and James Hamilton of Orbieston in 
attendance, at the head of a party of faithful followors, with whom thoy iled 
to Niddrio Castle, anc from thence to Hamilton. 

In_narrating this romantic story, both history and tradition confuse tho 
two Douglasses togothor, and confor on George the successful execution of tho 
escape from the castle, the merit of which bolongs in roality to the boy called 
William, or, more froquontly, the Little Douglas, oither from his youth or his 
slight stature, ‘Tho roador will observe, that in the romance tho part of tha 
Little Dougias has beon assigned to Roland Gramo, In another caso, it would 
be tedious to point out in a work of amusoment such minute points of historiea! 
fact ; but the general interest taken in tho fato of Queen Mary rondors evory- 
thing of consequonco which connects itsolf with hor misfortunes, 





Nore 27.—Barrix or Lanastor, p, 118 


Tam informed in the most polite manner hy 7), MaeVean, Exq,, of Glasgow, 
that I have heen incorrect in my locality, in giving an account of the battle 
of Langside, Orookstone Castle, he observes, lies four miles west frome tho 
field of battlo, and rather in the rear of Murray's army, ‘Tho roal place from 
which Mary saw the rout of hor Inst army was Cathcart Cnstlo, which, boing 
a mile and 2 half east from Langsido, was situated in tho rear of tho Queen's 
own army, I was lod astray in the prosent case by the authority of my 
doceased friond, James Grahame, tho excellont and amiable author of tho 
Sabbath, in his drama on the subject of Queen Mary ; and by a traditionar 
report of Mary having secon tho battle from the Castlo of Crovkstune, which 


t 
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seamned so much to increaso the interest of the scene that I bave beon 
unwilling to mako, in this particular instance, the fiction give way to the,fact, 
which last is undoubtodly in favour of Mr, MacVean’s system. 7 

__ Tt is singular how tradition, which is sometimes a sure guido to truth, is, 
inuther cises, prone to mislead us. In the celebrated fichl of battle at 
Killicerankie, the trayellor is struck with ono of those rugged pillars of rough 
stono, which indicate the scones of ancient conflict. A friond of the Author, 
woll nequainted with the circumstances of the battle, was standing near this 
largo stone, and looking on the scone around, whon a Hightand, shephord 
hurried down from the hill to offer his services as cigorone, and proceeded to in- 
form him that Dundee was slnin at that stone, which was raised to his memory, 
“Wis, Donald,’ answered my friond, Show can you tell such a story to a. 
stranger? Lam sure you know well onough that Tundeo was killed at a 
considorahle distance from this pleco, nenr the house of Faseally, and that 
this stone was here long bofore the hattle, in 168 *Oich |—oich |" anid 
Donald, no way abashed, ‘and your honouwr’s in the right, and I seo you ken 
uv about it, And he wasna killed on the spot neither, but lived till the next 
morning ; but a’ the Saxon gentlomon like best to hear he was killed at the 
great stan,’ It is on the stme principle of pleasing my readers that T retain 
Crookstone Castle instead of Cathcart. 

If, however, tho Author has takon a liborty in romoving tho actual field of 
battle somewhat to the castward, ho hus beon tolorably strict in adhering to 
tho incidents of the ongagemont, as will nppear from a comparison of ovents 
in the novel with the following account from an old writer. 





‘Tho Rogent was ont on foot and all his company, excopt the Laird of 
Grange, Aloxander Lune of Manderston, and some Borderers to the number 
of two hundred, ‘The Jwird of Grango had already viowed the ground, and 
with all imaginable diligence caiuad evory horsoman ¢o take behind him a 
footman of tho Hegont’s, to gnard behind them, and rode with speed to the 
head of the Langside Hill, and sot down tho sott footmon with their culverings 
it tho head of a strait lane, where thera were some cottage houses and yards 
of pront advantiie: Which soldiors with their continual shot killed divers of 
the veunt-guard, led by the IInmiltouns, who, couragivusly and fiercely 
ascondin up tho hill, wore already out of brenth, when the Regent's vaunt- 
guard joined with thom, Where the worthy Lord Lhune fought on foot with 
his pile in his hond vory manfully, assisted by the Laird of Cosfoord, his 
brothor-in-law, who holped him up again whon he was strucken to the ground 
by many alrouke upon his faco, by the throwing pistols at him after they had 
boon discharged, [Io was also wounded with staves, aud had many stroaks 
of spears through his loga; for ho and Granye, ab the joining, cried toe lob 
thoir adversaries firet lay down their spears, to hear up theirs ; which spears 
wore #0 thick fxod in tho ethers! jacks, that somo of tho pistols and great 
wiivos that wero thrown by them which wore behind, might ho seen Sying 
upon {ho spoars, 

‘Upon the Quoon’s side the Karl of Arguite commanded the battle, and 
the Lord of Avbroth the yaunt-guard, But the Regent committed to tho 
Tard of Grange the spocial eave, as being an experimented captain, to oversee 
ovory dangor, nid to ride to evory wing, to encourage and mnke help where 
Hroatest neodt was, Flo porcoived, at the first joining, the right wing: of tho 
Rogont’s yvnunt-ymard put nek, and like to tly, whoreof tho groatost part 
wore commons of the barony of Renfrew ; whoronpon he rodo to them, and 
told thom that their onomy was already turning thoir backs, requesting: them 
to stay and debate til ho should bring them fresh men forth of the battle. 
Whithor at full speod he did ride alone, and told the Regent that the enemy 
woro shaken ‘and flying away behind the little villago, and desired a fow 
number of fresh mon to go with him, Where he found cnongh willing, as the 

* {uord Lindoray, the Laird of Lochloven, Sir James Balfour, and all the Regent's 
sorvants, who followed him with diligonce, and reinforced that wing which 
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was hogtnning to fly; which fresh mon with their loose weapons struck dhe 
enemies in their flanks and faces, which forced them incontinent fo give placo 
and tirn back after long fighting and pushing others to and fro with their 
apears, ‘Ihore were not many horsemen to purstio after thom, and the Regant 
cried to save ant not te kill, ‘and Grange was ueyer cruel, so that there woro 
fow slain and takon, And tho only siaughtor was ué the first roncounter by 
the shot of the soldiers, which Grange had planted at the lane-head bohind 
some dikes, - 

It is ictsarkablo that, whilo passing through the small town of Renfrew, 
some partizans, adherents af the house of Lennox, attompling to arrest 
Queen Mary and her attendants, were obliged to make way for hor, not 
without slaughtor,— - ‘ ; 

The Castle of Thitherglen was demolished immoatliately after the battle by 
tho Regent's party. 

Tho ‘ntiurbat district of Glasgow towards tho south, named Cathearl, 
tukes its name from the old castle, und, owing lo the growth of tho vity in 
this direction, the site of the battle of Langside is ought contiguous to tho 
south-east side of the Queen’s Park, On the west of this park the site of tho 
Rogent Murray's camp is commemorated hy tho ‘Camp TH), and at the 
yillago of Langside there is a cottage which goos hy tho namo of ‘Queen 
Mary's Cottage.’ Tho Queen's Park is ina direct line with Glasgow Bridgo, 
from which it is three miles distant in a straight line (Ladig)}, 


Nore 28,—Bugiar or ve Anpor's Uearr in tH AVENEL Arsin, p. 427 





‘This was not tho oxplanation of the incident of searching for tho heart, 
mentioned in the introduction to the tale, which the Author originally in- 
tonded, Jt was designed to rofor to the heart of Robort Bruce, Tt is 
generally known that that ffrent monareh, being on his denth-hed, beyueathed 
to tho good Lord James of Douglas tho task of carrying his heart to the Iloly 
Land, to fulfil in a cortain degreo his own desire to porform a crusade, Upon 
Douglas's death, fighting against tho Moors in Spain, a sort of military Jove 
d@aucre to which he could have pleaded no regular call of duty, bis followers 
brought back the Bruco’s heart, and doposited it in the abbey church of 
Melrose, the Konnayuhair of the tale. 

Thisabbey had been always particularly favoured by tho Bruco. Wo have 
alot seen his oxtreme ansiety that exch of the reverend brothren should 
be daily supplied with a sorvico of boiled whnonds, rice nnd milk, peaso, or 
the like, to bu called tho *king’s mess,’ und that without the ordinary sorvice 
of thoir table being cithor disturbed in quantity or quality. But this was 
not the only mark of the benignity of good King Robort towards tho monks 
of Melrose, sinco, by a chartor of the date 2th Mpy 1826, he eonferred an 
the Abbot of Molroso the sum of £2000 storling, for rohuilding tho Church of 
St, Mary's, ruined by the Nnglish; and thore is ttle or no doubt that tho 
principal part of the remains which now display such exquisite spovimons of 
Gothio architecture, at its very purest period, had their origin in this muni. 
ficent donation, ‘ho money was to hbo paid out of crown Iands, estates for- 
feited to the King, and other property or domesnos of the crown, 

A very ourious letter, writton to his son about threo weeks hofore hix death, 
has been pointed out to mo by my friend Mr, ‘Thomas Thomsen, Deputy- 
Rogister for Scotland, Tt onlarges so much on the Jove of the roynt writer Lo 
the community of Melroxe, that it is well worthy of boing ingortod in a work 
connected in soma degree with Svottish history. 








Ler, Dovaw Reais Rowrru av ritauar Suust Davie 


‘Robertus dei gratia rex Seottorum, David procordialissimo filio suo, ac 
ceteris successoribus suis, Salutem, ct sic ejus procopta tenere, wt eum sua 
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honodiatione possint regnare. ili carissime, digne conseri videtur filius, qui, 
paternos in bonis moros imitans, piam cjus nititur exequi Yoluntatam, nee 
proprie sibi sumit nomen hereris, qui salubribas prodocossoris affectifus non 
adhorit; cupientes igitur, ut piant affeotionom et scinceram dilectionom, 
qnam orga monasterium de Melros, ubi cor nostrum ox speciali devotions 
digposuimmus tumulendum, ct erga religiosos ibidem Deo sorvientes, ipsorum 
vita sanctissiina nos ad hee excitante, concopimus ; tu eeterique puccessores > 
mei pia scincaritate prosequamini, ut, ex vestro dilectionis affectu dictis 
religiosis nastri causa past martem nostram ostensa, ipsi pro nabigad arandunt 
forvencius ot forcius animontur, Vohis precipimus quantum possumus, in- 
stanter supplicamus, et ox toto corde injungimus, quatinus assignacionibus 
quas cisdom viris roligiosis ot fabrica ceclesie sue do novo fecimus ne eciam 
omnibus aiid donacionihus nostris, ipsos libere gaudoro poermittans, easdom 
potius si nevesso fuerit augmentantes quam diminuontes, ipsoram peticiene: 
auribes Dbonovolis adinittentes, ac ipsos contra suos invasores ot emulos p 
defensione protegontes. Hanc autem exhortacionem supplieacionem ot 
Jrecoptum tu, fill cotoriquo stucessores nostri, prestanti animo comploro 
curetis, si nostram benedictionem habero velitis, una cum benedictiono filii 
summi royis, qui filios docuit patrum vohitates in bono perficere, asserens 
in mundiam se vonisse non ub suam voluntatem facoret sed paternam. In 
testimonium autem nostre devotionis erga locum predictum sie a nobis 
Gilectum of clectum concepte, presentom literam religiosis predictis dimit- 
timus, ostria sucvessoribus in postorum ostendendam. Data apud Cardros, 
undocimo dio Maij, anno regni nostri vicesime quarto.’ 


_, If this charter be altogethor gonuine, and there is no ny pearance of forgery, 
it gives riso to a curious doubt in Scottish history. ‘he letter announces 
that tho King had alrondy destined his heart to be deposited at Melrose, 
‘Tho resolution to sond it to Palestine, under tho chargp of Douglas, must have 
been adopted hetwixt 11th May 1829, tho dato of the letter, and 7th Juno of 
tho same yer, when the Bruce died ; or else wo must suppose that the 
commission of Dougias oxtonded not only to taking the Bruce's heart to 
Palostine, but to bring it safe back to its final place of deposit in the Abbey 
of Malrose, 

Tt would not ba worth inquiring by what caprice the Author was induced to 
throw tho ineidont of tho Bruco’s heart ontiroly out of the story, save moroly 
to sey, that he found himsolf unablo to fill uy tho canvass he had sketched, and 
indisposed to proxacute tho management of tho supernatural machinery with 
which his plan, when it was first rough-hown, was concorted and combined. 
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WORDS, PHRASES, AND ALLUSIONS 


Any, abyn, 
enna 
Ab unuuiM, at the fugers? 
ents 

ALmAARYIS, antidotes 
to poison, ott. 

Mor! MES FRANCAIAS 

Wither! omy Menek 
gua 

ANAHTANS, oF Memoirs of 
a dreek vattten at te 
(lose af the Kighteenth 
Century (Si), hy. 
"Thon Hoe, a member 
of a wealthy  Anglo- 
Uuteh tatuily 

ANoina Ferrara, t Seot- 
tah broads ord 

ASIEN, Ol wortn's 
follies, nets of dotage 

AQUA, ote. (pe BOM, Wot 
deriv wate | itdhag been 
waved 

Anauty, Bhayp, neute 

AnIAtArte ll, a s0¥eL0 Grill, 
attr Ariitarelns, (he 
most celebrate elite af 


to suffer, 


antiquity who lived ab | 


Moved ia 

mitten 200 1,6, 
ARTI, eaTheat Inoney 
AC HOWLING, aralbing 
Avert, a clrangtit horse 
‘Aiwarouys, wns 


bofors anil 


Tacianac, or Bacranactt, 
on the Whine, in the 
wine-growlny region, Tt 
ds neurky 160 mies W, of 
Witizlineg 

Bacuinian Sastson Cane 
naseo, Ste Don Qaévote, 
PLT. chap, st. 

Backsworn, sword wilh 
only and sharp edge 





Batuen, or BAILEY, the 
ontet courtyard of a 
teudal castle 

Banbens, confederates: 

Banasrens, ‘bullies, diye 
ordoily pornons 

Barnnovers, a ruined 
castle in Dalmeny Pak, 
on the Firth of Forth, 
belonging to the Ent af 
Rosebery ; ft was robuilt 
in 1880 

Bayns's TRAdnpy, The 
Riuarsal (672), by 
George Vilies, Duke of 
Rueklugham, | Reyes 
holng a character in the 
ures Intended to satirive 

diyden, ‘Pho play (@ 
vomedy) concludes with 
a battle between soldiers 
and hobby-horsey: 

ReAus, ate YOU THERE 
wien, a proverblal ex: 
Wession jidleative of the 
lapetition of an munoy- 
anes, A nian, disliking 
#& setinon on Elisha and 
the bears; went the novt 
Sunday tow differant 





church, dnt there the ser | 


mon wits fom the same 
text, aad he exclaimed, 
“Ava you there again 
avith your bears?’ 
Bree-niaawis, beel-broth 
BebLLona, the  aneinut 
Romans’ godess of war 
Beymnorre, bess yon! a 
Messing 
Bexepien, ete. (py. 85), 
Blessed aie they who 
come in thw maine of the 
Lord 











BENEDICrUs, ete. (a 295), 


Blessed be he who 
comes In the name of 
the Lord, condemned 
he who comes in the 
name of the euemy 
Brern, shelter, refuge 
Buuno, BiLnoOA, a Syord 
mado at Bilboa in Nowth 
* Spain 
Bintir, ade a whirring 
noise, spun away 
Brack-Jaca, a drinking- 
vessel ornlo-pitehormad ie 
ot waxed leather 


Brack | ORMIptoN, | con. 
cerned ta the inuider of 
Darnley 


Birepixonrarr, the badge 
tho. Douglas family, 

rom Good Eat Janes 
having cariled Bruce's 
Veart to Palestine 

Boni, & small copper 
coin = jth of a penny 
English 

Bou, or Bow, a 
mneasnres bushels. 

Boxt-1iraD, a hollow glass. 
glohe with a long neck, 
used I distillation 

Borper boom, binging 

Bow, vots, an old Seoteh 
TueRRUt tushola 

Bowron, Ilkenury or, @ 
relative of Bothwell, an 
ayont it fhe murder of 
Darnley 

Brau, ploudly defy, clinl- 
Jonge 

Bray, the dog of Fingal In 
Ossien's Poems 

Braxen.n, a young bird 
able to leave the neat 
und hep about en the 
branches 








dry 
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Branpv-wine, biandy 

daneo 

1 boast 

Brent Brow, smooth, high 
foreheail 

BROKEN CLAN, ono that live 
ne chief able to fl 
seewvity for thoir goo 

, behaviour, us the Gees: 
of the Debyteable Land 

Brownie, a* gnome, Se 








Elsie’ in the | Bleck: 
Dwwy 

BuMBASTRD, OF BOM 
Raxten, stuffed with 


catton-wool, ete, 


Cann Wsrdtasts (1794), by 
William Godwin, father 
of Shelley's wife 

Cxzinurs, tho aword of 
King Arthur 

JALIPOLIs, Wife of tho 

Moorlsh prince in Peel's 

The Battle of Aleazar 

Can PPATIONS, the 

masterpleca of Jacques 
Callot, a 17th century 
engraver of Nuucy, whose 

plates witness to & most 
fhatastie and grotesqun 
Juiagination 

CALM souan, a quinte 
tongue 

Caspuscan, king of Sarva 
in Tartary, the made) of 
klugly virtues, figures 
Chaucer's Syrire'a Tale 
and in Spenser's Fuérie 
Queene, Bk. iv, 

CanTuARiDes, Spanish flies, 
nsed to ratso bliaters—an 
animal not a vegetable 
poison 

Carpinan (p. 87). See 
Unele the Cardinal 

Carrasco, BaonreLon Sas 
von, See Bachelor Sant 
son Carrmscu 

CARSLOGIN, LAIRD op, the 
head of the Clophane 











family; thehougestands | 


14 inlies from Cupar in 
Fife 
Caves, delicacies, fancy 
eonfoetionsry 
CATHOLICON, 
remedy 
Crisua, a physician of the 
lst centiny a.p., wrote 
in Latin ‘in iilstory of 
medicine as practised In 
anciont Alexandria 
CHtaNgE-House, alehonse 
Outmagra, gont iu the 
hand 
CuniatiaN Maguay, 
Francis 11, king of 
France; His Yery Chris- 


univer sat 














* sOLOsSARY 


was the 


tian Majest 
nanaltitle-d 






cn, under 
T7068 
Cron, a mark In the very 
middle of the target 
Chourep, mended 
Cock or rite Norn, El 
of Ilmtly 
Con, to eheal, 
wheedlo 
Corr, woman's cup oreovers 
Ing fur the head 
Cauuwort, any kind of 
greens 
JOLMAN'a DRAMA, ‘he Tron 
Chest, & threestict duiuna 
founded on Godivin's 
Caleb = ‘Williams, was 
written by George Col- 
man, junior, and pro- 
duved fn 1790 
Cosmmenpacor, Jay holder 
of & honalice 
ConzonayeRont, ete, (p. 
87), Tho princes have 
vonspired among them. 
selves, saying, Lot us 
cast Ilis cords from us 
Countn, iaven; connie 
MIESHENGRH, ue thal re 
turns too late or not at 
atl, an nlluston to Noah's 
rayon. 


Aeenive, 














Corpinaus, — cordwainer, 
shoemaker, Jeat 
workor 


Conoraun, dirge 

Counanto, a llyoly, rapid 
dances 

Covrenians, Fr 
bassador In 
1480-87 

CRAOK-HENP, GRACK: 
HALTER, one fated to 
vome to the gulows 

ORAPTESCHT ELDER, 801 YALL, 
Me, of orsftsmen, ati: 
znns 

Grown, a Hilo 

Crows oF THE suN, old 
Kronch gol ean af 
Lows XI. and Charles 
VITL, with Hesan showe 
above the crown= 14s, 
CRUIZUEDOR, OF GRUZADT 
p'on, a Portuguese gold 
volh worth ahout lnlf-a- 
clown 

Cumeunar, groom of the 
bedehamber, — chambor+ 
Tain 

Quirsie, to tickle, wheedla 

Cvipas MVAs, ny sins 

Curcu, woman's cup 


hams 
Seotland, 














Cor, a gelding, a term of 
riproael: 
Cyprus, thin blavk stutt 


Dana rignay & loose, long 
ccelesiastienl rolw, with 
wile kleeves 

Dansky, Danish 

Dank Grnv MAN(Dauglas), 
Seo Note 21, p. 488 

Danxaway (Casrie), tho 
seat of the Karl of Mar. 
may, near Forres in gin 
shire 

Draatrancn LAND, — hee 
teen the rivers Sark 
nnd Exk, on the borders 
of Camborkunt and Dum 
Silos 

Dea Ropomonvrapes Es. 
PAGNOLLLS, eotlection of 
tales, aneedotes, ute,, of 
Spanish boasting, taken 
from yarfous authors by 
Jacques Gautier, or Gaul. 
tier (Rouen, 1612) 











Inascorvium, confeotlon 
of scoidium, the water 
germander 


Dicnre your Gans, wipo 
your mouths, he silent, 
Dink, to deck, adorn 
Dixorunr, ote. (p, 200), 
wise man dlseraliutes 
things which the fool 
confounds 
Disvonrt vvoy, dispased of 
Doon, Judgmont, verdiet 
Dorrour, 0 darinitory 
Douor, sober, sedate 
DOuaLAB, LAW OF THE 
Housn oF (Pp. BAT). 
Catherine Douglas ondea- 
voured to keop aut the 
murderers of Jianes T. of 
Seotland by thrusting 
her arm throngh the 
ataple of the tlapr (487) 
Do ventam, 1 glye you 
“leave 
Dow, dove 
Drarnane, oF DRarvan, & 
custle hilonging to the 
Lumniltons i Pifestire 5 
Int Mary proceeded ta 
Nanilton Park when she 
left Niddife Caatle 
Duaweanain, & binateriyg 
braggart in The Rehearsal 
er), by G, Villiers, 
Duke of Buckingham 
Drraponr, tread, fear 
Duperos-pacuir, @ amalt 
dagger with an orta- 
mental wooden hatt 
Douxna, an ott women 
who watched that a 
younger observes the 
roles of dreorun 


Duge oF Orkney, James 
Uopburn, Marl of Both. 
well 

Doncansiay Heap, br the 
extreme north ef Seot- 
Jand 





Bary, or sry, ant engl 
Bracivary, a medical con 
faction or paste 


EN cian oros, nan ins | 


elosod flold 
Euny, or Bary, eagle 
fivenicne, very 
Hxnenipaien, or 
DALED, d 
BX owns paRvuLoRus, 
Ont of the mouths of 
babes: 





Fares nirrorrarios, hip. 
poeratic or sivkly eoun- 
tonanes 

FPanciisaa.e,a hoop pottt: 
ennt 

Pasi, trouble, concorn 

Frnt, skin; ercot 

FIAT EXPHIUMENTUM, ote. 
(p. 853), Lob the oxperi: 
mont ba wade upon a 

common body 

Vhaunrs, or Laws, pan 
Paken 

Purinen, to flatter, eajole 

VouRn- WANNER, sledge. 
Hamner 

Four-ours' prrsy, four 
a'ctools neal—a phrase 
used by Knox 

Vox, at old - fashioned 
browlsword 

Fraok, bald, prompt and 
resolute 

Power Pa taxjor NioHoLag 
UWuncat, a servant of 
Bothwell, sometinn alyo 
ot Mary, assisted in the 
inurder of Darnley 

Frovner, a distemper in 
hawks 

Miosrina, ate, Gi 














VA We ves alk 

with cnneddlon 
GatnLain, winlan 
Halddanb, & Hyely tlanen; 


8 ay youth 

QALLOWAY Naa, a small, 
xtyong breed of Galloway, 
tho kouth-west extremity 
ut Headland 

QaLorin, senilion, euok's 
hoy 

Casmane, yganthol, 
spelling 

Casuanocs, galters, 
Bligs 

QA RHOLLIS, 
fiklous 

CazeuorNn, a honnd that 


Jeap, 


broily, von. 
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puranes by aight, grey- 

hound 

Gran, matter, business 

Grar-MEN, nen fh armour 

Graric Lour, knowledge of 
dancing 

Gainp, 0 Kite 

GLEG, quick, sharp, keon 

Gonnor, Sin Jonn, forth 
sonof the Rarlof Huntly, 
and one of Queen Mary's 
lovers, was beheaded at 
Aberdeen for treason in 


, Reformers 
-y, clesolate 

Gown, 10 Lay, Lo embroldor 
in gold 

GRatTuEn, — equipped, 
decked 

Gunvstei, Sir Greysteil, 
a metrical romance, in 
which are narrated the 
exploits of 2 Inave 
knight, Sir Greystoll. 
To call a man by this 
tile, as James V. did 
Archibald Douglas of 
Kilspindle, was esteemed 
& choico compliment. 
See Sir Egor 

Guitses. | Mary's mothor 
was of this powerful 
Feonch (Loraine) family 

Guy or Warwick, the hero 
of a medieval romance, 
slewa flerce Dun Cow on 
Dunsmoo Heath, near 
Rugby 





TLacky?, or tawert, white 
facoil 

Mano, or Bac, a pit or 
break ft a morasa 

Tlaaqagn, a wild hawk that. 
Dns been tamed 

Vator, land held under 
a rellglous house: 

Harquesuss, an ancient 
Aroloek 

Marry anoar, a proat= 
dd, of Menry VEU. 

ITawiek to Hirnarraen 
Caatns. Mary. rods hn 
ane day fiom Jedburgh 
(not Hawick) ‘to Mer. 
Initage Castle, near the 
Border, anil back, a tatal 
dixtanve of 40 ntiles, te 
visit the Earl of Hoth~ 
well, who had been 
wounded inn Border 
fight 

Hay ov Luncarvy, the 
ancestor of three noble 
Seottish families. -Eyrol, 
Trreeddate, and Kinnoul 

riginally a pest: 

sunt, Wha saved Llu Seat: 
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tish army from dafeat by 
the Danes shortly before 
the year gat *® 

HAY oF TAL Borderer, 
coneei ned wea thurder 
of Durnley 

Henraxe, young of the sea- 
tront 

Tevwoon, THoaas, drama. 
tist and actor of the first. 
half of the 1th century 

Hee sacer, ete, (p. 114), 
Here lies Abbot Kustucs 

Hon (Onmistox), uncle of 
the Black Laid of Onpi- 
ston, coneaned in the 
auurider of Darnley 

Tony, a strong, active 
nag 

Hoppen-anny, rough cloth, 
the natwal colour of the 
wool 

THotyroon PALace was re- 
built in the reign of 
Charles If, not Charles 
1, namely, between 1671. 
and 1679 

Toone, or 10DED, Chow, 
the carrion crow 

Hory, rvr ro. See Put to 
horn 

Hons p'auyne, digresffon 

Tfours, a Roman Catholic 
book of prayers far 
private devotions 











Tlowrr, & haint, resort 
How er, the owl 

Thnk, the same; kA, 
every 


IN apyersiTatTr, ote, (p. 
480), Patient tn adver. 
sity, henevalent in pro 
sperity 

Ty punto, in donbt 

IsIEen, or iNGERK, {0 Ine 
sinuate, force oneself In 
insidionsly 

“Ty my acroot-paye,’ ete. 
(p. xii). See Merchant ay 
Venice, Act i. nt, 1 

Trrer Nos, leGween one 





tater, 


my sons 


JACK-ALENT VISAGES, long, 
xorious faces, like’ penis 
tents In Lent 

TEDDART SIAFH, O species 
of battle -axe fo1nor’, 
used by the mon of Teh 

th ov Feddart 

i, a Leating, whip. 








ping 
DENTS, 
id the legs of a hawk 


straps  faxlened 






CELEBRATED (p. 
Towleglass, the 
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German ‘Till 
spiegel (i.. Ow 

Je pul ole. 
noither king 1 
Cam tho Lord of 

Jusnay, gibbeb 

Ticaurine, behaving in an 
alYected manner, taunt 
ing 

Toux, stoop, duck down; 
JOUR AND@LEs TH IAW 
HANG BY, sloop and Lot 
the wave pas 

Joun DE IBONE, 8 fast day 

due, a sweet drink, eor- 
aliat 


Ewen: 












Kart, colawort, cabbage 

Rain-Fow1s, fowls paid ay 
part of rent 

Kenrre, a wator-apirtt 

Kent, to propel a boat by 
pushing a long pole 
nealnse the bottom of the 

0 








ia 
Kerns, of Coasforl and 
Bernioherst, powerful 
Border chieftains, Cath. 
olics and supporters of 
Mary Queen of Beats 
Kiya Caxvauiesofauciont 
CFaluin Asia Minor, who 
exposed his wile tog: K7 
in the bth century 1d, 
The laly persuaded Gyges 
toslay ber busbaud, antl 
then married the slayer 
Runs-niox, buttor-mllle 
Kyrrts, ticklish, ditienl 
KNAPSUAP, KNAPSCHA! 
" or KNAPSCOLL, head-plece 
or helinot 











Laptes SaNpiLANDS AND 
Onvaunr, ‘Pho third 
dame of tho trio was 
named Woir, Seo Alia 
Ramsay's Evergecen 
(E24), vol 

Va Met prs TIisromes, 
«  iiverind history 
or chronicle, auslated 
(1848) feat (he Marre His. 
fortonm of John Cale 
ouna, Dontiatean, who ti 
1255 waa male Ace) 
bishop of Mexsiag, Sleily 

TaNpWwanp Towx, 1m, 
fritand farinstead 

Tanencosr, a anelont 
abbey tt Canhariand, 
sloue beslde the Roman 

a : 








Tavouta, a lively dancer 
with @ lengtry step 

Lawina, favern-litl 

Linaar roxy, @ worthless 
peraun 

Tawwoex, & former county 





* @LOSSARY 


of Seotland, embracing 
Dumbarton and parts of 
Stiling, Perth, and Len- 
flaw 
Lanswox, 11a 







Karl af fentuox 
LaniBwex att, bloth nuddo 
without meat 
Lea, retard, hinder 
facwum arr, [ft may ba 
allowed 
Ltoron, an anefent Roman 
executive ollicer 





Limno Lane, where unbap: 
lized 


‘hildyon wn good 
whe holloved 





Chureh to spend Choir 
oternity 

fase, Gif, 
heather 

Erin, lazy 

Losin, jane, meadow 

LooKERAM, coaras Inen 

Loudy oF Tith Conurega- 
wI0N, lenders of the Re- 
formation in Scotland 

Lonkrro, on the Italian 
coast of the Adriatic, 14 
miles from Ancona; 4 
chureh there contains tin 
Gopated) house M1 which 
the Virgin Mary ved at. 
Nazareth 

Jwatn, the slog of Cnth- 
ulin, in Ossiat's dents; 
* Fingal’ 

CUNGA ROBA CORTA sCTs 
BNZIA, Loug robe but 
istic knowledge 

Lun, ii 


ted mutch, torch, 
Luabans, worthless futlow, 
blockhead 


Jong 











Mart, baggage 

Mariaapenen, one who 
cultivates fruit, ete, on 
Tat for whiel te payy 


rent 
Mat, more 
Marvoio, tho steward in 





res Pivlfth 





Night ' 

Ma tanoNnn, my dir. 
ling 

Matats, rook yoang hulles 
of noble blith, attoul. 
ants of the | Queen 
Mary Livingstono, Mary 
Mendig, May Seaton, 
and Mary Beatoun, 

Maxx, a Scatelt caiu-=ts, 
Ud; a Duteh coins 
abaut ta, dd, 

Manor, CLéanny, pot, 
translated the Psihitin 
into French verse (1514), 






which were very popiatu | Ne acs 





atcourt, atl usually sung 
to secular airs 
Maxayviony, 4 dungeon, 1 
word ot Moorish origin, 
intrudueed prabably dine 
ing the erasading oi 
np, the head, skntt 
AMEN TUM, medicine 
Menai, (he outiie estab. 
lishtnout, 
cnow, 








Mrnoa't nuurkes 
cress 

Messan, a stall dog, lap. 
dog) MEMSAN- KAGE, Oy 
of a payo 

Meioroscorical, 
guomivat 

Mnw, to vontine; cago for 
hawks 

Mrexne, great, big 

Minion, & favomite ; port, 
saney wou 

Min, to ain at 

Mirror o¥ hwsaurnoon, 
with fuller ttle, he 
Mirvor of Princely Deeds 
and — Knighthood, — ett, 
translated out af the 
Spanish dy Margaret 
Fyler und BP. AiSh= 
1601. 


physia- 


Mrurripark, an antidote 
to polkon: 

More Scovica, in Seoteh 
fishion 

Mostsco nets, nsed ina 
cunrrty diaiee 

Moumonanor, an olt grine 
atenrds or dice, in whieh 
silence wan absolutely 
necessary 

Mundo Wotan Papock, 


a pluy (i708) by fane 
Tadd te thi Mat 
belng based npon Care 


vantos'snoval Whe Jealous 
Husband 
Moxsrrn, Tnanor or, supe 
fuosgut with violence the 
a» fanatic nd iuptous pro: 
courting ut tio Anu 
Daptints du Mbnstey, the 
capitat of Woatphatia, in 
1686 
Murvorccon, a itd mon 
} pint 
HATE KOGIEATH BAW 
ne, ate, (Bad), an albie 
alon to Cle canidtitton te 
whieh Maty was od Inte 
Hdiaburgh after — the 
battle of Carhorry HI, 
and the sennes thet fot 
lowed Jn tho Provost's 
house 
Mvsvauooun, interpreter of 
cuyaterion 








ate, 





Fr, 


Cp. 


270}, Go not ito the 
couuell. chamber wiles 
invitedl 

Netamounsn it, agreed 
Ml, disagreed 

Niok wit say, disappoint 
by denying 

Nico, Fortsr, a Border 
dlstriebof Cumberland 


Ontasn, obliged, engaged to 

Ovine TItaven's Fonhone, 
Mewven forbid; ovrt 
Gov's Forwoon, Goll for- 
ple 


Varma, a yarioty of 
apple 

Pasos, Uexra, & Parisian 
Taw yor. Prince Soly was 





published in 1740 

Paninuaus, the steorsman 
of Aineas, See Virgil's 
Almeid, Vv. 

Tanriri, keopor of pantry, 
ono in chirga of pros 
visious 

Pani our, slipper 

Pancen ron, a bit of a 
poet, indifferent poet 

Pareyt, relative 

Marrncsy partion ol dress, 
adi kerehiel, fora lady's 
nave nid shoulders 

Par vows nu pare, by viow 
Jones, actual foreo 

Pano, Nastor 

Paton, paltry flow, fool 

Pavin, ov ravan, a slow, 
slutely dance 

Tranny MUrEELER, & Lavo 
yoil 

PLtr-louss, asmudl square 
tower of refuge 

Prsvis, tte plagne 

Previg rpaMncran A nonN, 
isoless Hilo sword 





Pirrnowsy,  horseman's 
Targa pistol 
Piowruans, in aliieiotus 


Intormeddlor, taudy 
Bin, magpie 
Dinmigwoxks, Gnetrmients 








for torturing tho agers 
Pragag it amadl copper coin 
+ AW 0f a ponny Bmgliah 


Priaga, to interweaya, 
plaste 

POOULIM MANE, ote, NW 
278), Acup dined in the 
morning — restores oxs 
hausted mutta 

Ponauna, gout in the foot 

PoMANDNR BOX, a box of 
perfume : 

Porinaay, parrot 

Portioxnn, one possessing 
or inhottling quot of a 
proporly . 


XL 
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Parthe, PoOrten-pat, a 
vessel holding 2 quarts, 
taukard 

PRAMIA CUS, ete. (p. 280) 
‘Tho doctor is the devil 
when he asks for his 
fees 

.LPoR, & Roman magis- 
trate 

Paaastaric, 
allicions 

Propane, to publish 

Proup paar, & person of in- 
suflerable pride 

Puppia. nurs House, a 

mghald of the Aim. 





meddlesome, 





rongs in Liddestale, 
See the virenmstances 
wluded to. in Scott's 





Mbustreloy of the Scottish 
Border: “‘Diek a’ the 
Gow,’ vol. ff. pp, 68-74 

Puir, poor 

Pur vo nons, publicly eall 
upon one to pay a debb 
under pait of being pro- 
claimed guilty of treason 

Pret, magpio 


QUARRELN- PANE, a 
diamond-shaped — pane, 
formed like a quacrell, 

the head of the nrrow of 

4 eross-how 






wench 
Nw RearNy, Mary of 
(iulse (or Lotraine), 


mother of Mary Queen of 
Seats 

Quure, wheel 

Quit, tin 

Qui piom, 1 ert, What. 
‘lost thou say, my son? 

Quorsque Dowin? how 
long, O Tard? 


Rayatonn Lutaaus, a 13th 
vontmy philosopher, a 
native of Majorea, who 
invented a syatent of me- 
chanieal logic with which 
he tried to convert the 
Mobammedlans to Obets: 
tianity 

Repprr'’s nick, the blow 
that so often falls on one 
who interferes in a 
quaceel 

Rrpp ue, tidy, put in 
ardor 

Rep, to counsel, advise; 
nidvice 

ReGAuY, LORD OF, one 
holding territorial Juris- 
diction conferred by tho 
king 

Rrserrer, eno who har- 
bours Ivesa characters 
and erininals 


29 
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REXEL EZ-vous, ate. (p. 

880), Awake, fair sleeper 

Rirten, a hawk® that 
catches its prey by the 
feathers only 

Rive, to rend, tear 

Rock, distaff 





ERRY TOPPING, ACON- 
apicuaus hill in Clove. 
Tand, Noith® Riding of 
Yorkshire 

RosewaL, axp Littan, 2 
popularinetrienl romanes 
that was still sung in tho 
streets of Edinburgh as 
Yate us 1770. See Taing, 

fcced Peale (3828) 
in popular 
eharm 














Ke 
Rowa 
superstition a 
against witehes 
RuzeLe, to piay the bully, 
quarrel 
Rusa, club, cudgel 





Sabaca, properly Sabra, 
caughtor ‘ot Pholewy, 
kingof Egy pt, thomaiden 
who wasiescnedl from the 
Dragon by Sl. George 

Sr. Jastes or Comrosteu 
acelobiated resort of fil- 
gms: at Santiago, 80 
miles from Corunna, in 
the north of Spain 

Sv. Martin oF But 
Lt0Ns, the St. Swithin ar 
Nooping saint of Scot- 
land. If bis festival (th, 
4.¢.15th, July) prove wet, 
foity days of rain are ax: * 
pected 

SALERNO, BOHOOM OF, 
ranked aa tho first 
medical school in Europe 
during the carly Middle 
Ages 

SALVE IN NOMINE BANCO, 
Tail in the holy ame 5 
SaLVLrE Bi vos, Tail alo 
to you 

Sampson's Vow hekaKEn, 
‘or The Ruts Maid of CUR 
fon (1036), by Willian 
Sampson 

Sam¥nn, sune 

Sancte BENEDICTE, ons 
vHO wn, 8, Benet, pray 
for me 

Scart, dispersed, separ: 
ated 





Scaur, a precipitous bank 
or rock 

Scorr, Micrars, the magi- 
cian, who figures in 
Scott's Lay of the Last 
Atinstrel 

Son, ta meek, gtho 

Sexton's round, the grave 
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SrNoLAIR, OUcynR, av 
tnyorthy favoulte of 
Uafhes V. 

‘sm Baer, one of the heroes 
of the popntar loth cont. 
wry Seoltish romances 
Sir Eger, Sir Grahame, 
ond Sir Grepstell, or Sir 
Edgar and Sis Grbae 

Sin Gniig, See Sir Egor 

SKEBLY, ‘cil, cunning 
in sinples, ote, 

Suraorina, smirking: 

Snoop, a fillet with which 
a maiden binds hoy lair 

Sworinese, bubhies 

Suva TH JOINER, & char. 
moter in Midstanmer 
Night's Drecon 

Sournma Epur, or Sovrra 
Ilin, the westernmost 
yidge of the Lammer- 
moor Hills in Lothian 

Spas-wivg, forttne-teller 

Srenni? DONA FIDES, tho 
faithful (dog) despises 
bribes 

Sprinaarp, a stripling 

Squau, short and thlek, 
squat 

Seamer, red Unsey-wool- 








Boy 

Sravina AND TAINO, 
striking the bear with a 
stalfand pullorg the dog 
by the tall 

Sreixis, shut 

Srenvon, tho Greok herald 
in the Trajan War, whose 
voles wns equal to those 
of any fifty mon 

Sroor (of a falvon), swoop, 
darting down on its 


proy 
Srovp, & vessol or measure 
for liquids 
Sun SIGILLO CONFESSIONTA, 
under tha seal of cons 
fession 


Suuraisre, — somowhat, 
gal 
Sum umpra vinis sar, 


under tho shade of bis 
own ving 
Succory, chicory 
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Sorenerm, {a suspend, 


postpone 


Taok if Latin FOR A 
CANDLL, silonee Is Oke 
woul 










a tell-tale 
attend, fem 

pL GENTLL, i trade 
nite flea 

cALvLATH, cortifeata: 
GOON, OF TESLON, waillyor 





uNRD weaned 
man—&  Shakespearian 
phiase (Lear, Avt Hi, we. 


) 
Tunspis, tho originator of 
the ancient Greek drain 
Tatumatkiss, — tan: 
screws, iulvument of 
torlire: 
TinnuRy, & gly 
'NLLYVALLUY, nousonse fa 
tly for——! 





To cals, uP imM, ete, (p. 
438), fiom Milton's it 
Penseroso 

Tornoorn, jall 

‘Yorvus MUNDUS, 


pte, (p. 

243), Tho whale world 
ucts the playe 

Tour DE Jonateur, jaye 
gler's triek 

TRANGAM, OF TRANGKAM, It 
trinket, trmupery ornn- 
mont 

‘Ron, A ehureh on tho Mgt 
Ntreot of Edinburgh 

‘Tussis, a eougl 

‘furo, creo, ducuNDE, 
safely, quickly, plet- 
fantly 

TWO AND A LACK, two 
Scotch ponnles and « 
plack=4d. English 


UNone rit CARDINAL, 
Ohatles of Gulao, brother 
to Mary'a mother, was 
the real ruler af Franen 
uing the rola of Mary's 
Avast husbaaul, the feeble 
Prana UL. 














Ux Bing, ole. (yr 430), ono 


Gar, one inith, ono king, 
ony Jaw 
Unquewavai, whisky 


Vasquinn, or wAsQUING, 
gown or petticont, worn 
by Basque and Spuntyls 
Womens 

VENDISHI:, OF VENDACE, 1 
rare kind of white thkh 
whose flesh ty aeconntod 
fe grout delieney 

Yawru-aanpin, « hoop 
pottieont 

Vin-pr-pays, the cotmmon 
wine of thi eountsy 

Vivien, vietnals 

Vix iiciium, semecly ale 
kavyable 


Wanton, werit a, With i 
vengennen, tho dovil | 
War, flap, stroke of w wing 

Warrock, a wirard 

Wann, worse 

Ware, or ware, a waving, 
heokoutug, sigaalling 

Wenn, file, destiny 

Whnnteaten, waremen, sol 
dliors: 

Warren, furnished wilh a 
hom or border 

Wuaur, eurlew 

Wainy, lo gull, wheedlo 

Winrer-noy, petted fevour: 
tle, darling 

Wien, a velt 

WInt AND nudH. Vintners 
And tavern-keeperd ted 
in the Miidlo Aged to 
any onta bush or bunch 
of ivy to indleato that. 
fholr houso was an ian} 
henee the proverb, ‘ood 
wine weeds re bush! 

Wire or Benny. Seo 
Nonthoy's ballad ‘Che Old 
Woman of Berkeley 

Wonor, will not 

Waar you nor, do nob 
get wroth 

Wrerin-coas, under vost 








Younnina, or yornin, a, 
yollow-hammer, bitd 


INDEX 


annoy, Uw Novel, ix 

Abbot of Unienson, 13,122,491, Seertso 
Woolgoek, Adan 

Ambrosias, Abbot, controversy with 
Warden, 35 vlected abbot, 118; con- 
fronts the revellers, 123; meoting with 
his brother, 138; udnionishes Roland at 
Kinross, 8005 ab Lochloven Castle, 882 ; 
ab Langshin, 4055 protests against Mary 
golng to Haglund, 423; his lust days, 


Aue 

Arbroath, Lord, $96; hot zeal at Lang: 
Nilo, 408 

Avghlermuchty, tho earvler, 831 

Author, tls lutroductlon, ix; Eptstle to 
Captain Cluidlerbrek, xv 7p aneedote of 
Lis father, 480 

Avenol, Gaily of, hor lonely iifo, 35 wit: 
novos Rolund’s acoklont, 6; her afec- 
Hoan far titan, 8, 125 interview with 
Maydalon Gawns, 12 


Barron, Hlizabeth, Nuv of Kent, 109, 480 

Bilnkhoolle. See Boniface, Abbot 

Honifave, Abhob, ab Kinroxs, 8h, BNO; at 
Dunwlvennau, 420 

Waldyot, Abbess, 865 hay fanatiotan, 4005 
iohtile Catherdie, 106 

Pirwee, aul Metco, 42 


Crraramada LYe of Queen Stary, quoted, 
AN 
Clutlovbuak, Captals, Author's Hplstlo to, 


Colertlygatn Chetstutiel, quoted, 436 
Crookatone Castls, 414, 440 


Van of the Howlotblrat. See Dragon 
Turk Gray Man (Dotyslas), 804, 488 
Darnloy’s nunvdey, 164, B87 

Doneo'a Hfusttdions to Shakspeare, quoted, 


Ans 
Yougins, Goorge, 2805 Ia talk with Bo- 
Mand on tho I 267; confesses his 
tronchory, AL; al Drpfoulale’s cleath, 
gory proltety Mary againat, tho bullets, 
favs lita care for her on the ride, 893; 
Is pride, 887 5 wetehes ayer Mary ut 
Lanigaldey 400; hiv death, l6 5 tho his- 
torleal porson, 480 











Douglas, William, 440 

Dragon, at Kennaguhaiy, 220; strips off 
his disguise, 138 

Deury, hits reports to Cecil, 480. 

Dryfesilate, Jaspor, 219; Jocks ont Ro- 
land, 316; asks him to catry the tidings, 
826 ;' attempts to poison Mary, 340; fis 
futalisin, 344, 864; himself benrs the 
Pidlngs, 800; slain by Donry Seyton, 


Dandyennan Abboy, Mary at, 4200 em 
Ruoruonor, approach to, 152; strests af, 
6 


Bvil spirits, superatition regarding, 143, 


Fains, Scottish, 276, 487 

Vanfaiona, 160, 436 

‘Vause Foodrage,” 480 . 

Fisher, Ralph, 68 

Fleming, Damo Mary, 219 ; remoustrates: 
with Cathorine, 247; leaving Lochleven, 
Castle, 887. 

Pemings and Tollandors, 24 


Gannon, the traitor, 262, 437 

Glendinning, Edward, See Ambrosius, 
Abbot 

Glondiniming, Bir Halbert, lila position, 1; 
returns to Avenel Castle, 20; descrip. 
tion of, w2; hia lnengo, 26, 420; lis 
coldness to Roland, 28; interrupts the 
revollers, 382; takes Roland into his 
service, 187; meeting with his brother, 
1885 pormies Roland at Langside, 416 

lendonwyne lineage, 26, 420 

Glossary, 445. 

Gous-hawk, 82, 480. Seealso “Pause Food- 


igo 

Gremo, Mag@alen, intorviow with Lady 
Avonol, 12; meets Roland at St. Cuth- 
bort’s, 70; gufdes him, 703 gets ndmit- 
tance inte the nunnel her fannti- 
iam, 100, 108; takes Roland ta Abbey 
of St, Mary's, 111; her indignation at 
the revellers, 124, 127; gives hor per- 
inission to Roland, 140 ; her injunctions 
to him, 1443 as Mother 
upbratds Roland, 208; brought to, 
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Lovlgeven Castle, 8605 her enthusiasm 
tor Mary, 354; snnouuees Roland's de- 


scent, 889; the nme Mother Nieneven, 
438 


Greme, Roland, reseucd by Wolf, 8; 
taken into Lady Ayenel's service, 12 
shrinks flom Sit Hatbert, 25; his post. 
tion at Avenel Castle, 30; knocks down 
tho faleongr, 81; goea out of the chapel, 
43; expelled the eastle, 49; encounter 
with Ralph Visher, 58; assisted by 
Woodcock, 03 ; meets Magdalen Gremo, 
70; his attachment to Rum Catholte 
Chureh, 77; first sees Catherine, $8; 
findg her in the cow-stable, 103 ; on th 
road with Magdalen, 111; stabs: 
Abbot of Unreason, 128; enters Sir Tix 
Har t's o1 vice, 1373 sala ofl torEdinburgh, 
148; aids the Seytans, 157; pursues 
Catherlne, 166; invades’ Lord Sayton’s 
house, 162; in presence of 70; 
at St. Michael's hostel 4 3 1ecog- 
nises Cathotine aga page, 190; aeeapts 
the sword, 193; appointed page to Mary, 
203; arrives at Lochleven Castle, 216; 
diaws Lord Seyton’s sword, 280; at- 
tends upon Dame Memmg and Cathe- 
tine, 241; listens to fHondersan's: 
imstinctions, 26%; thoughts of leaving 

fochloven, 3, confides in Croge 
Douglas, 247; upbraided by Catheriue, 
200; warned hy Tendasson, 268: visits 
Kinross, 2745" in company with Dr. 
Tondin, 278; 1evognises Catherine 
THemy) again, 239; makes love to lor 
him), 290; follows her (iim) to Mother 
Nicnoven’s, 295; upbraided by Mother 
Nicneven,206; interview withAbbotAin- 
brosius, 800; ntercation with Dryfey- 
dalo, 810; locked ont, 810; confronts 
Heny Soyton in the gaden, 820; de- 
clines to carry the tidings, 820; won 
over by Cathar ing, 880; matters cleared 
up with Catherine, 878; forges falso 
keys, 877} steals tho 1enl keys, 886; 
looks the castle doora bohind him, 886; 
disputes with Ten y Seyton, 800; ap- 
pronches the battla at Lamgside, 218; 
resours Terry Soyton, 416, lis lineage, 
425; hig mari luge, 427 






























Hawks, for falconry, 88; lag for their 
inet, 65, 420 

Henderson, the chaplain, 260; his talk 
with Roland, 268; vanyersallon with 
Mary, 270 

Ifobby-horse, 120, 492. 

Hollanders and Memings, 2 

Molyrood Mouse, time of tale, 168 

Howleglas. See Abbot of Unreason 

Howlet, poorn, 982, 420 

Hunting mass, 117, 180 

Hyndman, the usher, 174, 177 


Ixtnopuction, Anthor’s, ix; Epistle to 
Captain Cinttorbuek, xv 


Ketay Graras, 278, 801, 438 
gkeltle, Old, the landlord, 362 
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riaquhaly, monastery of, 111 
ogg, rovels at, 2 
of Field, 154, 3! 








Lanananns, Willian, the apparitor, 431 

Langaide, battle of, 407, 140 

Latinor, Bishop, quoted, 438 

Leslies, skirmish wilt the Sey tons, Lad 

Lilias, ‘the waiting-mald, 11, 18, 21, 6; 
intorma npon Roll, 85 disettsos 
hin with Wingate, 0, be 

Lindesay, Lod, 2003 ieeeptlon of hy 

Mary, 224; hG rutal rudeness Co “hor, 

210,497 

*Listheth, godo people, everiche ano, 
2nd 


Lochleven, Tady of, 214; sonds Roland 
to Kinross, 200; inatlendanee on Mary, 
412; learua ‘of George — Donglas’s 
treachory, 8215 {8 told by _Drytesdale 
of his attempt to poison’ Maty, 810; 
her anxiety, 8485 nets as steward, 808 5 
taunted by Mary, 973; the keys stolen 
fiom hor, 885 

Lochleven Castle, 210; Mary's Ife at, 
2525 her eseape hom, 380 

Lundin, Dr, Take, 2705 brought to Loch. 
Joven Castle, 350 








Maen ot Morton, 172, 497 

Mary Queen of Scots, her situntion, 162 5 
description of, 216 5 emotion on dear lig: 
Lindesay's voico, 220; receives the 
deputation, 223; abdicatos the throne, 
23, 487; hor life nt Lochloven, 261} 
interview with Hfenderson, 2703 des 
tected in flight, 821; accepts Roland's 
ulevoted offer, 385 3 reminded of Darn 
Joy's miler, 887; the attempt to 
polson hor, 310; acts the siek poraon, 
B19; supposed consphacy again her, 
868, 498; tanuts Lady of Lochtevon, 
8795 her esenpo, 888, 4305 her demeaus 
our and bearing, 880, 439; shows hor 
self to her adheronts, 896; Into poses 
bebweme Roland and Jeary Soyton, 
8885 ab the battle of Langside, 4075 
takes refugy in Haglan, 432 

Mass, lunting, 117, 480 

Melrose Abbey, 442, 
quhaly 

Molvillo, Siv Robert, 207, 4873 ab Loch: 
foven, 293; ulyises May, 296 

Merton, Marl of, Ms futerviewa with 
Mmiay, 178, 206 

Mnfited man, 800, 488 

Murray, tho Regent, 175; $n conference 
with Morton, 178, 205; instructions to 
Rolanil, 203 


See alsa, Konnas 


Nioxnven, Mother, Sce Greemo, Magdalen 
Nicolas, Mather, his grave, 114 

Nidihio Castle, Queen Mury at, Sit 

Nun of Kent, 109, 420 


Pay, open-air, at Kinross, 284 
Potor Bridge-Ward, 148, 
Physlelans, pedantry of, 277 


INDEX. 


Haves iétainer of Lochloven, 216, 242, 


Ey 

Rivvio; place of Mis assassination, 173; 
Rothven's part in, 227 

Robin Hood and Little Jolin, 121, 433 

Rosabelle, Mary's horse, 893 

Rawiven, Lord, ab Leehleyen, 226 


81, Bringer, nunnery of, 104, 480 

StaCuthbert's cell, 66, 420 

St. Michuel’s hostelry, 187 

St. Serf Island, 815 

Heotland, condition of, time of tale, 5, 
12, 404 


Beattish faire, 276, 487 

Boyton, Catherine, 88; first talk with 
Roland, 92; discovered in the cow- 
ulablo, 103; espled by Roland in Edin- 
burgh, 160; in attendance on Queen 
Mary, 227; teazes Roland, 243; up- 
yialds him, 280; wins him to the 
Queon, 880; her angerat Lady leaning, 
888; clears up magters with him, 873; 
pledges hersolf for Roland's tdality, 
88; at Langsldo, 400; maxriaye, 427 

Beytamy Tiomy, at St, Michael's hostelry, 
90; gives’ Roland the sword, 103; 
awltohes Woodcork, 195; in disguise at 
Kinross, 287; mistakon for Catherine, 
280 followed by Roland, 29%; con- 
fronted by him, 820 ; stabs Dryfesdale, 
803; naslats Mary to escape, 887; his 
epuite with Roland, 399; goes to his 
fathor'y ald, 4115 1eseued by Roland, 
and death, 416 

Boyton, Tor, ight with the Leslies, 156; 
lewards Roland, 166; his advice to 
Mary, 280) at Nlddrio Castle, 807 5 at 
Tangside, 408; lis fidotity to Mary, 
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Sheriff of Cumberland, 422 

Sir John Oldcastle, quoted, 482 @ 

Spirits, evil, superstition reganting, 148, 
435 


Tales of the Genii, quoted, 46 
“Phe inas of Fail dreuk beny - brown 


ale,’ 150 
‘The Patp, that pngan full of pride,’ 182, 


ABS 
‘Tilmouth Chapel, 429 
“prim-go-tuix,’ 138, 150, 435 
Trout, Scoteh, 259 


Unneason, Abbot of, 129, 431 


Wanvex, Henry, 3; reproves Lady 
Avencl, 8, 80; dishke to Roland, 31; 
gormon against him, 41 

White Lady of Avenel, 427 

Wingate, the steward, 20: his policy, 855 
aummoned before Lady Avenel, $8; 
discusses Roland with Lilias, 63; 
political speculations, 64 

Wing-the- Wind, Michael, 169; conducts 
Roland to BMurmy, 178 ; awakens him 
with a commission, 199 

Wolf, the staghound, 6; rescues Roland, 
63 jealousy of him, 8; delight at seemg 
Sir Hathart, 27 pat 

Woodeoek, Adam, the falconer$"'33 5 
knocked doyn by Roland, 84; assists 
him, 63; acts Abbot of Unreason, 119, 
122; his identity discovered, 134; 
attends Roland, 147; recognised by 
Wing-the-Wind, 160; carouses at St. 
Michael's hosteliy, 187; switched by 
THenvy Seyton, 105, ewotion at parting 
from Roland, 200; at Tangside, 4185 
carries despatches to Roland, 424 


END OF THE ABBOT 
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